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CHAPTER I. 

RELATES TO MR. HARRY FOKER*S AFFAIRS. 



INCE that fatal but delightful 
night in Grosvenor Place, Mx. 
Harry Faker’s heart had been 
in such a state of agitation as 
you would hardly have thought 
so great ^ philosopher cquld 
endure. When we remember 
what good advice he had given 
to Pen in former days, how an 
early wisdom and knowledge of 
the world had manifested itself 
in the gifted youth ; how a 
constant course of sclf-indul- 
gcnce, such as becomes a 
gentleman of his means and 
expectations, ought by right to 
have increased his cynicism, 
and made him, with every suc- 
ceeding day of his life, care less 
and less for cveiy individual in 


the world, with the single exception of Mr, Harrjr* Foker, one may 
wonder that he should fall into the mishap to which mopt of us are 
subjecLonce or twice in our lives, and disquiet his great mind 'about U 
IT. B 
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wmxoLtu But though early mwt, was stillin man. He coultl no 
more escape the common lot than Achilles^ or Ajax, or Lord Nelson, 
or Adam our first father, and now, his time being come, young Harry 
became a victim to Love, the AU^conqueror. 

When he went to the Back Kitchen that night after quitting 
Arthur Pendennis at his staircase-door in Lamb Court, the gin-twist 
and devilled turkey had no charms for him, the jokes of his com- 
panions fell flatly on his ear ; and when Mr. Hodgen, the *singer of 
"The Body Snatcher,” had a new chant even more dreadful and 
iShumorous than that famous composition, Foker, although he appeared 
his friend, and said " Bravo Hodgen,” as common politeness and his 
position as one of the chefs of the Back Kitchen bound him to do, 
yet never distinctly heaid one word of the song, which under its title 
of “ The Cat m the Cupboard,” Hodgen has since rendered so 
famous. Late and very tired, be slipped into his private apartments 
at home and sought the downy pillow, but his slumbers w^ie disturbed 
by the fever of his soul, and the image of Miss Amory. 

Heavens, how stale and distasteful his former pursuits and friend- 
ships appealed to him ’ He had not been, up to the present time, 
much accustomed to the society of females of his own rank in life, 
When he spoke of such, he called them ^‘modest women,” Tiiat 
virtue which let ns hope they possessed, had not hith^o compensated 
to Mr. Foker for the absence of moic lively qualities which most of 
his own relatives did not enjoy, and which he found in Mesdemoiselles 
the ladies of tho theatre. His mother, though good and tender, did 
not amuse her boy ; his cousins, the daughters of his maternal uncle, 
the respectable Earl of KosherviUe, weaned him beyond measure. 
One was blue, and a geologist ; one was a horse-woman and smoked 
cigars ; one was exceedingly Low Church, and had the most hetero- 
dox views on religious matters ; at least, so the other said, who was 
herself of the very Highest Church faction, and made the cupboard 
m her rooxp into an oratory, and fasted on every Friday in the year. 
Their paternal house of Drummington, Foker could very seldom be 
got to visit. He swore he had rather go on the tread^mill than stay 
there. He was not much beloved by the inhabitants. Lord Erith, 
Lord Rosherville's heir, considered his cousin a low person, of deplore 
ably vulgar habits and manners ; while Foker, and with equal reason, 
voted Knth a prig and a dullard, the nightcap of the House of 
Commons, the Speaker’s opprobrium, the dreariest of philanthropic 
^|||ttgers.. Nor could Geoige Robert, Earl of Gravesend and Rosher- 
rule, ever forget that on one evening when he condescended to play 



at W!Ufu^ hia that young gentlenian {koleed hia bfO* 

shjipin the aido with his and said, Well, old code, IVe seen tmiSf 
a had stroke in xny lift^ but 1 never saw such a bad one as that these.’** 



He played the game out >^ith angelic sweetness of temper, for Hsrry 
was his guest as well as his nephew ; but he was nearly having a ^ 
in the night ; and he kept to his own rooms until young Harry quitted 
Drummington on his return to Oxbridge, where the imeresting youth 
was finishing his education at the time when the occurrence t^iok place. 
It was an awful blow to the venerable carl ; the circumstance was never 
alluded to in the family ; he shunned Foker whenever he came to see 
• them in London or in the country, and could hardly be brought to 
gasp out a « How d’> e do ? ” to the young blasphemer. But he would 
not break his sister Agnes’s heart, by banishing Harry from the &mily 
altogether ; nor, indeed, could he afford to break with Mr. Fokec, 
senior, between whom and his lordship there had been many privale 
transactions, producing an exchange of bank cheques from Mr. Folcei^ 
and autographs firom the earl himself, witli the lettets I O U writhan 
over his illustrious signature* 

Besides the four daughters of Lord Gravesehd "whdse vsiMI 
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qualities have been enumerated in the former paraj^railh, his lordship 
ivas blessed with a iifith girl, the Lady Ann Milton, who, from her 
earliest years and nursery, had been destined to a peculiar position 
in life. It was ordained between her parents and her aunt, that when 
Mr* Harry Foker attained a proper age. Lady Ann should become 
his wife. The idea had been familiar to her mind when she yet 
wore pinafores, and when Harry, the dirtiest of little boys, used to 
come back with black eyes from school to Drummington, or to his 
father’s house of Logwood, where Lady Ann lived much with her 
aunt. Both of the young people comcided with the arrangement 
proposed by the elders, without any protests or difficulty. It no more 
entered Lady Ann’s mind to question the order of her father, than it 
would have entered Esther’s to dispute the commands of Ahasuerus. 
The heir-apparent of the house of Foker was also obedient ; for when 
the old gentleman said, Harry, your uncle and I have agreed that 
when you*re of a proper age, you’ll marry Lady Ann. She won’t 
have any money, but she’s good blood, and a good one to look at, 
and 1 shall make you comfortable. If you refuse, you’ll have your 
mother’s jointure, and two hundred a year during my life.” — Harry, i 
who knew that his sire, though a man of few words, was yet impli- 
citly to be trusted, acquiesced at once in the parental decree, and 
said, ‘‘Well, sir, if Ann’s agreeable, I say ditto. She’s not a bad- 
looking girl.” 

“And she has the best blood in England, sir. Your mother’s 
blood, your own blood, sir,” said the Brewer. “ There’s nothing like 
it, sir.” 

“ Well, sir, as you like it,” Harry replied. “ When you want me, 
please ring the bell. Only there’s no hurry, and I hope you'll give 
us a long day, 1 should like to have my fling out before I marry.” 

“ Fling away, Harry ! ” answered the benevolent father. “ No- 
body prevents you, do they ? ” And so very little more was said upon 
this subject, and Mr. Harry puisued those amusements in life which 
suited him best ; and hung up a little picture of his cousin in his 
sitting-room, amidst the French prints, the favourite actresses and 
dancers, the racing and coaching works of art, which suited his taste 
and formed his gallery. It was an insignificant little picture, repre- 
senting a simple round face with ringlets ; and it made, as it must be 
confessed, a very poor figure by the side of Mademoiselle Petitot, 
dancing over a rainbow, or Mademoiselle Redowa, grinning in red 
boots and a lancer’s cap. 

Being engaged and disposed of, Lady Ann Milton did not go out 
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so much in the world as her sisters : «md often stayed at hotne in 
London at the family house in Gaunt Square, when her mamnut with 
the other ladies went al»oad. They talked and they danced with 
one man after another^ and the men came and went, and the stones 
about them were various. Bat there was only this one story abouit 
Ann : she was engaged to Harry Foker; she never was to think about 
anybody else. It was not a very amusing story. 

Well, the instant Foker awoke on the day after Lady Qavedng’s 
dinner, there was Blanche’s image glaring upon him with its dear 
grey eyes, and winning smi^. There was her tune ringing in his 
ears, ** Yet round about the spot, ofttimes I hover, ofttimes I hover,” 
which poor Foker began piteously to hum, as he sat up in his bed 
under the crimson silken coverlet ‘Opposite him was a French print 
of a Turkish lady and her Greek lover, surprised by a venerable 
Ottoman, the lady’s husband ; on the other wall, was a French print 
of a gentleman and lady, riding and kissing each other at the full 
gallop ; all round the chaste bed-room were more French prints, either 
portraits of jgauzy nymphs of the Opera or lovely illustrations of the 
novels ; or mayhap, an English chef-d’oeuvre or two, in which Miss 
Pinckney of T. £. O. would be represented in tight pantaloons in 
her favourite page part ; or Miss Rougemont as Venus ; their value 
enhanced by the signatures of these ladies, Maria Pinckney, or 
Frederica Rougemont, inscribed underneath the prints in an exquisite 
fac-simile. Such were the pictures in which honest Harry delighted. 
He was no worse than many of hi& neighbours ; he was an idle 
jovial kindly fast man about town ; and if his rooms were rather 
profusely decorated with works of French art, so that simple Lady 
Agnes, his mamma, on entering the*^ apartments where her darling 
sate enveloped in fragrant clouds offLatakia, was often bewildered 
by the novelties which she beheld there, why, it must be remembered, 
that he was richer than most young men, and could better afford to 
gratify his taste. 

A letter from Miss Pinckney, written in a very ddgagd style of 
spelling and handwriting, scrawling freely over the filigree paper, and 
commending by callingt Mr. Harry her dear Hokey^pokey-fokey, lay 
on his bed-table by his side, amidst keys, sovereigns, cigar-cases, and 
a bit of verbena, which Miss Amory had given him, and remindiiig 
him of the arrival of the day when he was ** to stand that dinner at 
the Elefant and Castle, at Richmond^ which he had promised ; ^ a card 
for a private box at ^^5S Rougemont’s approaching benefit, a bundle 
of tickets for ^ Ben Budgeon’s night, the North Lancashire Pippin, at 
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Maartiti Hat, ia St. Marda^B Lane t vitm^ 

Conkey Sard, Dick the Nailer, the Deadntan, (the Worcesteraidre 
Nebber,) wo^d put on the gloves, and die lovers of the good old 
British sport were invited to attend ^—these and sundry other 
tnoirs of Mr. Poker’s pursuits and pleasures lay on the table by his 
side when he woke. 

Ah ! how faint all these pleasures Seemed now ! What did he 
care for Conkey Sam or the Worcesterfhii:e Nobber ? What for the 
French^pnnts ogling him from all sides of the room ; those regular 
stunning slap-up out-and-outers? And Pinckney spelling bad and 
caUing him Hokey-fokey, confound her impudence * The idea of 
being engaged to a dinner at the Elephant and Castle at Richmond 
with that old woman, (who was seven and thirty years old, if she was 
a day,) filled his mind with dreary disgust now, instead of that 
pleasure which he had only yesterday expected to find from the 
jentertainment. 

When his fond mamma beheld her boy that morning, she remarked 
4m the pallor of his cheek, and the general gloom of his aspect* ‘‘ Why 
do you go on playing billiards at that wicked Spratt’s ? ” Lady Agnes 
adeed. “ My dearest child, those billiards will kill you, I’m sure they 
wffl.” 

“ It isn’t the billiards,” Harry said, gloomily. 

“ Then it’s the dreadful Back Kitchen,” said the Lady Agnes. I’ve 
often thought, d’you know, Harry, of writing to the landlady, and 
begging that she would have the kindness to put only very little wine 
in the negus which you take, and see that you have your sha^l on 
before you get into your brougham.” 

« Do, ma’am. Mrs. Cutts is a most kind motherly woman,” Hany 
said. ^^But it isn’t the Bark Kitchen, neither,” he added, with a 
ghastly sigh. 

As Lady Agnes never denied her son anything, and fell into all bis 
^ays with the fondest acquiescence, she was re\varded by a perfect 
xxinhdence on young Harry’s part, who never thought to disguise from 
her a knowledge of the haunts which he frequented ; and, on the con- 
trary, brought her home choice anecdotes from the clubs and billiard- 
rooms, which the simple lady relished, if she did not understand. 
** My son goes to Spratt’s,” she would say to her confidential friends. 

AU the young men go to Spratfs after their balls. It is de fi^ffueur^ 
my dear; and they play bi^ards as they used to play macao and 
hazard in Mr. Fox’s time. Yes, my dear fatlier often told me that 
they sate up always until nine o’clock the next morning with Mr. Fox 
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«t viilum I ^«memb<sr at Driiinniiiigtoii^ wbaft I was alifitle 

]in « Iniff iNraustcba^ and lalack satin stnall-^lotlias. My 
Entb never played aa a young maninor sate up late^^ had no heallh 
for it; but xny boy must do as everybody does, you know. Ye% and 
then he often goes to a place called the Back ^tchen, ftequeuted by 
all the wits and authors, you know, whom one does not see m soaOCy, 
but whom It 18 a great privilege and pleasure for Harry to tnee^ and 
there he hears the questions of the day discussed; and my dpyr mther 
often said that it was our duty to encourage literature, and hii had 
hoped to see the late Dr Johnson at Drummington, only Johnson 
died. Yes, and Mr Shendan came over, and drank a great deal of 
wane— everybody drank a great deal of wme in those days— and 
papa’s wine-merchant’s bill was ten times as much as Enth’s is, who 
gets It as he wants it from Fortnum and Mason% and doesn’t keep 
any stock at all” 

That was an uncommon good dinner we had yesterday, 
the artful Harry broke out. Their clear soup’s better than ours, 
Mouftlet will put too much tarragon mto everything The supr&me de 
volatile was \ery good — ^uncommon, and the sweets were better than 
MoufHet’s sweets. Did you taste the plombi^re, ma’am, and the 
maraschino jelly? Stunningly good that maraschino jelly * ” 

Lady Agnes expressed her agreement in these, as in almost all 
other sentiments of her son, who continued the mtful conversation, 
saying. 

Very handsome house that of the Clavenngs Furniture, 1 should 
say, got up regardless of expense Magnificent display of plate, 
ma’am ” The lady assented to all these propositions. 

•'Very nice people the Clavenngs^ 

" Hm * " said Lady Agnes ' 

1 know what you mean Lady C. ain’t distangy exactly, but she 
IS very good-natured ” 

" O, very » ” mamma said, who was herself one of the most good- 
natured of women 

"And Sir Francis, he don’t talk much before ladies; but after 
dinner he comes out uncommon stremg, ma’am-^ highly agreeable 
welknfbrmed man. When will you ask them to dinner? Look out 
for an early day, ma’am , ” and looking into Lady Agnes’s pocket-book, 
he chose a day only a fortnight hence (an age that fortnight seemed 
to the young gentleman), when the Clavenngs were to be invited to 
Crosvenoir Street. 

The obedient Lady Agnes wrote the requiied invitaticitt. She was 
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accisMomed.td ito so without consulting Iw hu^sndi who had his mm 
society and habits, and who left his wife to see her pwn friends ^ane» 
Harry looked at the card : but there was an oxnissidn in thh invitation 
which did'not please him, 

** You have not asked Miss Whatdyecallum— Miss Emery, Lady 
Gavering’s daughter.’^ 

^*0 that little creature!^ Lady.Agnjes cried. ‘*No, 1 think not^ 
Harry.” 

"We must ask Miss Amory,” Foker said. " J[— I want to ask Pen- 
dennis; and — and he’s very sweet upon her. Don’t you think she 
sings very well, ma’am? ” 

"I thought her rather forward, and didn’t listen to her singing. 
She only sang at you and Mr. Pendennis» it seemed to me. But I 
will ask her if you wish, Harry,” and so Miss Amory's name was 
written on the^card with her mother’s. 

This piece of diplomacy being triumphantly executed, Harry em- 
braced his fond parent with the utmost affection, and retired to his 
own apartments, where he stretched himself on his ottoman, and lay 
brooding silently, sighing for the day which was to bring the fair Miss 
Amory under his paternal roof, and devising a hundred wild schemes 
for meeting her. 

On his return from making the grand tour, Mr. Foker, junior, had 
brought with him a polyglot valet, who'^took the place of Stoopid, and 
condescended to wait at dinner, attired in shirt-fronts of worked 
muslin, with many gold studs and chains. This man, who was of no 
particular country, and spoke all languages indifferently ill, made him- 
self useful to Mr. Harry in a variety of ways, — read all the artless 
youth’s correspondence, knew his favourite haunts and the addresses 
of his acquaintance, and oiificiated at the private dinners which the 
young gentleman gave. As Harry lay upon his sofa after his interview 
with his mamma, robed in a wonderful dressing-gown, and puffing his 
pipe in gloomy silence, Anatole, too, must have remarked that some- 
thing affected his master’s spirits ; though he did not betray any ill- 
bred sympathy with Harry’s agitation of mind. When Harry began 
to dress himself in his out-of-door morning costume, he was very 
hard indeed to please, and particularly severe and snappish about his 
toilet : he tried, and cursed, pantaloons of many different stripes, 
checks, and colours : all the boots were viltanously varnished ; the 
shirts too “ loud ” in pattern. He scented his linen and person with 
peculiar richness this day ; and what must have been the valet’s 
astonishment, when, after some blushing and hesitation on Harry’s 
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port, theyottidig gaitlem9« ashed, eay, Ai^atote, wh^ia X eag^nsd 
you, didnt^ ymi-^il^^idti’t you say that you could di«s$^h<ft-^ 
(boas hatr?** 

The valet said, " Yes, he could*’’ 

^Ckerchy alar^ um patre de tongs^^t^-^-eurly moi m pem? 

Foker said, in an easy manner ; and the valet, wondering 
whether his master was m love or was going masquerading, went m 
search of the articles, -^first from the old butler who watted upon 
Mn Foker, senior, on whose bald pate the tongs wbuld have scaifcdy 
found a hundred hairs to seize, and finally^ of the lady who had the 
charge of the meek auburn fronts of the Lady Agnes And the tongs 
being got. Monsieur Anatole twisted his young master’s locks until 
he had made Harry’s head as curly^s a negro’s j afterwhich the youth 
dressed himself with the utmost care and splendour, and proceeded 
to sally out 

At what dime sail I order de drag, sir, ^ be to Miss Hngney’is 
door, sir ? ” the attendant whispered as his master was going forth. 

^‘Confound her’ — Put the dinner off— I cant go’” said Foker. 
^^No, hang it->I must go PovnU and Rougemont, and ev^ so 
many moic, are coming The drag at Pelham Corner at six o’clock, 
Anatole ” 

The diag was not one of Mr Poker’s own equipages, but was 
hired from a livery stable for festive purposes ; Foker, however, put 
his own carriage into requisition that morning, and for what purpose 
does the kind reader suppose ^ Why to drive down to Lamb Court, 
Temple, taking Grosvenor Place by the way (which lies in the exact 
diiection of the Temple from Grosvenor Street, as everybody knows), 
where he just had the pleasure of peeping upwards at Miss Amory^ 
pink window curtains , having achieved which satisfactory feat, he 
drove off to Pen’s chambers Why did he want to see his d^r friend 
Pen so much ^ Why did he yearn and long after him ? and did it 
seem necessary to Poker’s very existence that he should see Pen that 
morning, having parted with him m perfect health on the pight 
previous ? Pen had lived two years m London, and Foker had not 
paid half-a*dozen visits to his chambers. What sent him thither now 
in such a hurry? 

What?-— If any young ladies read this page, I have only to inform 
them that when the same mishap befals them, which now had for 
more than twelve hours befallen Harry Fokc^, people will grow 
interesting to them for whom they did not care sixpence on the day 
before j a$ on the other hand persons of whoqi they fencied themselves 
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yO&r 4eM$t' c»r df tSie (Mber to )^au 
Utters aad Bent locks of hair yards long^ wju on .a sod^ te Ba 
Indllferent to you ^ your stupidest relation ; adtUst, 
abdnt Ats relations you will Ix^n to feel suc^ a warm interest ! 
a loVing desire to ingratiate yourself with kfs xnammaj sud!i d Ult^g 
tSt that dear kind old man A$s &ther If He is in the habit H 
yiUiin(l| at any hoijij^, what advances yott"Wl make in order to visit^ 
there too ! If l^e has a married sisteri^fyou will like to spend long 
mornings with hen You will fatigue your servant by send^g notds 
to her, for which there will be the most pressing occasion, twice or 
thrke in a day^ You will cry if your mSnuna objects to your going 
too often to see His faxhi!y« The only one^of them you will dislike, 
is pethaps his younger brother, who is at home for the holidays, and 
wlm will persist in staying in the roon> when you come to see your 
dear new-found friend, his darling second sister. Something like this 
wUl happen to you, young ladies, or, at any jate, let us hope it may* 
Yes, you must go dirough the hot fits and the cold fits of that pretty 
fevevk Your mothers, if they would acknowledge it, have passed 
through it before you were bom, your dear papa being the object of 
the passion of course, — who could it be but he ? And as you suffer it, 
so will your brothers, in their way,,— and after their kind. More 
selfish than you * more eager and headstrong than you : they will 
rush on their destiny when the doomed c^rmer makes her appearance* 
Or if they don't, and you don’t, Heaven help you ! As the gambler 
^aid of his dice, to lore and win is the best thing, to love and lose 
is the next best. Now, then, if you ask why Henry Foker, Esquire, 
was in such a huiry to see Arthur Pendennis, and fkt such a sudden 
value and esteem for him, there is no difficulty in saying it was because 
Pen had become really valuable in Mr. Fokeris eyes : because if Pen 
wanmot the ft>se, hediad yet; been near that fragrant flower of love. 
Was not he in the habit of going to her house m London ? Did he 
not live near her in the country ?— know all about the enchantress ? 
What, I wotider, would Lady Ann Milton, Mr. Fokeris couiun and 
Pr^tendue, have said, if her ladyship had known all that wa^ going on 
in the bosom of that funny little gentleman ? 

Alas V when Foker reached Lamb Court, leaviug his carriage for 
the admiration of the little clerks who were lounging in the archway 
that leads thence into Flag Court, which leads into Upper Temple 
Lane, Warrington was in the chambers but Pen was absent Pen 
was gone to the printing-office to see his proofs. ** ^ Would Fpker 



Urn go to tSie Cooit^itiM} got ^ 

asted, nattatldJag \vtdi ^ pkaOod 9tt«priljl 
the toi^ gf jkil^ficftkted and sldAy«bqoted^O!i!i^ 4 ^^ 

but Fbtor tod aoi ^ digktatt wish for bm or tobo^qo : to had 
very important bustoaua : to rastod away to the ^ Pah Mill Gaaette ^ 
office* still bent upon buffing Pen. Pea had quitted that place. 
Folter wanted faith that they might go together to call upon Lady 
Clavenng* TiBikeaii went away disconsolate, and whiled away an hour 
or two vagdily ht dubs ; a^ w^hen it was time to ;pay a visit, her 
thought it wou^d be but decent and poUte to drive to Ctosvenoi I^oe 
and leave a card upon Lady Clavenng. He tod not the oouragi to^ 
ask to see her when the door was opened ; he only dcUverhc||^ Wo 
cards, with Mr. Henry Foker engraved upon them, to Jeatnes, inja 
^speechless agony. Jeames received the tickets, bowing hi$ powdeired 
head. The varnished doors plosed upon him. The beloved 
was as far as ever from him, thmigfi so near. He thought he toaid 
the tones of a piano and of a siren sifiging, coming from the drawings 
room and sweeping over the balcony-shrubbery qf geraniuma He 
would have liked to stop and listen, but it might not be. ** Hrive to 
T^tffinrsall’s,’’ to said to the groom, m a voice smothered with emo- 
tion,--*^And bnng my pony round,” to added, as the fton drove 
rapidly away. 

As good luck would have it, that splendid barouche of Lady 
ClaVenng’s, which has been inadequately descnbed in a » former 
chapter, drove up to her tadysfaip^s door just as Foker mounted the 
pony which was in waiting for him. He bestrode l;to fiery animal, 
and dpdged about the Arch of the Green Park, keeping the carriage 
well m view, until he saw Lady Clavenng enter, and with her— whose 
could be that angel form, but the enchantress’s, clad in a sort of 
gossamer, with a pink bonnet and a light-blue parasol— but Miss 
Amory ? 

The carnage took its fair owners to. Madame Rigodon’s cap and 
lace shop, to Mrs. Wolse/s Berlin worsted shop,--dliQ knows to 
what other resort;6 of female commerce ? Then it mnt and toolc 
ices at Hunter’Si ^or Lady Clavenng was somewhat flond in tov 
tastes and amusements, nnd not only liked to go abroad m the most 
showy carnage in London, but that the public should see her in it 
too. Add so, in a white bonnet with a yellow feather, phe ate a 
large pmk ice in the sun^ine before Hunter’s door, till Foker On Ids 
pony, and the red jacket who accompamed him, were almost died of 
dodging. 
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Thdn at laKt she made her way Into tiie Path, and the mpid Fpkeit 
niade his dash forward. What to do? Just to get a ood of lecog* 
aitioh from Miss Amory and her mother ; to crosS them a halfddma 
times in the drive ; to watch and ogle them from the other side of 
the ditchi where the horsemen assemble when the band plays in Ken- 
sington Gardens. What is the Ose of looking at a woman in a pink 
bonnet across a ditch ?. What is the earthly good to be got out of a 
nod of the head ? Strange that men will be contented with such plea- 
sures, or if not contented, at least that they will be sd eager in seeking 
them. Not one word did Harry, he so fluent of conversation ordi- 
narily^ exchange with his charmer on that day. Mutely he beheld her 
return to Her carriage, and drive away amodg rather ironical salutes 
from the young men in the Park. One said that the Indian widow 
was making the paternal rupees spin rapidly ; another said that she 
ought to have burned herself alive, and left the money to her 
daughter. This one asked who Clavering was ?--and old Tom Kales, 
who knew everybody, and never missed a day in the Park on his 
grey cob, kindly said that Clavering had come into an estate over 
head and heels in mortgage : that there were devilish ugly stories abou., 
him when he was a young man, and that it was reported of him^^ttwt 
he had a share in a gambling-house^ and had certainly shown tiie 
white feather"*in his regiment. He plays still ; he is in a hell every 
night almost,” Mr. Kales added. 

1 should think so, since his marriage,” said a wag. 

" He gives devilish good dinners,” said Foker, striking up for the 
honour of his host of yesterday. 

1 daresay, and 1 daresay he doesn’t ask Kales,” the wag said. 
** I say. Kales, do you dine at Clavering’s— at the Begum's ? ” * 

^^/•dine there?” said Mr. Kales, who woidd have (hned with 
Beelzebub if sure of a good cook, and when he came away, would 
have painted^ his l^ost blacker than fate had made him. 

You migl^t, you know, although you abuse him so,” continued 
the wag. “ They say it’s very pleasant Clavering goes to sleep after 
dinner ; the Begum gets tipsy with cherry-brandy, and the young lady 
sings songs to the young gentlemen. She sings well, don’t she, Fo ? ” 
‘'Slap up,” said Fo. “I tell you what Poyntz, she ‘sings like a— 
whatdyecallum— you know what I mean — like ^ mermaid, you know, 
but that’s not their name ” 

"1 never heard a mermaid sing,” Mr. Poyntz, the wag, replied. 
"Who ever heard a mermaid? Kales, you arP an, old fellov^ did 
you ? ” 
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** Don't make a laik of mcf hang it> Foyntu,” said Foker, tuiaj^g 

and with team almost in his eyes ; you know what X mean : it's 
those whaf s4his-naities— *m Homer, you know. 1 lunrer said 1 was a 
good scholar.'* 

« And nobody ever said it of you, my boy," Mr. Poynts remarkeds 
and Foker, striking spurs Into his pony, cantered away down E5|tten 
Row, his mind agitated wHh various emotions, ambitions, mortifica- 
tions. He was sorry that he had not been good at his books in early 
life, that he might have cut out all those chaps who were about her, 
and who talked the languages, and wrote poetry, and painted pictures 
in her album, and— ^d that.— What am 1," thought little Foker,^ 
^'compared to her? Ship's all soul, she is, and can write poetry* or 
compose music, as easy as I could drink a glass of beer. Beer ?^ 
damme, that’s all I’m fit for, is beer. 1 am a poor, ignorant littfe 
beggar, good for nothing but Fokcris Entire. I misspent my youth* 
and used to get the chaps to do my exercises. And what’s the con-* 
sequences now? O, Harry Foker, what a confounded little fool you 
have been ! ’’ 

As he made this dreary soliloquy, he had cantered out of Rotten 
Row into the Park, and there was on the point of riding down a laige 
old roomy family carriage, of which he took no heed, when a cheery 
voice cried out, “ Harry, Harry ! " and looking up, he beheld his aunt, 
the Lady Rosherville, and two of her daughters, of whom the one who 
spoke was Hairy’s betrothed, the Lady Ann. 

He started back with a pale, scared look, as a truth, about which 
he had not thought during the whole day, came across him. nsre 
was his fate, there, in the hack seat of that carriage ! 

“What IS the matter, Harry? why are you so pale? You* have 
been raking and smoking too much, > oii wicked boy," said Lady Ann. 

Foker said, “ How do, aunt ? " “ How do, Ann ?” in / perturbed 
manner— mutteied something about a pressing engagement, — indeed 
'he saw by the Park clock that he must* have been keeping his party 
in the drag waiting for nearly an hour - and waved a gobd-bye. The 
little man and the little pony wq^ out of sight in an instant— the great 
carriage rolled away. Nobody inside was very much interested about 
his coming or going ; the Countess being occupied with her spaniel, 
the Lady Lucy's thoughts and eyes being turned upon a vohime of 
sermons, and those of Lady Ann upon a new novel, which the sisters 
had just |Mrocured from the library. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

CARRIES THE RSABER BOTK TO RICHMOND AND GREENWICH. 

OOR Fok^ iound the dinner at 
Richmond to be the most dreary 
entertainment upon which ever 
mortal man wasted his guineas. 

I wonder how the deuce 1 could 
ever have liked these people,*’ he 
thought in his own mind. Why, 
I can see the crow’s-feet under 
Rougemont’s eyes, and the pain^ 
on her cheeks is laid on as Slick 
as Clown's in a pantomime ! The 
way in which that Pinckney talks 
slang is quite disgusting. 1 hate 
chaff in a woman. And old Col- 
chicum! that old Col, coming 
down here in his brougham, with 
his coronet on it, and sitting 
bodkin between Mademoiselle 
Coralie and her mother 1 It’s 
too bad An English peer, and a horse-rider of Franconi’s I— -It won’t 
do ; by Jove, it won’t do. I ain’t proud ; but it will not do ! ” 

** Twopence-halfpenny for your thoughts, Fokey ! ” cried out Miss 
Rougemont, taking her cigar from her truly vermilion lips, as she 
behdd the young fellow lost in thought, seated at the head of his table, 
amidst melting ices, and Cut pine-apples, and bottles full and empty, 
and cigar-ashes scattered on fruit, and the ruins of a dessert which 
had no pleasure for him. 

*^I?oes Foker ever think?” drawled out Mr. Poynta "Foker, 
here is a considerable sum of money offered by a fitir capitalist at this 
end of the table for the present emanations of your valuable and acute 
intellect, old boy 1 ” 
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MlMd #f ItMT atfgUioMr. ** 1 bate bim. He's a dttwlia*, awAtia’ 

droll of A litde {asm is that iiitjb Folom, tof 
Madaniaisella Caralie said| in hor own laogiia||i^ and ti^itk tkk , 
twang of that aiumy Cascony In which her swarthy cheeks and l» teht 
black eyes had got their five. ^ What a droU of a man ! Hed^ 
not 1(K^ to have twenty years." 

“ I wish I were of Ws age," said the venerable Colducum, with a 
sigh, as he inclined his purple hice towards a large goUet^of dsret 
C(e Jtmesse. Psuh / je rn^en fithej' said Madame Brjtdte, 
Coralie’s mamma, taking a great pinch out of Lord CdchicusitV 
delicate gold snuff-box. " Je fCaime que les komnm faits^ moL C$m0d 
fniloK Coralie/ fCe$t<e pas que tu n^aimes que les hammes ^ 
bkhette f " 

My lord said, with a grin, " You*flatter me, Madame Brack." 
Taisez-vouSf maman; vous n^ite^ qu^une Me,** Coralle cried, with 
a shrug of her robust shoulders ; upon which, my lord said fisat she 
<fid not flatter at any rate ; and pocketed his snuff-box, not desirous 
that Madame Brack’s dubious Angers should plunge too fiequendy 
into his Mackabaw. 

There is no need to give a prolonged detail of the animated con- 
versation which ensued during the rest of the banquet ; a conversation 
which would not much edify the reader. And it is scarcely necessary 
to say, that all ladies of the corps de danse are not like Miss Pinckney, 
any more than that all peers resemble that illustrious member of their 
order, the late lamented Viscount Colchicum. 

Mr. Foker drove his lovely guests home to Brompton in the drag 
that night *, but he was quite thoughtAil and gloomy during the whole 
of the little journey from Richmond ; neither listening to the jokes of 
the friends behind him and on the box by his side, nor enlivening 
them, ue was his wont, by his own facetious sallies. Afld when the 
ladies whom he had conveyed alighted at the door of th^r house, arid 
asked their accomplished coachman whether he would not Saep hi and 
take something to drink, he declined with so melancholy an air, that 
they su(^sed that the Governor and he had had a difference, or that 
some calamity had befallen him ; and he did not tell these people 
what the cause of his grief was, but left Mesdames Rougemont and 
Pinckney, unheeding the cries of the latter, who hungqver her balcony 
like Jes^, and called out to him to ask him to give another piny 
soon. 
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H« «eDt the drag home under the guidance of one of the gtoomay 
and went on foot himself; his hands in his pockety, phUoged m 
thought The stars and moon shining tranquilly overhead, looked 
down upon Mr. Foker that night, as he in his turn sentimentally 
regarded them. And he went and gazed upwards at the house in 
Oroavenor Place, and at the windows which he supposed to be those 
of tnc beloved object ; and he moaned and he sighed in a way piteous 
and surprising to witness, which Policeman X did, who informed 
Sit Francis Clavering’s people, as they took the refreshment of beer 
on the coach-box at the neighbouring public-house, after bringing 
home their lady from the French play, that there had been another 
chap hanging about the premises that evening-^ little chap, dressed 
like a swell 

And now, with that perspicuity and ingenuity and enterprise which 
only belongs to a certain passion, Mr. Foker began to dodge Miss 
Amory throbgh London, and to appear wherever he could meet her. 
If Lady Clavering went to the French play, where her ladyship had 
a box, Mr. Foker, whose knowledge of the language, as we have 
heard, was not conspicuous, appeared in a stall. He found out whe^t; 
her engagements were (it is possible that Anatole, his man, wks 
acquainted with Sir Francis Clavering’s gentleman, and so got a sight 
of her ladyship’s engagement-book), and at many of these evening 
parties Mr. Foker made his appearance — to the surprise of the world, 
and of his mother especially, whom he ordered to apply for cards to 
these parties, for which until now he had shown a supreme contempt 
He told the pleased and unsuspicious lady that he went to parties 
because it was right for him to sec the world : he told her that he 
went to the French play because he wanted to perfect himself in the 
language, and there was no such good lesson as a comedy or vaude- 
ville and wh^n one night the astonished Lady Agnes saw him stand 
up and dance, and complimented him upon his elegance and activity, 
the mendacious little rogue asserted that he had learned to dance in 
Paris, whereas Anatolq knew that lus young master u$ed to go oiT 
pnvily to an academy m Brewer Street, and study there for some boom 
in the morning. The casino of our modem days was npt invented, or 
was in its infancy as yet ; and gentlemen of Mr. Fokeris tilde had npjt; 
the facilities of acquiring the science of dancing which am eqjoyed bg 
our present youth. 

Old Pendennis seldom missed going to chunch. He consblmMlI 
it to be his duty as a gentleman to patronise the insdtudon of pdhiM 
worship, and that it was a correct thing to be seen at dnm;^ Of h 



PJENDENNIS. 


*7 

Sunday. One dny, it chanced that he and Arthur went thither 
together the latter, who was now m high favour, had been to 
breakfast with his Uncle, from whose lodging they walked acioss the 
Park to a church not far from Belgfave Square There was a chanty 
sermon at Saint James’s, as the Major knew by the bills posted on 
the pillars of his pansh church, Which probably caused him, for he 
was a thnfty man, to forsake it for that day besides, he had other 
views for himself and Pen ** We will go to church, sir, across the 
Paik; and then, begad, we will go to the Clavenngs’ house, and ask 
them for lunch in a friendly way Lady Clavenng likes to be asked 
for lunch, and is uncommonly kind, and monstrous hospitable " 

“ I met them at dinner last week, at Lady Agnes Fokei’b, sir,’’ pen 
said, '^and the Begum was very kind indeed So she was in the 
country so she is everywheie But I share your opinion about 
Miss Amory , one of your opinions, that is, uncle, for ^ou were 
changing, the last time we spoke about her ** 

‘‘And what do you think of her now the elder said 
“ I think her the most confounded little flirt in London,” Pen 
answeied, laughing “ She made a tremendous assault upon Harry 
Fokci, who sat next to her , and to whom she gave all the talk, 
though I took her dov^n ” 

“ Bah ’ Henr) Foker is engaged to his cousin, all the world knows 
it not a bad coup of Lady Rosherviile’s, that I should sa>, that the 
young man at his father's death, and old Mr Poker’s life’s devilish 
bad you know he had a fit, at Arthur’s last >car , I should say, that 
young Foker won’t have less than fourteen thousand a year from the 
brewery, besides Logwood and the Norfolk property I’ve no pride 
about fftf. Pen I like a man of birth certainly, but dammy, I bke 
a brewery which brings m a man fourteen thousand a year ; hey, Pen? 
Ha, ha, that’s the sort of man for me And I recommex^ yo^ now 
tliat you are m the world, to stick to fldlows Of tW $ tw 

fellovis who have a stake in the country, begad*^ , 

“Foker sticks to me, sir,” Arthur answqrej. hgi tMn at < 
our chamhexs several Wes iWy. kt has hskt4 ^ to ^ ^ 

are almost as great friends as we used to be m talk 

is about Blanche Amply ftom mormng tOt 
upon her.” 

“Pm stn? he is «s^6^9ed 
young man to Ida 

famdiesaiesdhfriter states t^AgmmkwM 
by tht kte Imdir chA was tMdahMfifrip WaiiliMii is her SMin 

vouil, 6 
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who was killed at Albuera afterwards, and who saved her life out of 
the lake at Drumminglon. I remember Lady Agnes, sir, an exceed- 
ingly fine woman, Kut what did she do ?— ‘Of course she married her 
father^s man. Why, Mr. Foker sate for Drummington till the Reform 
Bill, and paid dev'lish well for his seat, too. And you may depend 
upon this, sir, that Foker senior, who is a parvenu, and loves a great 
man, as all parvenus do, has ambitious views for hi$ son as well as 
himself, and that your friend Harry must do as his father bids him. 
Lord bless you ! Tve known a hundred cases of love in young men 
and women : hey, Master Arthur, do you take me ? They kick, sir, 
they resist, they make a deuce of a riot and that sort of thing, but they 
end by listening to icason, begad.” 

“ Blanche is a dangerous girl, sir,” Pen said. “ I was smitten with 
her myself once, and very far gone, too,” he added : “ but that is years 
ago.” 

« Wore you ? I low far did it go ? Did she return it ? ” asked the 
Major, looking hard at Pen. 

Pen, with a laugh, said “ that at one lime he did think he was 
pretty well in Miss Amory^s good graces. But my mother did not like 
her, and the affair went off.” Pen did not think it fit to tell his uncle 
all the particulars of that courtship which had passed between himself 
and the young Udy. 

“A man might go farther and fare worse, Arthur,” the Major said, 
still looking cjueerly at his nephew. 

“Her birth, sir ; her father was the mate of a ship, they say : and 
she has not money enough,” objected J^cn, in a dandyfied manner. 
“ What’s ten thousand pound and a girl bred up like lier ? ” 

“ You use my own words, and it is all very well. But, I tell you in 
confidence, l*cn,— m strict honour, mind,— that it’s my belief she has 
a devilish* deal more than ten thousand pound : and from what 1 saw 
of her the other clay, and — and have heard of her — I should say she 
was a devilish accomplished, clever girl : and would make a good wife 
with a sensible husband.” 

“ How do you know about her money ? ” Pen asked, smiling. 
“ You seem to have information about everybody, and to know about 
all the town.” 

“ 1 do know a few things, sir, and I don’t tell all T know. Mark 
that,” the uncle replied. “ And as for that charming Miss Amory, — 
for charming, begad ! she is,— if 1 saw her Mrs. Arthur Pendenms, I 
should neither be sorry nor surprised, begad ! and if you object to 
ten thousand pound, what would you say, sir, to thirty, or forty, or 
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fifty?” and the Major looked still more -knowingly, and still harder at 
Pen. 

** Well, sir,” he said, to his godfather and namesake, “ make her 
Mrs. Arthur Pendennis. You can* do it as well as I.” 

“ Psha ! you are laughing at me, sir,” the other replied, rather 
peevishly, “ and you ought not to laugh so near a church gate. Here 
we are at St. Benedict’s. They say Mr. Oriel is a beautiful preacher.” 

Indeed, the bells were tolling, the people were trooping into the 
handsome church, the carriages of the inhabitants of the lordly quarter 
poured forth their pretty loads of devotees, in whose company Pen 
and his uncle, ending their edifying conversation, entered the fane. 
I do not know whether other people carry their worldly affairs to the 
church door. Arthur, who, from habitual reverence and feeling, was 
always more than respectful in a place of worship, thought of the 
incongruity of their talk, perhaps ; whilst the old gentleman at his 
hide was utterly imronscious of any such contrast. His hat was 
brushed : his wig was trim : his neckcloth was perfectly tied. He 
looked at every soul in the congregation, it is true : the bald heads 
and the bonnets, the flowers and the featliers : but so demurely, that 
he hardly lifted up his eyes from his book— from his book which he 
could not read w-itbout glasses. As for Pen’s gravity, it was sorely 
pul to the lest when, upon looking by chance low.trds the seats w-hcre 
the servants were collected, he spied out, by the side of a demure 
gentleman in plush, Henry Fokci, Lsquirc, who had discovered this 
place of devotion. Following the dhection of Harry's eye, which 
strayed a good deal from hio book, Pen found that it alighted upon a 
yellow bonnet and a pink one : and that these bonnets were on the 
heads of Lady Clavering and Dlandic Amory. If Pen's uncle is not 
the only man who has talked about his worldly affairs up to the church 
door, IS poor Harry Fokcr the only one who has brought his worldly 
love into the aisle ? 

When the congregation issued forth at* the conclusion of the 
service, Foker was out amongst the first, but' Pen came up with him 
presently, as he was hankering about the entrance which be was 
unwilling to leave, until my lady’s barouche, with the bewigged 
coachman, had borne away its mistress and her daughter from their 
devotions. 

Wlien the two ladies came out, they found together the Pendennises, 
uncle and nephew, and Harry Foker, Esquire, sucking the crook of his 
stick, standing there in the sunshine. To see and to ask to cat were 
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simultaneous with the good-natured Begum, and she invited the three 
gentlemen to luncheon straightway. 

Blanche, too, was particularly gracious. O I do come,” she said 
to Arthur, if you are not too great a man. 1 want so to talk to you 



about — but we mustn^t say w hat, ///’rr, you know. What would Mr. 
Oriel say ? ” And the young devotee lumped into the carnage after her 
mamma. — IVe read every v ord of it. It^s adorable she added, still 
addressing herself to Pen. 
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I know who is/’ said Mr. Arthur, making rather a pert bow. 

** What’s the r9w about ? ” asked Mr, Foker, rather puzzled. 

" I suppose Miss Ciavering means ‘ Walter Lorraine/ ” said the 
Major, looking knowing, and nodding at Pen. 

“ I suppose so, sir. There was a famous review in the ‘ Pall Mall ’ 
this morning. It was Warrington’s doing though, and I must not be 
too proud.” 

“A review in Pall Mall?— Walter Lorraine? What the doose do 
you mean?” Foker asked. “Walter Lorraine died of the measles, 
poor little beggar, when we were at Grey Friars. I remember his 
mother coming up.” 

“You are not a literary man, Foker,” Pen said, laughing, and 
hooking his arm into his friend’s. “You must know I have been 
writing a novel, jind some of the papers have spoken very well of it, 
I’crhaps you don’t read the Sunday papers ? ” 

“ I read ‘ Bell’s Life ’ regular, old bo>/’ Mr. Foker answered : at 
which Pen laughed again, and the three geijtlcinen proceeded in great 
good humour to Lady Clavering’s house. 

* The subject of the novel was resumed after luncheon by Miss Amory, 
who indeed loved poets and men of letters if ^he loved anything, and 
was sincerely an artist in feeling. “ Some of the passages in the book 
made me cry, positively they did,” she said. 

Pen said, with some fatuity, “ I am happy to think 1 have a part of 
7m larmes^ Miss Blanche " — And the Major (who had not read more 
than six pages of Pen’s book) put on his sanctified look, saying, “ Yes, 
there are some passages quite aflfccliiig, mons’ous affecting : and,” — 
“O, if it makes you cry,”— Lady Clavcriiig dctl.n cd she would not read 
it, “ that she wouldn’t.” 

“Don’t, mamma,” Blanche said, with a French shrug of her 
shoulders ; and then she fell into a rhapsody about the book, about 
the snatches of poetry interspersed in it, about the two heroines, 
Leonora and Neacra ; about the two heroes, Walter Lorraine and his 
rival the young Duke — “and what good company you introduce us 
to,” said the young lady, archly, qtiel ton\ How much of you life 
have you passed at court, and arc you a prime ministers son, Mr. 
Arthur ? ” 

Pen began to laugh—** It is as cheap for a novelist to create a Duke 
as to make a Baronet,” he said. “ Shiill I tell you a secret, Miss 
Amory ? I promoted all my characters at the request of the publisher. 
The young Duke was only a young Baron when the novel was first 
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written ; his false friend, the Viscount, was a simple commoner, and so 
on with all the characters of the story.” 

“ What a wicked, satirical, pert young man you have become ! 
Comnte vous voild. formdV^ said the young lady. "How different 
from Arthur Pcndcnnis of the country ! Ah ! I think I like Arthur 
Pendennis of the country best, though ! ” and she gave him the full 
benefit of her eyes, — ^both of the fond appealing glance into his own, 
and of the modest look downwards towards the carpet, which showed 
off her dark eyelids and long fringed lashes. 

Pen of course protested that he had not changed in the least, to 
which the young lady replied by a lender sigh ; and thinking that she 
had done quite enough to make Arthur happy or miserable (as the case 
might be), she proceeded to cajole his companion, Mr. Harry Foker, 
who during the literary conversation had sate silently imbibing the head 
of his cane, and wishing he was a clever chap like that Pen. 

If the Major thought that by telling Miss Amory of Mr. Fokcr^s 
engagement lo his cousin, Lady Ann Milton (which information the 
old gentleman neatly conveyed lo the girl as he sate by her side at 
luncheon below stairs),— if, wc say, the Major thought that the know-* 
ledge of this fact would prevent Blanche from paying any further 
attention to the young heir of Fokcr's Entire, he was entirely mistaken. 
She became only. the more gracious to Foker : she praised him, and 
everything belonging to him ; she praised his mamma ; she praised the 
pony which he rode in the Park ; she praised the lovely breloques or 
gimcracks which the young gentleman wore at his watch-chain, dnd 
that dear little darling of a cane, and those dear little delicious monkeys* 
heads with ruby eyes, which ornamented Harry*s shirt, and formed 
the buttons of his waistcoat. And then, having praised and coaxed 
the weak youth until he blushed and tingled with pleasure, and until 
Pen thought she really had gone quite far enough, she took another 
theme. 

“ I am afraid Mr. Foker is a very sad young man,” she said, turning 
round to Pen. 

" He does not look so,*’ Pen answered with a sneer. 

“ 1 mean we have heard sad stories about him. Haven’t we, 
mamma ? What was Mr. I oyntz saying here, the other day, about 
that party at Richmond ? O you naughty creature ! ** But here, 
seeing that Harry*s countenance assumed a great expression of alarm, 
while Pen’s wore a look of amusement, she turned to the latter and 
said, " I believe you are just as bad : I believe you would have liked 
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to have been there^-^wouldn^t you ? I know you would : ycs--^apd so 
should I.” 

^ Lor, Blanche I ” mamma cried. 

Well, I would. I never saw an actress in my life. I would give, 
anything to know one ; for 1 adore talent. And I adore Richmond, 
that 1 do ; and I adore Greenwich, and I say, 1 should like to go 
there.” 

“ Why should not we three bachelors,” the Major here broke out, 
gallantly, and to his nephew’s special surprise, beg these ladies to 
honour us with their company at Greenwich ? Is Lady Clavering to 
go on for ever being hospitable to us, and may we make no return ? 
Speak for yourselves, young men, — eh, begad I JJere is my nephew, 
with his pockets full of money — ^liis pockets full, begad ! and Mr. Henry 
Foker, who, as I have heard say, is pretty well to do in the world, — 
how is your lovely cousin, Lady Ann, Mr. Foker ?— here are these two 
young ones, —and they allow an old fellow like me to &j)cak. Lady 
Clavering, will you do me the favour to be my guest ? and Miss Blanche 
shall be Arthur’s if she will be so good.” 

“ Oh delightful ! ” cried Blanche. 

“ I like a bit of fun too,” said Lady CJaverlng ; “ and we will take 
some day when Sir Francis — ” 

“When Sir Francis dines out, -yes, mamma,” the daughter said, 
“ it will be charming.” 

And a charming day it nas. The dinner was ordered at Green- 
wich, and Foker, though he did not invite Miss Amory, had some 
delicious opportunities of conversation with her during the repast, and 
afterwards on the balcony of their room at the hotel, and again during 
the drive home in her ladyship’s barouche. Pen came down with his 
uncle, in Sir Hugh Trunipington s brougham, which the Major borrowed 
for the occasion. “ I am an old soldier, begad,” he said, “ and I 
learned in early life to make myself comfortable.” 

And, being an old soldier, he allowed the, two young men to pay 
for the dinner between them, and all the way Jhome in the brougham 
he rallied Pen about Miss Amory’s evident partiality for him : pressed 
her good looks, spirits, and wit : and again told Pen, in the strictest 
confidence, that she would be a devilish deal richer than people 
thought 
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CHAPTER III. 

CONTAINS A NOVEL INCIDENT. 



OME account has been given, in 
a former part of this story, how 
Mr. J'en, during his residence at 
home, after his defeat at Ox- 
bridge, had occupied himself 
with various literary composi- 
tions, and amongst other works, 
had written tlic greater part of 

embarrassments, amatory and 
pecuniar), was of a very fierce, 
gloomy, and passionate sort, — 
the 15) runic despair, tlic Wer- 
thcrian despondency, the mock- 
ing bitteiness of Mcphistophelcs 
of Faust, weic all reproduced 
and developed in the character of the heio ; for our youth had just been 
learning the (lerinan language, and imitated, as almost all clever lads 
do, his favourite p6h.s and writers. Passages in the volumes once so 
loved, and now read so seldom, still bear the mark of the- pencil with 
which he noted them in those dav s. Tears fell upon the leaf of the 
book, perhaps, or blistered the pages of his manuscript, as the 
passionate young man dashed his thoughts down. If he took up the 
book afterwards, lie had no ability or wish to sprinkle the leaves with 
that early dew of former limes : liis pencil was no longer eager to 
score its marks of approval . but as he looked over the pages of his 
manuscript, he lemembcred what had been the overflowing feelings 
which had caused him to blot it, and the pain which had inspired the 
line. If the sccicl history of books could be written, and the author's 
private thoughts and meanings noted dowm alongside of his story, 





PENDMJmiS. 


Ik 


as 


hdw many insipid volumes jvould become interesting, and duU tales 
excite the reader ! Many a bitter <mile passed over Pen's face as he 
read his novel, and recalled the time and feelings which gave it birth. 
How pompous some of the grand passages appeared ; and hpw weak 
others were in which he thought he had expressed his full heart ! 
This page was imitated from a then favourite author, as he could 
now clearly see and confess, though he had believed himself to be 
writing originally tltcn. As he mused over certain lines he recollected 
the place and hour where he wrote them : the ghost of the dead feeling 
came back as he mused, and he blushed to review the faint image. 
And what meant those blots on the page ? As you come in the desert 
to ground where camels' hoofs are marked in the clay, and traces 
of withered herbage are yet visible, you know that water was there 
once : so the place in Pen's mind was no longer green, and the fons 
lacrymarum was dried up. 

He used this simile one morning to Wjarrington, as the latter sale 
over his pipe and book, and Pen, with much gesticulation, according 
to his wont when excited, and with a bitter laugh,* thumped his 
manuscript down on the table, making the tea-things rattle, and the 
blue milk dance in the jug. On the previous night he had taken the 
manuscript out of a long-neglected chest, containing old shooting 
jackets, old Oxbridge scribbling books, his old surplice, and battered 
cap and gown, and oilier memorials of youth, school, and home. He 
read in the volume in bed until he fell asleep, for the commencement 
of the tale was somewhat dull, and he had come hoxhe tired from 
a London evening party. 

Ily Jove ! ” said Pen, thumping down Iris papers, “when 1 think 
that those were wTitten only a very few* \cars ago, 1 am ashamed of 
my memory. I wrote this when I believed myself to be eternally in 
love with that little coquette, Miss Amory. I used to carry down 
verses to her, and put llieni into the hollow of a tree, and dedicate 
them ‘ Amori.’ ” 

“ That w’as a sweet little play upon w*ords,'’J Warrington remarked, 
with a puff, “ Amory —Amori. It show*ed’ profound scholars^’ ip. 
Let us hear a bit of the rubbish.'’ And he stretched eV’er from his 
casy-chair, and caught hold of Pen’s manuscript with the fire-tongs, 
w*hich he was just using in order to put a coal into his pipe. Thus, in 
possession of the volume, he began to read out from the “ Leaves 
from the Life-book of Walter Lorraine.” 

“ ' False as thou art beautiful ! heartless as thou art fair ! mocker)' 
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of Passion ! ’ Walter cried, addressing Leonora ; ‘ what evil spirit 
hath sent thee to torture me so ? O Leonora * • • ^ w 

Cut that part out,'’ cried Pen, making a dash at the book, which, 
however, his comrade would not release. “ Well ! don’t read it out at 
any rate. Tliat’s about my other flame, my first— Lady Mirabel that 
is now. 1 saw her last night at Lady Whiston’s. She asked me to a 
p<irty at her house, and said that, as old friends, we ought to meet 
oflener. She has been seeing me any time these two years in town, 
and never thought of inviting me before ; but seeing Wenham 
talking to me, and Monsieur Dubois, the French literary man, who 
had a dozen orders on, and might have passed for a Marsh. il of 
France, she condescended to invite me. The Claverings are it) be 
there on the same evening. Won't it be exciting to meet one’s two 
flames at the same table ? ’’ 

Two flames ! — two heaps of burnt-out cinders,'’ Warrington said. 
“ Are both the beauties in this book ? 

“ Both, or something like them," Pen said. “ Leonora, who 
marries the Duke, is the Fothcringay. I drew the Duke from 
Magnus Charters, with whom I was at Oxford ; it’s a little like hims 
and Miss Aniory is Neaera. gad, Warrington, I did love that first 
woman I I thought of her as 1 walked home from Lady Whiston’s in 
the moonlight ; and the whole caily scenes came back to me as if 
tliey had been yesterday. And when 1 got home, I pulled out the 
story which I wrote Jibout her and the other three years ago : do you 
know, outrageous as it is, it has some good stuff in it ; and if Bung.ay 
won’t publish it, I think Bacon will.” 

“ That's the way of poets," said Warrington. “ They fall in love, 
jilt, or are jilted ; they suffer and they cry out that they suffer more than 
any other mortals : and when they have experienced feelings enough 
they note them down in a book, and take the book to market. All 
poets are humbugs, all literary men are humbugs ; directly a man 
begins to sell his feelings for money he’s a humbug. If a poet gets a 
pain in his side from too good a dinner, he bellows Ai, Ai, louder than 
Prometheus." 

“ I suppose a poet has greater sensibility than another man," 
said Pen, with some spirit. “That is what makes him a poet. I 
suppose that he sees and feels more keenly : it is that which makes 
him speak of what he feels and sees. You speak eagerly enough in 
your leading articles when you espy a false argument m an opponent, 
or detect a quack in the House. Paley, who does not care for any- 
thing else in the world, will talk for an hour about a question of law. 
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Give another the privilege which you take yourself, and the free use 
of his faculty, and let him be what nature has made him. Why 
should not a man sell his sentimental thoughts as well as you your 
political ideas, or Paley his legal knowledge ? Each alike is a matter 
of experience and practice. It is not money which causes you to 
perceive a fallacy, or Paley to argue a point ; but a natural or 
acquired aptitude for that kind of truth : and a poet sets down his 
thoughts and experiences upon paper as a painter does a landscape 
or a face upon canvas, to the best of his ability, and according to his 
particular gift. If ever I think I have the stuff in me to write an epic, 
by Jove I will try. If 1 only feel that I am good enough to cradc a 
joke or tell a story, I will do that.” 

“ Not a bad speech, young one,” Warrington said, “but that does 
not prevent all poets from being humbugs.” 

“Wliat - -Homer, yl£sch)lus, Shakspeare and all?” 

“ Their names arc not to be breathed in the same sentence with 
you pigmies,” Warrington said; “there aren^^en and men. sir.” 

“ Well, Shakspeare was a man who wrote for money, just as you 
a^d T do,” Pen answered ; at which Warrington confounded his im- 
pudence, and resumed his pipe and his manuscript. 

There was not the slightest doubt then that this document con- 
tained a great deal of Pen s personal exjierienccs, and that “ Leaves 
from the Life-book of Walter Lorraine” would never have been written 
but for Arthur Pendennis’s own private griefs, passions, and follies. 
As wc have become acquainted with these in the earlier part of his 
biogra])hy, it will not be necessary to make large extracts from the 
novel of “ Walter Lorraine,” in which the young gentleman had de- 
picted such of them as he thought were likely to interest the reader, or 
were suitable for the purposes of his story. 

Now, though he had kept it in his box for nearly half of the period 
during which, according to the Iloratian maxim, a work of art ought 
to lie ripening (a maxim, the truth of which may, by the way, be ques- 
tioned altogether), Mr. Pen had not buried his move! for this time, in 
order that the work might improve, but because he did not kn ’•w 
where else to bestow it, or had no partittilar desire to see it A man 
W'ho thinks of putting away a composition for ten years before he shall 
give it to the world, or exercise his own maturer judg^nent upon it, 
had best be very sure of the original strength and durability of the 
work ; otherwise on withdrawing it from its crypt he may find that, 
like small wine, it has lost what flavour it once had, and is only taste- 
less when opened. There are works of all tastes and smacks, the 
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small and the strong, those that improve by age, and those that won’t 
bear keeping at all, but arc pleasant at the first draught, when they 
refresh and sparkle. 

Now Pen had never any notion, even in the time of his youthfiil 
inexperience and fervour of imagination, that the story he was writing 
was a masterpiece of composition, or that he was the equal of the 
great authors whom he admired ; and when he now reviewed his 
little performance, he was keenly enough alive to its faults, and pretty 
modest regarding its merits. It was not very good, he thought ; but 
it was as good as most books of the kind that had the run of circu- 
lating libraries and the career of the season. lie had critically exr 
amined more than one fashionable novel by the authors of the day 
then popular, and he thought that his intellect was as good as theirs, 
and that he could write the English language as well as those ladies 
or gentlemen ; and as he now^ ran over his eaily performance, he was 
pieced to find here and there passages exbilating both fancy and 
vigour, and traits, if not of genius, of genuine passion and feeling. 
This, too, was Warrington's verdict, when that sc^’ere critic, after 
half-an-hour’s perusal of the manuscript, and the con.aimption of A 
couple of pipes of tobacco, laid Pens book down, yawning porten- 
tously. “I can’t read any more of that balderdash now,’' he said; 
“but it seems to me there is some good stuff in it, Pen, my boy. 
There’s a certain greenness and freshness in it which 1 like somehow. 
The bloom disappears off the face of poetry after you begin to shave. 
You can’t get up that nj^turalness and artless rosy lint in after days. 
Your cheeks .u-e pale, and have got faded by exposure to evening 
parties, and you are obliged to take curling-irons, and macassar, and 
the deucc-knows-what to your whiskers ; they curl ambrosially, and 
you arc \ ery grand and genteel, and so forth ; but, ah ! Pen, the spring 
time was the best.” 

“What the deuce have my whiskers to do with the subject in 
hand?” Pen said (who, perhajis, may have been nettled by Warring- 
ton’s allusion to those ornaments, which, to say the truth, the young 
in.in coaxed, and cuilcd, and oiled, and perfumed, and petted, in 
rather an absurd manner). “ Do you think vve can do anything with 
‘Walter Lorraine?’ Shall we take him to the publisher’s, or make an 
auio-da-fi of him ? ” 

“ I don't see what is the good of incremation,” Warrington said, 
“ though I have a great mind to put him into the fire, to punisli your 
atrocious humbug and hypocrisy. Shall I burn him indeed ? You 
have much too great a value for him to hurt a hair of his head.” 



for the day, and had gone out, as Pen knew very well ; and Warrington, 
with a scornful smile, once more took up the manuscript with the 
tongs from out of the harmless cinders. 

“ O, Pen, what a humbug you are ! ” Warrington said ; and, 
^'hat is worst of all, sir, a clumsy humbug. I saw you look to see 
that the fire was out before you sent ‘ Walter Lorraine * behind the 
bars. No, we won^t bum him : we will carry him to the Eg^^ptians, 
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and s<dl him. We will exchange him away for money, yea, for silver 
and gold, and for beef and for liquors, and for tobacco and for raiment. 
Hiis youth will fetch some price in the market ; for he is a comely 
lad, though not over strong ; but we will fatten him up, and give him 
the bath, and curl his hair, and we will sell him for a hundred piastres 
to Bacon or to lUmgay. The nibbish is saleable enough, sir ; and 
my advice to you is this : the next time you go home for a holiday, 
take ^Walter Lorraine * in your carpet-bag- give him a more modem 
air, prune away, though sparingly, some of the green passages, and 
add a little comedy, and cheerfulness, and satire, and that sort of 
thing, and then we’ll take him to market, and sell him. The book is 
not a wonder of wonders, but it will do very well.” 

“ Do you think so, Warrington ? ” said Pen, delighted, for this was 
great praise from his cynical friend. 

" You silly young fool ! I think it’s uncommonly clever,” Warring- 
ton said in a kind voice. “ So do you, sir.” And with the manuscript 
which he held in his hand he playfully struck Pen on the cheek. 
That pari of Pen’s countenance turned as red as it had ever done in 
the earliest days of his blushes : he grasped the other s hand and said, 
“Thank you, Warrington,” with all his might ; and then he retired to 
his own room with his book, and passed the greater part of the day 
upon his bed re^^rcading it : and he did as Warrington had advised, 
and altered not a little, and added a great deal, until at length he had 
fashioned “ Walter Lorraine ” pretty much into the shape in which, as 
the respected novel-reader knows, it subsequently appeared. 

Whilst he was ai work upon this performance, the good-natured 
Warrington artfully inspired the two gentlemen who “read” for 
Messrs. IJacon and Bungay with the greatest curiosity regarding 
“ Walter Lorraine ” and i^ointcd out the peculiar merits of its dis- 
tinguishc'd aulhor. It was at the period when the novel called “ The 
Fashionable ” was in vogue among us ; and Warrington did not fail 
to point out, as before, how Pen was a man of the very first fashion 
himself, and received at the houses of some of the greatest personages 
in the land. The simple and kind-heaitcd Percy Popjoy was brought 
to bear upon Mrs. liungay, whom he informed that his friend Pendennis 
was occupied upon a work of the most exciting nature ; a work that 
the whole town would run after, full of wit, genius, satire, pathos, and 
every conceivable goodqualit>. We have said before, that Bungay 
knew no more about novels than he did about Hebrew or Algebra, 
and neither read nor understood any of the books which he published 
and paid for ; but he took his opinions from his professional advisers 
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and from Mrs. B. ; and, evidently with a view to a commercial trans- 
action, asked Pendennis and Warrington to dinner again. 

Bacon, when he found that Bungay was about to treat, of course 
began to be anxious and curious,* and desired to outbid his rival. 
Was anything settled between Mr. Pendennis and the odious house 
“over the way” about the new book? Mr. Hack, the confidential 
read#, was told to make inquiries, and sec if anything was to be 
done ; and the result of the inquiries of that diplomatist was, that one 
morning, Bacon himself toiled up the stair- case of Lamb Court, and 
to the door on which the names of Mr. Wamngton and Mr. Pendennis 
were painted. 

For a gentleman of fashion, as poor Pen was represented to be, it 
must be confessed, that the apartments he and his friend occupied 
were not very suitable. The ragged carpet had grown only more 
ragged during the two years of joint occupancy : a constant odour 
of tobacco perfumed the sitting-room Bacon tumbled over the 
laundress’s buckets in the passage through which he had to pass ; 
Warrington’s shooting Jacket was as tattered at the elbows as usual ; 
ind the chair which Bacon was requested to lake on entering, broke 
down with the publisher. Warrington burst out laughing, said that 
Bacon had got the game chair, and bawled out to Pen to fetch a sound 
one from his bed-room. And seeing the publisher looking round the 
dingy room with an air ()f profound pity «ind w’ondcr, asked him 
w'hether he didn’t think the apartments w ere elegant, and if he would 
like, for Mrs. Bacon’s drawing-room, any of the articles of furniture ? 
Mr. Warrington’s character, as a humourist, was known to Mr. Bacon : 
“ I never can make that chap out,’’ the publisher w^as heard tf) say, 
“ or tell whether he is in earnest or only rhafling.” 

It is very possible that Mr. Bacon would have set the two gentle- 
men dow^n as impostors altogether, but that theic chanced to be on 
the breakfast-tabic certain cards of invitation which ilie post of the 
morning had brought in for Pen, and which happened to coiik from 
some very exalted personages of the beau~motiifi\ into which our young 
man had his introduction. Looking dowm upon these. Bacon aw' 
that the Marchioness of Stcync Avould be at home to Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis upon a given day, and that another lady of distinction 
proposed to have dancing at her house upon a certain future evening. 
Warrington saw the admiring publisher eyeing these documents. 
“ Ah,” said he, with an air of simplicity, “ Pendennis is one of the 
most affable young men i ever knew, Mr. Bacon. Here is a young 
fellow that dines with all the great men in London, and yet he’ll take 
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his mutton-ehop with you and me quite contentedly. There’6 nothing 
like the affability of the old English gentleman.^ 

“Oh no, nothing,'* said Mr. Bacon. 

“ And you wonder why he should go on living up thl^e pair of 
stairs with me, don't you, now ? Well, it is a queer taste. But we are 
fond of each other ; and as 1 can't afford to live in a grand house, he 
conies and stays in these ricketiy old chambers with me. He*sg| man 
that can afford to hvc anywhere.’’ 

“ I fancy it don’t cost him much herv** thought Mr, Bacon ; and 
the object of these praises presently entered the room from his adjacent 
sleeping apartment. 

Then Mr. Bacon began to speak upon the subject of his visit ; 
said he heard that Mr. Pendennis h.ad a maniibcript novel ; professed 
himself anxious to have a sight of that work, and had no doubt that 
they would come to terms respecting it. What would be his price for 
it ? would he give Bacon the refusal of it ? he would find our house a 
liberal house, and so forth. The delighted Pen assumed an air of 
indifference, and said that he was already in treaty with Bungay, and 
could gi\ e no definite answer. This piqued the other into such liberal, 
though vague ofTcrs, that Pen began to fancy Eldorado was opening 
to him, and that his fortune was made from that day. 

I shall not mention Avhat was the sum of money which Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis finally received for the first edition of his novel of “ Waller 
Lorraine,” lest other young literary aspirants should expert to be as 
lucky as he was, and unprofessional persons forsake their own callings, 
whatever they may be, for the sake of supj)l> ing the world with novels, 
whereof there is already a sufficiency. Let no young pcojdc be misled 
and rush fatally into romance-writing: for one book which succeeds 
let them remember the many that fail, 1 do not say deservedly or 
otherwise, and wholesomely abstain : or if they venture, at least let 
them do so at their own peril As for those who have already written 
novels, this warning is not addressed, of course, to them. Let them 
take their wares to market ; let them apply to Bacon and Bungay, 
and all the publishers in the Row, or the metropolis, and may they be 
happy in their ventures ! This world is so wide, and the tastes of 
mankind happily so various, that there is alw’ays a chance for every 
man, and he may win the priye by his genius or by his good fortune. 
But what is the chance of success or failure ; of obtaining popularity, 
or of holding it when achieved One man goes over the ice, which 
bears him, and a score who follow flounder in. In fine, Mr. Pen- 
dennis’s was an exceptional case, and applies to himself only ; and I 
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assert solemnly^ and will to the last maintaini that it is one thing to 
write a novel, and another to get money for it. 

By merit, then, or good fortune, or the skilful playing off of Bungay 
against Bacon which Warrington performed (and which an amateur 
novelist is quite welcome to try upon any two publishers in the trade), 
Pen’s novel was actually sold for a certain sum of money to one of the* 
jtwo^inincnt patrons of letters whom we have introduced to our readers. 
The sum was so considerable that Pen thought of opening an account 
at a banker’s, or of keeping a cab and horse, or of descending into the 
first floor of Lamb Court into newly furnished apartments, or of 
migrating to the fashionable end of the town. 

Major Pendennis advised the latter move strongly ; he opened his 
eyes with wonder when he heard of the good luck that had befallen, 
Pen ; and which the latter, as soon as it occurred, hastened eagerly to 
communicate to his uncle. The Major was almost angry that Pen 
should h.ive earned so much money. ** Who the doose reads this 
kind of thing ? ” he thought to himself, wlien he heard of the bargain 
which Pen had made. "/ never read "your novels and rubbish. 
^ Except Paul de Kock, who certainly makes me laugh, I don’t think 
Pve looked into a book of the sort these thirty years. Gad I Pen’s a 
lucky fellow. I should think he might write one of these in a month 
now, — say a month, that's twelve in a year. Dammy, he may go on 
spinning this nonsense for the next four or five years, and make a 
fortune. In the meantime, I should wish lum to live properly, take 
respectable apartments, and keep a brougham,” 

Arthur, laughing, told Warrington what his uncle’s advice had 
been ; but he luckily hail a imirh more reasonable counsellor than the 
old gentleman in the person of his friend, and in his own conscience, 
which said to him, “ Be grateful for this piece of good fortune ; don’t 
plunge into any extravagances. Pay back Laura ! ” And he wrote a 
letter to her, in which he told her his thanks and his regard ; and 
inclosed to her such an instalment of his debt as nearly wiped it off. 
The widow and Laura herself might well be affected by the letter. 
It was written with genuine tenderness and' modesty; and old Dr. 
Portman, when he read a passage in the letter, in which Pen, with an 
honest heart full of gratitude, humbly thanked heaven for his presen 
prosperity, and for sending him such dear and kind ftiends to support 
him in his ill-fortune, — when Doctor Portman read this portion of the 
letter, his voice faltered, and his eyes twinkled behind his spectacles. 
And when he had quite finished reading the same, and had taken his 
glasses off his nose, and had folded up the paper and given it back to 
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mdovfy I am constrained to say^ that after holding Mrs. Pendennis’s 
hand for a minute, the Doctor drew that lady towards him and fairly 
kissed her : at which salute, of course, Helen burst out crying on the 
Doctor’s shoulder, for her heart was too full to give any other reply : 
and the Doctor, blushing a great deal after his feat, led the lady, with 
a bow, to the sofa, on which he seated himself by her ; and he mumbled 
out, in a low voice, some words of a Great Poet whom he loved very 
much, and who describes how in the days of his prosperity he had 
made “ the widow^s heart to sing for joy.” 

“ The letter does the boy very great honour, very great honour, 
my dear,” he said, patting it as it lay on Helen’s knee — “ and I think 
we have all reason to be thankful for it- very thankful. I need not 
tell you in what quarter, my dear, for you are a sainted woman : yes, 
Laura, my love, your mother is a sainted woman. And Mrs. Pen- 
dennis, ma’am, I shall order a copy of the book for myself, and another 
at the Hook Club.” 

We may be sure that the widow and Laura walked out to meet the 
mail which brought them their copy of Pen's precious no\el, as soon 
as that work was printed and ready for delivery to the public : and g 
that tlicy read it to each other : and that tlicy also read it privately 
and separately, for when the widow came out of her room in her 
dressing-gown at one o’clock in the morning with volume two, which 
she had finished, she found Laura devouring volume three in bed. 
Laura did not say miif h about the book, but Helen pronounced that 
it was a happy mixture of Shakspearc, and Jiyron, and Walter Scott, 
and was quite certain that her son was the greatest genius, as he was 
the best son, in the w'orld. 

Did Laura not thiul; about the book and tlic author, although she 
said so little ? At least she thought about Arthur j^endennis. Kind 
as his tone was, it vexed her. She did not like his eagerness to repay 
that money. She would rather that her brother had taken her gift as 
she intended it : and was pained that there should be money calcula- 
tions between them. His letters from London, written with the good- 
natured wish to amuse his mother, were full of descriptions of the 
famous people and the entertninments, and magnificence of the great 
city. Everybody was flattering him and spoiling him, she was sure. 
Was he not looking to some great marriage, with that cunning uncle 
for a Mentor (betw'een whom and Laura there was always an antipathy), 
that inveterate worldling, w^hosc w'hole thoughts were bent upon plea- 
sure and rank and fortune ? He never alluded to — to old times, when 
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he spoke of hen He had {orgotten them and her, perhaps : had he 
not forgotten other things and people ? 

These thoughts may have passed in Miss Laura’s mind, though she 
did not, she could not, confide them to Helen. She had one more 
secret, too, from that lady, which she could not divulge, perhaps 
because she knew how the widow would have rejoiced to know it. 
This regarded an event which had occurred during that visit to Lady 
Rockminster, which Laura had paid in the last Christmas holidays : 
when Pen was at home with his mother, and when Mr. Pynsent, 
supposed to be so cold and so ambitious, had formally offered his hand 
to Miss Hell. No one except herself and her admirer knew of this 
proposal : or that Pynsent had been rejected by her, and probably the 
reasons she gave to the mortified young man himself, were not those 
which actuated her refusal, or those which she chose to acknowledge 
to herself. “ I never,” she told Pynsent, “ can accept such an offer as 
that which you make me, wliich you own is unknown to your family 
as I am sure it would be unwelcome to them. The difference of rank 
between us is too great. You arc very kind to me here — too good and 
*kind, dear Mr. Pynsent — but I am little better than a dependant.” 

A dependant ! who ever so thought of you ? You aie the equal 
of all the woild,” J’ynscnt broke out. 

1 am a dependant at home, too,” Laura said, sweetly, “ and 
indeed, 1 would not be otherwise. Left er.rl) a poor orphan, I have 
found the kindest and lenderest of mothers, and I have vowed never 
to leave her — never. Pray do not speak of this again — here, under 
your relative’s roof, or elsewhere. It is impossible.” 

“If Lady Rockminster asks you herself, will >ou listen to her?” 
Pynsent cried, eagerly. 

“No,” Laura said, “ I beg you never lo speak of this any more. 

1 must go away if you do.” — And with this she left him. 

I'ynsent never asked foi Lady Rockminster s intercession : he 
knew how vain it was to look for that : and he never spoke again on 
that subject lo Laura or to any person. 

When at length the famous novel apjiearcd, it not only met with 
applause from more impartial critics than Mrs. Pendennis, but, luckily 
for Pen, it suited the taste of the public, and obtained a quick and 
ooiibidcrable popularity. Before two months were over, Pen had the 
satisfaction and surprise of seeing the second edition of “Walter 
Lorraine ” advertised in the new'spapers ; and enjoyed the pleasure of 
reading and sending home the critiques of various literary journals and 
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reviewers upon his book. Their censure did not much affect him ; for 
the good-natured young man was disposed to accept with considerable 
humility the dispraise of others. Nor did their praise elate him over- 
much : for, like most honest persons, he had his own opinion about 
his own performance, and when a critic praised him in the wrong 
place, he was hurt rather than pleased by the compliment. But if a 
review of his work was very laudatory, it was a great pleasure to him 
to send it home to his mother at Fairoaks, and to think of the joy 
which it would give there. There arc some natures, and perhaps, as 
wc have said, Pendennis’s was one, which are improved and softened 
by prosperity and kindness, as there are men of other dispositions, 
w’ho become arrogant and graceless under good fortune. Happy he 
who can endure one or the other with modesty and good-humour ! 
Lucky he who has been educated to bear his fate, whatsoever it may 
be, by an early example of uprightness, and a childish training in 
honour ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 
ALSATIA. 


RED Up, like a bailiif or* 
a shabby attorney, about 
the purlieus of the Inns of 
Court, Shepherd’s Inn is 
always to be found in the 
close neighbourhood of 
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and 
the Temple. Somewhere 
behind the black gables 
and smutty chimney-stacks 
of Wych Street, Holywell 
Street, Chancery Lane, 
the quadrangle lies, hid- 
den fiom the outer world ; 
and It is approached by 
curious passages and am- 
biguous smoky alleys, 
on which the sun has for- 
gotten to shine. Slop- 
sellers, brandy-ball and hard-bake vendors, purv^eyors of theatrical 
prints for youth, dealers in dingy furniture,^ and bedding suggestive of 
anything but sleep, line the narrow walls and dark casements with their 
wares. The doors arc many-belled : and crowds of dirty children 
form endless groups about the steps : or around the shell-fish dealers 
trays in these courts ; whereof the damp pavements tesound with 
pattens, and are drabbled with a never-failing mud. Ballad-singers 
come and chant here, in deadly guttural tones, satirical songs against 
the Whig administration, against the bishops and dignified clergy, 
against the German relatives of an august royal family : Punch sets 
up his theatre, sure of an audience, and occasionally of a halfpenny, 
form the swarming occupants of the houses * women scream after 
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their children for loitering in the gutter, or, worse still, Against the 
husband who comes reeling from the gin-shop ; — there is a ceaseless 
din and life in these courts, out of which you pass into the tranquil, 
old-fashioned quadrangle of Shepherd’s Inn. In a mangy little grass- 
plat in the centre rises up the statue of Shepherd, defended by iron 
railings from the assaults of boys. The Hall of the Inn, on which the 
founder’s arms are painted, occupies one side of the square, the tall 
and ancient chambers are carried round other two sides, and over the 
central archway, which leads into Oldcastle Street, and so into the 
great London thoroughfare. 

The Inn may have been occupied by lawyers once ; but the laity 
have long since been admitted into its precircts, and I do not know 
that any of the principal legal firms have their chambers here. The 
offices of the Polwhecdle and Ticdyddlum Copper Mines occupy one 
set of the ground-floor chambers ; the Registry of Patent Inventions 
and Union of Genius and Capital Company, another ; — the onl> 
gentleman whose name figures here, and in the Law List,” is Mr. 
Campion, who wears mustachios, and who comes in his cab twice or 
thrice in a week ; and whose West End offices are in Curzon Street, 
IVIayfair, where Mrs. Campion entertains the nohil’ty a id gentry to 
whom her husband lends money. There, and on hii gla.cd cards, he 
is Mr. Somerset Campion ; here he is Campion & Co. ; and the same 
tuft \rhich ornaments his chin, sprouts from the under lip of the rest 
of the firm. It is splendid to see his cab-horse harness blazing with 
heraldic bearings, as the vehicle stops at the door leading to his 
chambers. The horse flings froth off his nostrils as he chafes and 
tosses under the shining bit. The reins and the breeches of the groom 
are glittering white, — the lustre of that equipage makes a sunshine in 
that shady place. 

Our old friend, Captain Costigan, has examined Campion’s cab 
and horse many an afternoon, as he trailed about the court in his 
carpet slippers and dressing-gown, with his old hat cocked over his 
eye. He suns himself there after his breakfast when the day is suit- 
able ; and goes and pays a visit to the porter’s lodge, where he pats 
the heads of the children, and talks to Mrs. Holton about the thayatres 
and me daughiher Leedy Mirabel. Mrs. Bolton was herself in the 
profession once, and danced at the Wells in early days as the 
thirteenth of Mr. Serle’s forty pupils. 

Costigan lives in the third floor at No. 4, in the rooms which w'crc 
Mr. Podmore’s, and whose name is still on the door — (somebody else’s 
name, by the way, is on almost all the doors in Shepherd’s Inn). 
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When Charley Podmore, (the pleasing tenor singer, T.R.D.L., and at 
the Back Kitchen Conceit Rooms,) married, and went to live at 
Lambeth, he ceded his chambers to Mr. Bows and Captain Cosdgan, 
who occupy them in common now, and you may often hear the tones 
of Mr. Bowses piano of fine days when the windows are open, and when 



he is practising for amusement, or for the instruction of a theatrical 
pupil, of whom he has one or two. Fanny Bolton is one, the portress's 
daughter, who has heard tell of her mother s theatrical glories, which 
she longs to lemulate. She has a good voice and a pretty face and 
iigure for the stage ; and she prepares the rooms and makes the beds 
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and break&sts for Messrs. Costigan and Bows, in return for which 
the latter instructs her in music and singing. But for his unfortunate 
propensity to liquor (and in that excess she supposes that all men of 
fashion indulge), she thinks the Captain the finest gentleman in the 
world, and believes in all the versions of ail his stories ; and she is 
very fond of Mr. Bows too, and very grateful to him, and this shy 
queer old gentleman has a fatherly fondness for her too, for in truth 
his heart is full of kindness, and he is never easy unless he loves some- 
body. 

Costigan has had the carriages of visitors of distinction before his 
humble door in Shepherd’s Inn : and to hear him talk of a morning 
(for his evening song is of a much more melancholy nature) you 
w'ould fancy that Sir Charles and Lady Mirabel were in the constant 
habit of calling at his chambers, and bringing with them the select 
nobility to visit the “ old man, the honest old half-pay Captain, poor 
old Jack Costigan,” as Cos calls himself. 

The truth is, that Lady Mirabel has left her husband's card (which 
has been stuck in the little looking-glass over the mantcl-piecc of the 
sitting-room at No. 4 , for these many months past), and has come in 
person to sec her father, hut not of late da> s. A kind person, disposed 
to discharge her duties gravely, upon her marriage with Sir Charles, 
she settled a little pension upon her father, who occasionally was ad- 
mitted to the table of his daughter and son-in-law. At first poor Cos’s 
behaviour “ in the hoight of poloit societce,” as he denominated Lady 
^lirabel’s drawing-room table, was harmless, if it was absurd. As he 
clothed his person in his best allirc, so he selected the longest and 
richest words in his vocabular>’ to deck his conversation, and adopted 
a solemnity of demeanour which struck with astonishment all those 
persons in whose company he happened lo be. — “Was your Leedyship 
in the Pork to dee.^” he would demand of his daughter. “ 1 looked 
for your equipage in veen the poor old man was not gratified by the 
soight of his daughther’s choriot. Sir Chorlus, I saw your neem at the 
Levee ; many’s the Levee at the Castle at publin that poor old Jack 
Costigan has attended in his time. Did the juke look pretty well? 
Bedad, 111 call at Apsley I louse and lave me cyard upon ’um. I thank 
ye, Janies, a little dthrop moic rhampeane.” Indeed he was magnifi- 
cent in his courtesy to all, and addressed his observations not only to 
the master and the guests, but to the domestics who wailed at the 
tabic, and who had some difficulty in maintaining their professional 
gravity while they waited on Captain Costigan. 

On the first two or three visits to his son-in-law, Costigan main- 
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tained a strict sobriety, content to make up for his lost time when he 
got to the Back Kitchen, where he bragged about his son-in-law’s 
dart and burgundee, until his own utterance began to fail him, over 
his sixth tumbler of whiskey-punch; But with familiarity his caution 
vanished, and poor Cos lamentably disgraced himself at Sir Charles 
Mirabel’s table, by premature inebriation. A carriage was called for 
him : the hospitable door was shut upon him. Often and sadly did he 
speak to his friends at the Kitchen of his resemblance to King Lear in 
the plee — of his having a thankless choild, bedad — of his being a pore 
worn-out lonely old man, dthriven to dthrinking by ingratitude, and 
seeking to dthrown his sorrows in punch. 

It is painful to be obliged to record the weaknesses of fathers, but 
it must be furthermore told of Costigan, that when his credit was ex- 
hausted and his money gone, he would not unfrequently beg money 
fiom his daughter, and make statements to her not altogether consi.s- 
tentwith strict truth. On one day a bailiff was about to lead him to 
prison, he wrote, “unless the — to you iosignificant — sum of three 
pound live can be forthcoming to liberate a poor man’s grey hairs from 
['.lol.’’ And the good-natured Lady Mirabel dispatched the money 
necessary for her father's liberation, with a caution to him to be more 
economical for the future. On a second occasion the Captain met 
with a frightful accident, and broke a pkitc-glass window in the Strand, 
for which the jiroprietor of the sliop held him liable. The money was 
forthcoming this-* time too, to repair her papa’s disaster, and w-as 
earned down by Lady Mirabel’s servant to the slipshod messenger 
and aide-de-camp of the Captain, who brought the letter announcing 
his mishap. If the servant had followed the Captain’s aidc-cle-camp 
wlu> carried the remittance, he would have seen that gentleman, a 
person of Costigan’s country loo (for have wc not said, that however 
poor an Irish gentleman is, he always has a poorer Irish gentleman 
to run on his errands qnd transact his pecuniary affairs?) call a cab from 
the nearest stand, and rattle down to the Ro^^cius’s Head, Ilailcquin 
Yard, Drury Lane, where the Captain w^as indeed m pawn, and for 
several glasses containing lum and water, or other spirituous refi sh- 
ment, of which he and his staff had partaken. On a third melancholy 
(occasion he wrote that he was attacked by illness, and wianted money 
to pay the physician whom he was compelled to call in ; and this 
time Lady Mirabel, alarmed about her father’s safety, and perhaps 
reproaching herself that she had of late lost sight of him, called for her 
^ carriage and drove to Shepherd’s Inn, at the gate of which she alighted, 
whence she found the way to her father's chambers, “ No. 4, third floor. 
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name of Podmore over the door,” the portress said, with many curtsies, 
pointing towards the door of the house into which the affectionate 
daughter entered and mounted the dingy stair. Alas ! the door, sur- 
mounted by the name of Podmore, was opened to her by poor Cos in 
his shirt-sleeves, and prepared with the gridiron to receive the mutton-- 
chops which Mrs. Bolton had gone to purchase. 

Also, it was not pleasant for Sir Charles Mirabel to have letters 
constantly addressed to him at Brookes’s with the information that 
Captain Costigan was in the hall, waiting for an answer; or when l.c 
went to play his rubber at the Travellers’, to be obliged to shoot out 
of his brougham and run up the steps rapidly, lest his father-in-law 
should seize upon him ; and to think tliat wliile he read his paper or 
played his whist, the Captain was walking on the opposite side of 
Pall Mall, with that dreadful cocked h^t, and the eye beneath it 
fixed steadily upon the windows of the club. Sir Charles was a weak 
man ; he was old, and had many infirmilies : he cried about his 
falhcr-in-law to his wife, whom he adored with senile infatuation : he 
said he must go abroad, -he must go and live in the country, — he 
should die, or have another fit if he saw tliat man again— he knew he 
should. And it was only by paying a second \ isjt to Captain Costigan, 
and representing to him, that if he plagued Sir Charles by letters, or 
addressed him in the street, or made any further applications for loans, 
his allowanc'c would be withdrawn altogether ; that Lady Mirabel was 
enabled to keep her pai)a in order, and to restore tranquillity to her 
husband. And on occasion of this visit, she sternly rebuked Bows 
for not keeping a better watch over the Captain ; desired that he should 
not be allowed to drink in that shameful way ; and that the people at 
the horrid taverns which he frequented should be told, upon no account 
to give him credit. “ Papa’s conduct is bringing me to the grave,” she 
said (though she looked perfectly healthy), “ and you, as an old man, 
Mr. Bows, and one that pretended to have a regard for us, ought to be 
ashamed of abetting him in it.” These %vcrc the thanks which honest 
Bows got for his friendship and his life’s devotion. And 1 do not sup- 
]^ose that the old philosopher was much worse off than many other 
men, or had greater reason to grumble. 

On the second floot of the next house to Bows’s, in Shepherd’s 
Inn, at No. 3 , live two other acquaintances of ours. Colonel Alta- 
mont, agent to the Nawaub of Lucknow, and Captain the Chevalier 
Edward Strong. No name at all is over their door. The Captain 
does not choose to let all the world know where he lives, and his 
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cords bear the address of a Jermyxi Street hotel ; and as for the 
Ambassador Plenipotentiary of the Indian potentate, he is not an 
envoy accredited to the Courts of St. James’s or Leadenhall Street, 
but is here on a confidential mission, quite independent of the East 
India Company or the Board of Control. ‘‘In fact,” as Strong 
says, “ Colonel Altamont’s object being financial, and to effectuate a 
sale of some of the principal diamonds and rubies of the Lucknow 
crown, his wish is mt to r^ort himself at the India House or in 
Cannon Row, but rather to negotiate with private capitalists — with 
whom he has had important transactions both in this country and on 
the Continent.” 

We have said thc-it these anonymous chambers of Strong’s had 
been very comfortably furnished since the arrival of Sir Francis 
Clavering In London, and the Chevalier might boast with reason to 
the friends who visited him, that few retired Captains were more 
snugly quartered than he, in his crib in Sheplicrd’s Inn. There were 
tlireo rot)ms below : the office where Strong transacted his business— 
whatever that might be — and where still remained the desk and 
,r.iilings of the departed officials who had preceded him, and the 
'Chevalier’s own bed-room and sitting-room ; and a private stair led 
out of the office to two upper apartments, the one occupied by 
('oloncl Altamont, and the other serving as the kitchen of the 
establishment, and the bedroom of Mr. Grady, the attendant. These 
1 ooms were on a level with the apartments of our friends Bows and 
Costigan next door at No. 4; and by reaching over the communi- 
tating leads, Grady could command the mignonette-box which 
bloomed in Hows s window. 

From Grady’s kitchen casement often came odours still more 
fragrant. The three old soldiers who formed the garrison of No. 4 
were all skilled in the culinary art. Grady was great at an Irish 
stew ; the Colonel was famous for pillaus and curries ; and as for 
Strong, he could cook anything. He madq French dishes and 
Spanish dishes, stews, fricassees, and omcletfes, to perfection ; nor 
Was there any man in England more hospitable than he when tus 
purse was full, or his credit was good. At those happy periods, 
he could give a friend, as he said, a good dinner, a good glass 
of wine, and a good song afterwards ; and poor Cos often heard 
^vith envy the roar of Strong’s choi*uscs, and the musical clinking of 
the glasses, as he sate in his own room, so far removed and yet so 
near to those festivities. It was not expedient to invite Mr. Costigan 
dways : his practice of inebriation was lamentable ; and he bored 
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Strong’s guests with his stories when sober^ and with his maudlin 
tears when drunk. 

A strange and motley set they were, these friends of the Chevalier; 
and though Major Pendennis would not much have relished their 
company, Arthur and Warrington liked it not a little. There was a 
history about every man of the set : they seemed all to have had 
their tides of luck and bad fortune. Most of them had wonderful 
schemes and speculations in their pockets, and plenty for making 
rapid and extraordinary fortunes. Jack Holt had been in Queen 
Christina’s army, when Ned Strong had fought on the other side ; 
and was now organising a little scheme for smuggling tobacco into 
London, which must bring thirty thousand a year to any man who 
would advance fifteen hundred, just to bribe the last officer of the 
Excise who held out, and had wind of the scheme. Tom Diver, who 
had been in the Mexican navy, knew of a specie-ship which had been 
sunk in the first ycjir of the war, with three hundred and eighty 
thousand dollars on board, and a hundred and eighty thousand 
pounds in bars and doubloons. " (jive me eighteen hundred 
pounds,” Tom said, and I’m off to-morrow. I take out four men, 
and a diving-bell with me ; and I return in ten months to take my 
seat in Parliament, by Jove ! and to buy back my family estate.” 
Keightlcy, the manager of the Tredyddhmi and Polwheedlc Copper 
Mines (which were as yet under water), besides singing as good a 
second as any professional man, and besides the Tredyddlum Office, 
had a Smyi'na Sponge Compan} , and a little quicksjh'er operation in 
view, which would set him straight with the world yet. Kilby had 
been everything : a corporal of dragoons, a ficld-prcacher, and mis- 
sionary-agent for converting the Irish ; an actor at a (Greenwich fair- 
booth, in front of which his father's attorney found him when the 
old gentleman died and left him that famous property, from which 
he got no rents now, and of which nobody exactly knew the situation. 
Added to these was Sir Francis Clavenng, Bart., who liked their 
society, though he did not much add to its amusements by his convi- 
vial powers. But he was made much of by the company now, on 
account of his wealth and position in the world. He told his little 
story and sang his little song or two with great affability ; and he had 
had his own history, too, before his accession to good fortune ; and 
had seen the inside of more prisons than one, and written his name 
on many a stamped paper. 

When Altamont first returned from Paris, and after he had 
communicated with Sir Francis Clavering from the hotel at whidi 
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he had taken up his quarters (and which he had reached in a very 
denuded state^ considering the wealth of diamonds and rubies with 
which this honest man was entrusted), Strong was sent to him by his 
patron the Baronet ; paid his little bill at the inn, and invited him to 
come and sleep for a night or two at -the chambers, where he subset 
quently took up his residence. To negotiate with this man was very 
well, but to have such a person settled in his rooms, and to be con- 
stantly burthened with such society, did not suit the Chevalier^s taste 
much ; and he grumbled not a little to his principal. 

“ I wish you would put this bear into somebody else’s cage,” he 
said to Clavering. “ The fellow’s no gentleman. I don't like walking 
with him. He dresses himself like a nigger on a holiday. I took 
him to the play the other night ; and, by Jove, sir, he abused the 
actor who was doing the part of villain in the play, and swore at him 
so, that the people in the boxes wanted to turn him out. The after- 
piece was the ‘Brigand,' where Wallack comes in wounded, you 
know, and dies. When he died, Altamont .began to cry like a child, 

and said it was a d d shame, and cried and swore so, that there 

was another row, and everybody laughing. Then I had to take him 
.Tway, because he wanted to take his coat off to one fellow who 
laughed at him ; and bellowed to him to stand up like a man. — ^Who 
IS he ? Where the deuce does he come from ? You had best tell me 
the whole story, Frank ; you must one day. You and he have robbed 
a church together, that's my belief. You had better get it off your 
mind at once, Clavering, and tell me what this Altamont is, and what 
hold he has over you.” 

“ Hang him ! I wish he was dead ! ” was the Baronet's only reply ; 
and his countenance became so gloomy, that Strong did not think fit 
to question his patron any further at that time ; but resolved, if need 
were, to try and discover for himself what was the secret tie between 
Altamont and Clavering. 
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CHAPTER V. 

IN WHICH THE COLONEL NARRATES SOME OF HIS ADVENTURES. 

A RL Y in the forenoon of the day 
after the dinner in Grosvenor 
Place, at which Colonel Alta- 
mont had chosen to appear, the 
Colonel emerged from his cham- 
ber in the upper story at Shep- 
herd’s Inn, and entered into 
Strong’s sitting-room, where 
the Chevalier sate in his easy 
chair with the newspaper and 
his cigar. He was a mart \A'ho 
made his tent comfortable 
wherever he pitched it, and 
long bcfoie Altainont’s arrival, 
had done justice to a copious 
breakfast of fried eggs and 
broiled iMshcrs, which Mr. 
Giady had prepared secundum 
artiin. Good-humoured and talkative, he pieferred any company 
rather than none ; and though he had not the least liking for his fellow- 
lodger, and w<nild not have grieved to hear that the accident had 
befallen him which Sir Francis Clavering desired so fervently, yet kept 
on fair terms with him. He had seen Altamont to bed with great 
friendliness on the night previous, and taken away his candle for fear 
of accidents; and finding a spirit-bottle empty, upon which he had 
counted for his nocturnal refreshment, had drunk a glass of water with 
perfect contentment over his pipe, before he turned into his ovra crib 
and to sleep. That enjoyment never failed him : he had always an 
easy temper, a faultless digestion, and a rosy cheek ; and whether he 
was going into action the next morning or to prison (and both had 
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been his lot), in the camp or the Fleet, the worthy Captain snored 
healthfully thirough the night, and woke with a good heart and appetite, 
for the struggles or difficulties or pleasures of the day. 

The first act of Colonel Altamcnt was to bellow to Grady for a 
pint of pale ale, the which he first poured into a pewter flagon, whence 
he transferred it to his own lips. He put down the tankard empty, 
drew a great breath, wiped his mouth in his dressing-gown (the differ* 
once of the colour of his beard from his dyed whiskers had long struck 
Captain Strong, who had seen too that his hair was fair under his 
black wig, but made no remarks upon these circumstances)— the 
Colonel drew a great breath, and professed himself immensely re- 
freshed by his draught. “Nothing like that beer,” he remarked, 
“ when the coppers are hot. Many a day IVe drunk a dozen of Bass 
at Calcutta, and— and ” 

“And at Lucknow, T suppose,” Strong said with a laugh. “I 
got the beer for you on purpose : knew you’d want it after last night.” 
And the Colonel began to talk about his adventures of the preceding 
evening. 

“ I cannot help myself,” the Colonel said, lieating his head with his 
big hand. “ I’m a madman when T get the liquor on board me ; and 
ain’t fit to be trusted with a spirit-bottle. When I once begin I can’t 
slop till I’ve emptied it; and when IVe swallowed it, Lord knows what 
1 say or what I don’t say. I dined at home here quite quiet Grady 
gave me just my two tumblers, and f intended to pcass the evening at 
the Black and Red as sober as a parson. Why did you leave that 
confounded sample-bottle of Hollands out of the cupboard, Strong? 
Grady must go out too, and leave me the kettle a-boiling for tea. It 
was of no use, I couldn’t keep away from it. Washed it all down, sir, 
by Jingo. And it’s my belief I had some more, too, afterwards at that 
mfcinal little thieves’ den.” 

“What, were you there loo?’’ Strong asked, “ and bcfoie you came 
lo Cirosvenor Place? That was begiimiiig betimes.” 

“ Early hours to be drunk and cleared out before nine o’clock, eh? 
But so it was. Yes, like a great big fool, I musj go there; and found 
the fellows dining, Blackland and young Moss, and two or three mo''e 
of the thieves. If we’d gone to Rouge ct Noir, I must have won. But 
we didn’t try the black and red. No, hang ’em, they know’d I’d have 
beat ’em at that— I must have beat ’em — I can’t help beating ’em, I 
tell you. But they was too cunning for me. That rascal Blackland 
got the bones out, and we played hazard on the dining-table. And I 
dropped all the money 1 Had from you in the morning, be hanged to 
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my luck. Jt was that that set me wild^ and 1 suppose 1 must have 
been very hot about the head, for I went off thinking to get some more 
money from Clavering, I recollect ; and then— and then I don’t much 
remember what' happened till 1 woke this morning, and heard old 
BowS at No. 3 playing on his planner/’ 

Strong mused for a while as he lighted his cigar with a coal. ‘‘ I 
should like to know how you always draw money from Clavering, 
Colonel,” he said. 

The Colonel burst out with a laugh— “ Ha, ha! he owes it me,” he 
said. 

“ I don't know that that’s a reason with Frank for paying,” Strong 
answered. “He owes plenty besides you.” 

“ Well, he gives it me because he is so fond of me,” the other said 
with the same grinning sneer. “He loves me like a brother; you 
know he does, Captain. — No.^ — He don’t?— Well, perhaps he don’t; 
and if you ask me no questions, perhaps I’ll tell you no lies. Captain 
Strong — put that in your pipe and smoke it, my boy,” 

“But 111 give up that confounded brandy-bottle,” the Colonel 
continued, after a pause. “ 1 must give it up, or it’ll be the ruin 
of me.” 

“ It makes you say queer things,” said the Captain, looking Alta- 
mont hard in the face. “ Remember what you said last night, at 
Clavering’s table.” , 

“ Say ? Wliat did I say ? ’’ asked the other hastily. “Did I split 
anything ? Dummy, Strong, did I split anything ? ” 

“Ask me no questions, and I will tell you no lies,” the Chevalier 
replied on his part. Strong thought of the words Mr. Altamont had 
used, and his abrupt departure from the Baronet’s dining-tabic and 
house as soon as he recognised Major Pendennis, or Captiiin Beak, as 
he called the Major. But Strong resolved to seek an explanation of 
these words otherwise than from Colonel Altamont, and did not choose 
to rccal them to the other’s memor>\ “ No,” he said then, “ you didn’t 
split as you call it, Colonel ; it was only a trap of mine to see if I could 
make you speak ; but you didn’t say a word that anybody could com- 
prehend — you were too far gone for that.” 

So much the better, Altamont thought ; and heaved a great sigh, 
as if relieved. Strong remarked the emotion, but took no notice, and 
the other being in a communicative mood, went on speaking. 

“Yes, I own to my faults,” continued the Colonel. “There is 
some things 1 can’t, do what 1 will, resist ; a bottle of brandy, a box 
of dice, and a beautiful woman. No man of pluck and spirit, no man 
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as was worth his salt over could, as 1 know pf. There’s hardly p’raps 
a country in the world in which them three ain’t got me into troulde.” 

Indeed?” said Strong. 

“ Yes, from the age of fifteen, when I ran away from home, and 
went cabin-boy on board an Indiaman, till now, when I’m fifty year 
ol J, pretty nigh, them women have always been my ruin. Why, it was 
one of ’em, and^with such black eyes and jewels on her neck, and 
sattens and ermine like a duchess, I tell you — it was one of 'em at 
Paris that swept off the best part of the thousand pound as I went off 
with. Didn’t I ever tell you of it? WeU, I don’t mind. At first I 
was very cautious, and having such a lot of money kep it close and 
lived like a gentleman— Colonel Altamont, Meurice’s hotel, and that 
sort of thing— never played, except at the public tables, and won alore 
than 1 lost. Well, sir, there was a chap that 1 saw at the hotel and 
the Palace Royal too, a regular swell fellow, with white kid gloves and 
a tuft to his chin, Bloundell-Illoiindell hi$ name was, as 1 made ac- 
(juaintance with somehow, and he asked me to dinner, and took me 
to Madame the Countess de Foljambe’s soir<5cs — such a woman, 
Strong ! — such an eye I — such a liand at the pianner. Lor bless you, 
she’d sit down and sing to you, and gaze at you, until she warbled 
your soul out of your body a’most. She asked me to go to her evening 
parties every Toosday; and didn’t I take opera-boxes and give her 
dinners at the restaurateur’s, that’s all? But I had a run of luck at 
the tables, and it was not in the dinners and opera-boxes that poor 
Clavering’s money went. No, be hanged to it, it was swep off in 
another way. One night, at the Countess’s, there was several of us at 
supper-— Mr, BloundclI-Bloundell, the Honourable Deuceace, the 
Marky de la Tour de Force — all tip-top nobs sir, and the height of 
fashion, when we had supper, and champagne you may be sure in 
plenty, and then some of that confounded brandy. T would have it 
—I would go on at it — the Countess mixed the tumblers of punch for 
me, and we had cards as well as grog after supper, and I played and 
drank until I don’t know what I did. I was {ike I was last night. I 
was taken away and put to bed somehow, and never woke until the 
next day, to a roaring headache, and to see my servant, who said the 
Honourable Deuceace wanted to see me, and was waiting in the 
sitting-room. ‘How are you, Colonel?’ says he, a coming into my 
bed-room. ‘How long did you stay last night after 1 went away? 
The play was getting too high for. me, and I’d lost enough to you for 
one night.’ 

“ ‘ To me,’ says I, ‘how’s that, my dear feller ?* (for though he was 
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sui Eajrl's son, we was a$ famiiiar aa yon and the.) * Hdw’s that, my 
dear feller says 1, and he tells me, that he bad borrowed thirty louis 
of me at vingt-et-un, that he gave me an l.O.U. it the night 
before, which I put into my pocket-book before he left the room. ^ I 
takes out my card-case— it was the Countess as worked it for me— 
and there was the l.O.U. sure enough, and he paid me thirty louis 
in gold down upon the table at my bed-side. So t said he was a 
gentleman, and asked him if he would like to take anything, when my 
servant should get it for him ; but the Honourable Deuceace don't 
drink of a morning, and he went away to some business which he said 
he had. 

Presently there's another ring at my outer door ; and this time 
it's Bloundell-Bloundell and the Marky that comes in. ‘ Bong jour, 
Marky,' says I. ^ Good morning — no headache ? ' says he. So 1 said 
I had one ; and how I must have been uncommon queer the night 
afore ; but they both declared I didn't show no signs of having had too 
much, but took my liquor as grave as a judge. 

** ' So,' says the Marky, ‘ Deuceace has been wilhyoij ; we met him 
in the Palais Royal ns we were coming from breakfast. ' Has he settled 
with you ? Get it while you can : he’s a slippery card ; and as he won 
three ponies of Bloundell, 1 recommend you to get your money while he 
has some.' 

“ ‘ He has paid me,* says I ; ‘but I knew no more than the dead 
that he owed me anything, and don’t remember a bit about lending him 
thirty louis. 

“The Marky and Bloundell looks and smiles at each other at 
this ; and Bloundell says, ‘ Colonel, you are a queer feller. No man 
could have supposed, from your manners, that you had tasted anything 
stronger than tea all night, and yet you foiget things in the morning. 
Come, come,— tell that to the marines, my friend, — we won't have it at 
any price.' 

“ ^En says the Marky, twiddling his little black mustachios in 
the chimney-glass, and making a lunge or two as he used to do at the 
fencing-school. (He was a wonder at the fencing-school, and I've seen 
him knock down the image fourteen times running, at Lepage's.) * Let 
us speak of affairs. Colonel, you understand that affairs of honour are 
best settled at once : perhaps it won’t be inconvenient to you to arrange 
our little matters of last night.' 

“‘What little matters?' says L ^Do you owe me any money, 
Marky ? ' 

“ ‘ Bah ! ' says he ; ‘do not let us have any more jesting. I have 
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yotir n^te of blatod for diree hundred and forty louis. La void/ ^ says 
h^ taking out a pap<^ from his pocket* book. 

And mine for two hundred and ten/ says BloundeU-Bloundell, 
akid he pulls out his bit of paper. . 

“ 1 was in such a rage of wonder at thiS| that 1 sprang out of bed, 
and wrapped my dressing-gown round me. * Are you come here to 
make a fool of me?* says I. ‘ I don*t owe you two hundred, or two 
thousand, or two louis ; and I won’t pay you a farthing. Do you 
suppose you can catch me with your notes of hand? I laugh at *em, 
and at you ; and I believe you to be a couple—— * 

‘ A couple of what ? * says Mr. Bloundell. ^ You, of course, are 
aware that we are a couple of men of honour, Colonel Altamont, and 
not come here to trifle or to listen to abuse from you. You will either 
pay us or we will expose you as a cheat, and chastise you as a cheat, 
too,* says Bloundell. 

“ ‘ Ouiy parbleUy says the Marky, — but I didn't mind him, for I 
could have thrown the little fellow out of the window ; but it was 
different with Bloundell, — he was a large man, that weighs three stone 
more than me, and stands six inches higher, and I tliink he could have 
done for me. 

“ ‘ Monsieur will pay, or Monsieur will give me the reason why. I 
believe you’re little better than a poitsson. Colonel Altamont/ — that was 
the phrase he used*’— Altamont said with a grin — “ and 1 got plenty 
more of this language from the two fellers, and was in the thick of the 
row with them, when another of our party came in. This was a friend 
of mine— 'a gent I had met at Boulogne, and had taken to the Countess’s 
myself. And as he hadn’t played at all on the previous night, and had 
actually warned me against Bloundell and the others, I told the story 
to him, and so did the other two. 

“ ‘ 1 am very sorry,’ says he. * You would go on playing : the 
Countess entreated you to discontinue. These gentlemen offered 
repeatedly to stop. It was you that insisted on the large stakes, not 
they.* In fact he charged dead against me : ^d when the two othcr)^ 
went away, he told me how the Marky would shoot me as sure my 
name was — was what it is. ‘I left the Countess crying, too/ said he. 
^ She hates these two men ; she has warned you repeatedly against 
them* (which she actually had done, and often told me never to play 
with them), ‘ and now, Colonel, I have left her in hysterics almost, lest 
there should be any quarrel betwe^en you, and that confounded Marky 
should put a bullet through your head. It’s my belief/ says my friend 
that that woman is distractedly in love with you.* 
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Do you think so ? * says I ; upon which my friend told me how 
she had actually gone down on her knees to him and said, < Save 
Colonel Altamont ! ' 

As soon as I was dressed, I went and called upon that lovely 
woman. She gave a shriek and pretty near fainted when she saw me. 
She called me Ferdinand, — Fm blest if she didn^t.” 

“ I thought your name was Jack," said Strong, with a laugh ; at 
which the Colonel blushed very much behind his dyed whiskers. 

‘^A man may have more names than one, mayn’t he, Strong?" 
Altamont asked. “ When I’m with a lady, I like to take a good one. 
She called me by my Christian name. She cried fit to break your 
heart. I can’t stand seeing a woman cry— never could— not whilst I’m 
fond of her. She said she could not bear to think of my losing so much 
money in her house. Wouldn’t I take her diamonds and necklaces, 
and pay part ? 

“ I swore I wouldn't touch a farthing’s worth of her jewellery, which 
perhaps I did not think was worth a great deal,— but what can a woman 
do more than give you her all ? That’s the sort 1 like, and I know 
there’s plenty of 'em. And I told her to be easy about the money, for 
I would not p*iy one single farthing. 

‘‘‘Then they’ll shoot you,’ says she ; ‘ they’ll kill my Ferdinand.”’ 

“They’ll kill my jack wouldn’t have sounded well in French," 
Strong said, laughing. 

“ Never mind about names,” said tlic other sulkily : “ a man of 
honour may take any name he chooses, 1 suppose." 

“ Well, go on with your story," said Strong, “ She said they would 
kill you.” 

“ ‘ No,’ says I, ' they won’t . for I will not let that scamp of a Marquis 
send me out of the world ; and if he lays a hand on me, I’ll brain him, 
Marquis as he is.’ 

“ At this the Countess shrank bat k from me as if I had said some- 
thing very shocking. * Do I understand Colonel Altamont aright?’ 
says she ; ‘ and that a British officer refuses to meet any person who 
provokes him to the field of honour?’ 

“ * Field of honour be hanged, Countess ! ’ says 1. ‘ You would not 
gave me be a target for that little scoundrel’s pistol pnactice ?’ 

“ * Colonel Altamont/ says the Countess, ‘ 1 thought you were a man 
of honour — I thought, I —but no matter. ( iood-bye, sir.’ — And she was 
sweeping out of the room, her voice regular choking in her pocket- 
handkerchief. 

“ ' Countess I ’ says I, rushing after her and seizing her hand. 
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Leave me, Monsieur le Colonel,’ says she. shaking me off, <my 
father >vas a General of the Grand Army. A soldier should know how 
to pay (til his debts of honour.’ 

What could 1 do ? Everybody was against me. Caroline said 1 
had lost the money : though I didn’t remember a syllable al>out the 
business. 1 had taken Dcuceace's money too ; but then it was because 
he offered it to me you know, and that's a different thing. Every one 
of these chaps was a man of fashion and honour ; and the Marky and 
the Countess of the first families in France. And by Jove, sir, rather 
than offend her, 1 paid the money up : five hundred and sixty gold 
Napoleons, by Jove : besides three hundred which 1 lost when I had 
my revenge. 

** And I can’t tell you at this minute whether I was done or not/’ 
concluded the Colonel, musing. “ Sometimes I think I was : but then 
Caroline was so fond of me. That woman would never have seen me 
done : never, Finsure she wouldn’t : atl€;^st,if she would, I’m deceived 
in woman.” 

Any further revelations of his past life which Altamont might 
have been disposed to confide to his honest comrade the Chevalier, 
were interrupted by a knocking at the outer door of their chambers ; 
which, when opened by (}rady the servant, admitted no less a 
person than Sir Francis Clavering into the presence of the two 
worthies. 

“ The Governor, by Jove,” cried Strong, regarding the arrival of his 
patron with surprise. “ What’s brought you here? ” growled Altamont, 
looking sternly from under his heavy eyebrows at the Haronet. " It’s 
no good, I warrant.” And indeed, good very seldom brought Sir 
Francis Clavering into that or any other place. 

Whenever he came into Shepherd’s Inn, it was money that 
brought the unlucky Baronet into those precincts ; and there was 
commonly a gentleman of ilie money-dealing world in waiting for 
him at Strong’s chambers, or at Campion’s.below ; and a question of 
bills to negotiate or to renew. Clavering w^s a man who had never 
looked his debts fairly in the face, familiar as he had been with ^hem 
all his life ; as long as he could renew a bill, his mind was easy 
regarding it ; and he would sign almost anything for to-morrow, 
provided to-day could be left unmolested. He was a man whom 
scarcely any amount of fortune could have benefited permanently, and 
who was made to be ruined, to ch” it small tradesmen, to be the victim 
of astuter sharpers : to be niggardly and reckless, and as destitute of 
honesty as the people who cheated him, and a dupe, chiefly because 
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he was too mean to be a successful knave. He had told more lies in 
his time> and tmdergone more baseness of stratagem in order to stave 
off a small debt^ or to swindle a poor creditor, than would have sufficed 
to make a fortune for a braver rogue. He was abject and a shuffler 
in the very height of his prosperity. Had he been a Crown Prince — 
he could not have been more weak, useless, dissolute or ungrateful. 
He could not move through life except leaning on the arm of some- 
body ; and yet he never had an agent but he mistrusted him ; and 
marred any plans which might be arranged for his benefit, by secretly 
acting against the people whom he employed. Strong knew Clavering, 
and judged him quite correctly. It was not as friends that this pair 
met ; but the Chevalier worked for his principal, as he would when in 
the army have pursued a harassing march, or undergone his part in 
the danger and privations of a siege ; Ijecause it was his duty, and 
because he had agreed to it. “ Wliat is it he wants ? thought the 
two officers of the Shepherd’s Inn garrison, when the Baronet aime 
among them. 

H is pale face expressed extreme anger and irritation. So, sir,” he 
said, addressing Altamont, “ youVe been at your old tricks.” 

Which of ’urn ? ” asked Altamont, ith a sneer. 

You liave been at the Rouge ct Noir : you were there last night,” 
cried the Baronet. . 

“How do you know, — were you there?” tlic other said. “ I was 
at the Club : but it wasn’t on the colours 1 played,— ask the Captain, 
— IVe been telling him of it. 1 1 was with the bones. 1 1 was at hazard, 
Sir Francis, upon my word and honour it was ; ” and he looked at the 
Baronet with a knensing humorous mock humility^, which only seemed 
to make the other more angry. 

“What the deuce do I care, sir, how a man like you loses his 
money, and whether it is at hazard oi roulette?” screamed the 
Baronet, with a multiplicity c*f oaths, and <it the top of his voice, 
“^Miat I will not have, sir, lo that you should use my name, or 
couple it with yours. — Damn him, Strong, why don’t you keep him in 
better order ? I tell you he has gone and used my name again, sir,— 
drawn a bill upon me, and lost the money on the table — 1 can’t stand 
it— 1 won’t stand it. Flesh and blood won’t bear it— Do you know 
how much 1 have paid for you, sir ? ” 

“This was only a very little ’un, Sir Francis — only fifteen pound, 
Captain Strong, they wouldn’t stand another : and it oughtn’t to anger 
you, Governor. Why it’s so trifling I did not even mention it to 
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Strong^-^id 1 now, Captain ? I protest it had quite slipped my 
memory, and all on account of that confounded liquor 1 took.” 

** Liquor or no liquor, sir, it is no business of mine. 1 don’t care 
what you drink, or where you drink it— only it shaii*t be in my house. 
And I will not have you breaking into my house of a night, and a 
fellow like you intruding himself on my company ; hOw dared you 
show yourself in Grosvenor Place last night, sir,-— and— and what do 
you suppose my friends must think of me when they see a man of 
your sort walking into iny dining-room uninvited, and drunk, and 
calling for liquor as if you were the master of the house ? ” 

They’ll think you know some very queer sort of people, I dare 
say,” Altamont said with impenetrable good-humour. “Look here, 
JJaronet, 1 apologise ; on my honour I do, and ain’t an apology enough 
between two gentlemen 1 It vras a strong measure I own, walking 
into your cuddy, and calling for drink as if I was the Captain : but I 
had had too much before, you sec, that’s why I wanted some more ; 
nothing can be moie simple — and it was* because they wouldn’t give 
inc no more money upon your name at the Black and Red, that I 
thought 1 would come down and speak to you about it. To refuse 
me was nothing ; but to refuse a bill drawn on you that have been 
such a friend to the shop, and arc a baronet and a member of parliji- 
ment, and a gentleman and no mistake — Damme, it’s ungrateful,” 
“By heavens, if ever you do it again— If ever you dare to show 
yourself in my house ; or give my name at a gambling-house or at any 
other house, by Jove — at any other house — or give any reference at 
all to me, or speak to me in the street, by Gad, or anywhere else 
until 1 speak to you — I’ll disclaim you altogether — I won’t give you 
another shilling. ” 

“ Governor, don’t be provoking,” Altamont said, surlily. “ Don*t 
talk to me about daring to do this thing or t’other, or when my dander 
is up it’s the very thing to urge me on. I oughtn’t to have come last 
night, I know I oughtn’t : but I told you I was drunk, and that ought 
to be sufficient between gentleman and gentleman.” 

“ You a gentleman ! dammy, sir,’’ said tlte Baronet, “ how dares a 
fellow like you to call himself a gentleman ? ” , 

“ I ain’t a baronet, I know,” growled the other ; “ and Tve forgotten 
how to be a gentleman almost now, but — ^but I was one once, and my 
father was one, and I’ll not have this sort of talk from you, Sir F. Cla- 
vering, that’s flat. I want to go abroad again. Why don’t you edme 
down with the money, and let me go ? Why the devil are you to be 
rolling in riches, and me to have none ? Why should you have a house 
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and, a table coveied with plate, andrme be in a garret here in this beg- 
garly Shepherd’s Inn ? We’re partners, ain't we ? I’ve as goocl, a 
right to be rich as you have, haven’t I ? Tell the story to Strong here, 
if you like ; and ask him to be umpire between us. I don’t mind letting 
my secret out to a man that won’t split Look here, Strong— perhaps 
you guess the story already — ^the fact is, me and the Governor ” — 

" D — y hold your tongue,” shrieked out the Baronet in a fury. 

You shall have the money as soon as I can get it. I ain’t made of 
money. I’m so pressed and badgered, I don’t know where to turn. 
1 shall go mad ; by Jove, 1 shall. I wish I was dead, for I’m the 
most miserable brute alive. I say, Mr. Altamont, don’t mind me. 
When I’m out of health— and I’m devilish bilious this morning — 
hang me, I abuse everybody, and don’t know what I say. Excuse 
me if I’ve offended you. I — I’ll try and get that little business done. 
Strong shall try. Upon my word he shall. And I say, Strong, my 
boy, I want to .speak to you. Come into the office for a minute.” 

Almost all Clavering’s assaults ended in this ignominious way, 
and in a shameful retreat. Altamont sneered aftei the Baronet as 
he left the room, and entered into the office, to talk privately with 
his factotum. 

** What is the matter now ? ” the latter asked of him. “ It’s the 
old story, I suppose.” 

“ D — it, yesV’ the Baronet said. I dropped two hundred in 
ready money at the Little Coventry last night, and gave a cheque for 
three hundred more. On her ladyship’s bankers, too, for to-morrow ; 
and I must meet it, for there’ll be the deuce to pay else. The last time 
she paid my play-debts, I swore 1 would not touch a dice-box again, 
and she’ll keep her word, Strong, and dissolve partnership, if I go on. 
I wish I had three hundred a year, and was away. At a German 
watering-place you can do devilish well with three hundred a year. 
But my habits are so d — reckless : 1 wish I was in the Serpentine. 
I wish I was dead, by Gad I wish I was. I wish I had never touched 
those confounded bones. I had ^uch a run of luck last night, with 
five for the main, and seven to five all night, until those ruffians 
wanted to pay me with Altamont’s bill upon me. The luck turned 
from that minute. Never held the box again for three mains, and 
came away cleared out, leaving that infernal cheque behind me. How 
shall I pay it ? Blackland won’t hold it over. Hulkcr and Bullock 
will write about it directly to her ladyship. By Jove, Ned, I’m the 
most miserable brute in all England.” 

It was necessary for Ned to devise some plan to console the 
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Barone imder this pressure of grifef; and no doubt he found the 
me^ns of procuring a'loan for his patron, for he was doseted at Mr. 
Campion^s offices that day for some time. Altamont had once more 
a guinea or two in his pocket, with a promise of a farther settlement ; 
and the Baronet had no need to wish himself dead for the next two oi 
three months at least And Strong, putting together what he had 
learned from the Colonel and Sir Francis, ^gan to form in his own 
mind a pretty accurate opinion as to the nature of the tie which bound 
the two men together. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A CHAPTER or CONVERSAHONS 

VrERY day, after the enter- 
tamments at Grosvenor 
J^lace and Greenwich, of 
which we have seen Majoi 
Pcndennis partake, the 
woi thy gentleman’s friend 
ship and roidialily for the 
Chi\eiing fiinily seemed 
to increase His calls 
ULie frequent , hib atten 
lions to tiic 1 idy of the 
house unremitting An 
old man about towii, he 
had tlic good foitune to be 
iccei\cd in inan> houses, 
It which T. lad) of Lad> 
CIa\ ei ing s distinction 
ought aKo to be seen 
Would hti lad) ship not 
like to be piesent at the 
tyV'ind entertainment at 
Gaunt House ? There 
was to be a very pt<tt> bieikfast ball at Viscount Mariowfat’s, at 
Fulhiin Eveiybod) ^vas to be there (including august personages of 
the highest lank;, «and thcic ^^as to be a Watteau quadrille, in which 
Miss Amoiy would surely lo >k chaiming To these and other amuse- 
ments the obsequious old gentleman kindly offered to conduct Lady 
Claveiing, and was also leady to make himself useful to the Baronet 
in any way agreeable lo the latter 

In spite of his present station and fortune, the world persisted in 
looking rather coldly upon Clavenng, and strange suspicious rumours 
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followed him about He was blackballed at two clubs in succession. 
In the House of Comnums^ he only conversed with a few of the most 
disreputable members of that famous body, having a happy knack of 
choosing bad society, and adapting himself naturally to it, as other 
people do to the company of their betters. To name all the senators 
with whom Clavering consorted, would be invidious. We may mention 
only a few. There was Captain Raff, the honourable member for 
Epsom, who retired after the last Goodwood races, having accepted, 
as Mr. Hotspur, the whip of the party, said, a mission to the Levant ; 
there was Hustingson, the patriotic member for Islington, whose voice 
is never heard now denunciating corruption, since his appointment to 
the Governorship of Coventry Island ; there was Bob Freeny, of the 
Booterstown Freenys, who is a dead shot, and of whom we therefore 
wish to speak with every respect ; and of all these gentlemen, with 
whom in the course of his professional duly Mr. Hotspur had to confer, 
there was none for whom he had a more thorough contempt and 
dislike than for Sir Francis Clavering, the representative of an ancient 
race, who had sat for their o\\ n borough of Clavering time out of mind 
in the House. If that man is anted for a division,” Hotspur said, 
to one he is to be found in a hell. He was educated in the 
Fleet, and he has not heard the end of Newgale yet, take my word for 
It. He’ll muddle away the Begum’s fortune at thimblc-rig, be caught 
picking pockets, and finish on board the hulks.” And if the high- 
born Hotspur, with such an opinion of Clavering, could yet from 
professional reasons be civil to him, why should not Mixjor Pendennis 
also have reasons of his own for being attentive to this unlucky 
gentleman ? 

“ He has a veiy good cellar and a very good cook,” the Major 
said ; “ as long as he is silent he is not offensive, and he very seldom 
speaks. If he chooses to frequent gambling-tables, and lose his 
money to blacklegs, what matters to me ? Don’t look too curiously 
into any man’s affairs, Pen my boy ; every fellow has some cupboard 
in his house, begad, which he would not like yoM and me to peep into. 
Why should we try, when the rest of the house is open to us ? And 
a devilish good house, too, as you and 1 know. And if the man c f the 
family is not all one could wish, the women arc excellent. Th» 
Begum is not over-refined, but as kind a woman as ever lived, and 
devilish clever too ; and as for the little Blanche, you know ray 
opinion about her, you rogue ; you know my belief is that she is sweet 
on you, and would have you for the asking. But you arc growing 
such a great man, that I suppose you won’t be content under a Duke’s 
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daughter— Hey, sir? 1 recommend you to ask one of them, and 
try.” 

Perhaps Pen was somewhat intoxicated by his success in the 
world ; and it may also have entered into the young man's mind (his 
uncle's perpetual hints serving not a little to encourage the notion) 
that Miss Amory was tolerably well disposed to renew the little dirta- 
tion whicli had been carried on in the early days of both of them, by 
the banks of the rural Brawl. But he was little disposed to marriage, 
he said, at that moment, and, adopting some of his uncle’s worldly 
tone, spoke rather contemptuously of the institution, and in favour of 
a bachelor life. 

« You are very happy, sir,” said he, and you get on very well 
alone, and so do I. With a wife at my side, 1 should lose my place 
in society ; and I don’t, for my part, much fancy retiring into the 
country with a Mrs. Pendennis ; or taking my wife into lodgings to be 
waited upon by the servant-of-aIl*work. The period of my little illu- 
sions is over. You cured me of my first love, who certainly was a fool, 
and would have had a fool for her husband, and a very sulky dis- 
contented husband too if she had taken me. We young fellows live 
fast, sir ; and I feel as old at fivc-and-twenty as many of the old fo— 
the old bachelors — whom 1 see in the bow-window at Bays’s. Don’t 
look offended, 1 only mean that 1 am bias/ about love matters, and 
that I could no more fan myself into a flame for Miss Amory now, 
than I could adore Lady Mirabel over again. I wish I could ; I rather 
like Sir Mirabel for his infatuation about her, and think his passion is 
the most respectable part of his life.” 

Sir Charles Mirabel was always a theatrical man, sir,” the Major 
said, annoyed that his nephew should speak flippantly of any person 
of Sir Charles’s rank and station. "He has been occupied with 
theatricals since his early days. He acted at Carlton House when he 
was Page to the Prince he has been mixed up with that sort of 
thing : he could afford to marry whom he chooses ; and Lady Mirabel 
is a most respectable woman, received everywhere — everywhere, mind. 
The Duchess of Connaught receives her, Lady Rockminster receives 
her— it doesn’t become young fellows to speak lightly of people in that 
station. There’s not a more respectable woman in England than Lady 
Mirabel r—and the old fogies, as you call them, at Bays’s, are some 
of the first gentlemen in England, of whom you youngsters had best 
learn a little manners, and a little breeding, and a little modesty.” 
And the M ajor began to think that Pen was growing exceedingly pert V 
and conceited, and that the world made a great deal too much of him. 
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The Major’s anger amused Pen. He studied his uncle’s pecu- 
liarities with a constant relish^ and was always in a good humour with 
his worldly old Mentor. I am a youngster of fifteen years’ standing, 
sir,” he said, adroitly, ‘‘ and if you think that are disrespectful, you 
should see those of the present generation. A protdgd of yours came 
to breakfast with me the other day. You told me to ask him, and I 
did it to please you. We had a day’s sights together, and dined at 
the club, and went to the play. ^ He said the wine at the Polyanthus 
was not so good as Ellis’s wine at Richmond, smoked Warrington’s 
Cavendish after breakfast, and when 1 gave him a sovereign as a fare- 
well token, said he had plenty of them, but would take it to show he 
wasn’t proud.” 

“Did he? — did you ask young Clavering?” cried the Major, 
appeased at once — “fine boy, rather wild, but a fine boy — parents like 
that sort of attention, and you can’t do better than pay it to our 
worthy friends of Gresvenor Place. And so you took him to the play 
and tipped him ? 'rh€tt was right, sir, was right : ” with which 
Mentor quitted Telcmarlnis, thinking that tl^e young men were not so 
very bad, and that he sliould mtikc something of that fellow yet 

As Master CLavering grew into years and stature, he became too 
strong for the authority of liis fond parents and governess ; and rather 
governed them than permitted himself to be led by their orders. 
With his papa he was silent and sulky, seldom making his appearance, 
however, in the neighbourhood of that gentleman ; with Ins njamma 
he roared and fought when any contest between them arose as to the 
gratifiration of his appetite, or other wish of liis heart ; and in his 
disputes with his governess o\cr his book, he kicked that quiet 
<'rcaiurc’s shins so fiercely, that she was entiiely overmastered and 
subdued by him. And he would have so ti rated his sister Blanche, 
too, and did on one or two occasions attempt to prevail over her ; 
‘A't she showed an immense resolution and spirit on her part, and 
boxed his ears so soundly, that he forbore from molesting Miss 
Amory, as he did the governess and his niai)ima, and his mamma’s 
maid. 

At length, when the family came to London, Sir Francis gave 
fi)rth his opinion, that “ the little beggar had best be sent to school.” 
Accordingly the young son and heir of the house of Clavering was 
despatched to the Rev. Otto Rose’s establishment at Twickenham, 
where young noblemen and gentlemen were received preparatory to 
*if(eir introduction to the great English public schools. 
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It i$ not our ihtention to follow Master Claveting in ecbokstic 
^career ; tbe paths to the Temple of Learning were made mdre easy 
to him than they were to some Qf us of eaiiier generations* He 
advanced towards that fane in a carriage^and-four^ So to speak, and 
might halt and take refreshment almost whenever he pleased. He 
‘wore varnished boots from the earliest period of youth, and had 
cambric handkerchiefs and lemon-coloured kid gloves, of the smallest 
size ever manufactured by Pnvat, They dressed regularly at Mr. Rose's 
to come down to dinner j the young gentlemen had shawl dressing- 
gowns, fires in their bed-rooms, horse and carriage exercise occasion- 
ally, and oil for their hair. Corporal punishment was altogether 
dispensed with by the Principal, who thought that moral discipline 
was entirely sufficient to lead youth ; and the boys were so rapidly 
advanced in many branches of learning, that they acquired the art of 
drinking spirits and smoking cigars, even before they were old enough 
to enter a public school. Young Frank Clavering stole his father's 
Havannahs, and conveyed them to school, or smoked them in the 
stables, at a surprisingly early period of life, and at ten years old 
drank his champagne almost as stoutly as any whiskered cornet of 
dragoons could do. 

When this interesting youth came home for his vacations, Major 
Pendennis was^ as laboriously civil and gracious to him as he was to 
the rest of the family ; although the boy had rather a contempt for 
old Wigsby, as the Major was denominated, — mimicked him behind 
his back, as the polite M»njor bowed and smirked to Lady Clavering 
or Mies Amory ; and drew rude caricatures, such as are designed by 
ingenious youths, in which the Major’s wig, his nose, his tie, &c., were 
represented with artless exaggeration. Untiring in his efforts to be 
agreeable, the Major wished that Pen, too, should take particular 
notice of this child ; incited Arthur to invite him to his chambers, to 
give him a dinner at the club, to take him to Madame Tussaud’s, the 
Tower, the play, and so forth, and to tip him, as the phrase is, at 
the end of the day's pleasures. Arthur, who was good-natured and 
fond of children, went through all these ceremonies one day ; had the 
boy to breakfast at the Temple, where he made the most contemp- 
tuous remarks regarding the furniture, the crockery, and the tattered 
state of Warrington's dressing-gown ; and smoked a short pipe, and 
recounted the history of a fight between Tuffy and Long Biggings, at 
Rose’s, greatly to the edification of the two gentlemen, his hosts. 

As the Major rightly predicted, Lady Clavering was very gratefiil 
for Arthur’s attention to the boy ; more grateful than the lad himselff 
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who took attentions as a matter of and vtry^ likely had more 
sovereigns in bis pocket than poor Fen, who generously gave hitti one 
of bis own slender stock of those ^coins. 

The Major, iwith the sharp eyes with which Nature endowed him, 
and with the glasses of age and experience, watched this boy, and 
surveyed his position in the family without seeming to be rudely 
curious about their affairs. But, as a country neighbour, one who 
had many family obligations to the Claverings, an old man of the 
world, he took occasion to find out what Lady Claveringf’s means 
were, how her capital was disposed, and what the boy was to inherit. 
And setting himself to work, — for what purposes will appear, no 
doubt, ulteriorly, — he soon had got a pretty accurate knowledge of 
Lady Clavering’s affairs and fortune, and of the prospects of her 
daughter and son. The daughter was to have but a slender pro- 
vision ; the bulk of the property was as before has been said, to go to 
the son, — his fatlier did not care for him or anybody else, — his mother 
was dotingly fond of him as the child of her latter days,— his sister 
disliked him. Such may be stated, in round numbers, to be the 
result of the information which Major Pendennis got. Ah I my dear 
madam,” he would say, patting the head of the boy, “this boy may 
wear a baron’s coronet on his bead on some future coronation, if 
matters are but managed rightly, and if Sir Francis Clavering would 
but play his cards well” 

At this the widow Amory heaved a deep sigh. “ He plays only 
too much of his cards, Major, Tm afraid,” she said. The Major 
owned that he knew as much ; did not disguise that he had heard of 
Sir Francis Clavering’s unfortunate propensity to play ; pitied Lady 
Clavering sincerely; but spoke with such genuine sentiment and 
sense, that her ladyship, glad to find a person of experience to whom 
she could confide, her grief and her condition, talked about them 
pretty unreservedly to Major Pendennis, and was eager to have his 
advice and consolation. Major Pendennis became the Begum's 
confidant and house-friend, and as a mother/ a wife, and a o^italist, 
she consulted him. 

He gave her to understand (showing at the same time a great 
deal of respectful sympathy) that he was acquainted with some of the 
circumstances of her first unfortunate marriage, and with even the 
person of her late husband, whom he remembered in Calcutta— when 
she was living in seclusion with her father. The poor lady, with 
fJ^rs of shame more than of grief in her eyes, told her version of her 
^Jry. Going back a child to India after two years at a Eurd^iean 
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school, she had met Amory, and foolishly mamed him. " Oh, yo 
don't know how miserable that man made me,” she said, ^ or what \ 
Itfe I passed betwixt him and my father. Before 1 saw him 1 hac 
hever seen a man except my father's clerks and native servants 



You know we didn’t go into society in Indii on account of ” (“ I 

know/ said Major Pendennis, with a bow) “ I was a wild, romantic 
child, my head was full of novels which 1 d read at school— I listened 
to hib wild 'Jtorios and adventures, for he was a danng fellow, and I 
thought he talked beautifully of those calm nights on the passage out, 
when he used to . . Well, I mamed him, and I was wretched fiom 
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that day^wretdied with my whom character you know, Maj&> 
Peudennisj and 1 won’t spi^ of : hut he wasn’t a good man, sir,**- 
neither to my poor mother, nor to me, except that he left me his 
money, *-nor to no one else that I ever heard of ; and he didn’t do many 
kind actions in his lifetime, I’m afraid. And as for Amory, he was 
almost worse ; he was a spendthrift when my father was close : he 
drank dreadfully, and was furious when in that way. He wasn’t in 
any way a good or faithful husband to me, Major Pendennis ; and if 
he’d died in the gaol before his trial, instead of afterwards, he would 
have saved me a deal of shame and of unhappiness since, sir.” Lady 
Clavering added : " For perhaps I should not have married at all if I 
had not been so anxious to change his horrid name, and I have not 
been happy in my second husband, as I suppose you know, sir. 
Ah, Major Pendennis, I’ve got money to be sure, and I’m a lady, and 
people fancy I’m very happy, but I ain’t. We all have our cares, and 
grirfs, and troubles : and many’s the day that I sit down to one of my 
grand dinners with an aching heart, and many a night do I lay 
awake on my fine bed, a great deal more unhappy than the maid that 
makes it. For I’m not a happy woman, Major, for all the world says ; 
and envies the Begum her diamonds, and carriages, and the great 
company that comes to my house. I’m not happy in my husband ; 
I’m not happy in my daughter. She ain’t a good girl like that dear 
Laura Bell at Fairoaks. She’s cost me many a tear though you don’t 
see ’em ; and she sneers at her mother because I haven’t had learning 
and that. How should I ? 1 was brought up amongst natives till I 
was twelve, and went back to India when I was fourteen. Ah, Major, 
I should have been a good woman if 1 had had a good husband. 
And now I must go upstairs and wipe my eyes, for they’re red with 
cryin’. And Lady Rockminster’s a-comin’, and we’re goin’ to ’ave a 
drive in the Park.” And when Lady Rockminster made her appear- 
ance, there was not a trace of tears or vexation on Lady Clavering’s 
face, but she was full of spirits, and bounced out with her blunders 
and talk, and murdered the king’s English witli the utmost liveliness 
and good humour. j 

“ Begad, she is not such a bad woman ! ” the Major thought 
within himself. “She is not refined, ceitainly, and calls ^Apollo’ 
‘ Apoller ; ’ but she has some heart, and I like that sort of thing, and 
a devilish deal of money, too. Three stars in India Stock to her 
name, begad ! which that young cub is to have — is he ? ” And he 
thought how he should like to see a little of the money transferred to 
VOL. IL F 
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Miss anil) better stilli one of those stars shining in the tuunO 

of Mr. Arthur Pendennis. 

StiU bent upon pursuing his schemes, whatsoever they might be, 
the bid nego^tor took the privilege of his intimacy and age, to talk 
in a kin<|L^ and fatherly manner to Miss Blanche, when he fbund 
occasion to see her alone He came in so frequently at luncheon- 
time, and became so familiar with the ladies, that they did not even 
hesitate to quarrel before him ; and Lady Clavering, whose tongue 
‘ was loud, and temper brusque, had many a battle with the Sylphide 
in the family friend's presence. Blanche's wit seldom failed to have 
the mastery in these encounters, and the keen barbs of her arrows 
drove her adversary discomfited away. “ I am an old fellow," the 
Major said ; I have nothing to do in life. I have my eves open. 

1 keep good counsel. I am the friend of both of you ; and if you 
choose to quarrel before me, why I shan't teU any one. But you are 
two good people, and I intend to make it up between you. I have 
between lots of people — husbands and wive**, fathers and sons, 
daughters and mammas, before this. 1 like it ; I've nothing else to 
do." 

One day, then, the old diplomatist entered Lady Clavering^s 
drawing-room, just as the Utter quitted it, evidently in a high state 
of indignation, and ran past him up the stairs to her own apartments. 
<< She couldn’t speak to him now," she said ; she was a great deal 
too angry with that — ^that— that little wicked" — anger choked the rest 
of the words, or prevented their utterance until Lady Clavering had 
passed out of hearing. 

“My dear good Miss Amory," the Major said, entering the 
drawing-room, “ I see what is happening. You and mamma have been 
disagreeing. Mothers and daughters disagree in the best families. 
It was but last week that I healed up a quarrel between Lady 
Clapperton and her daughter Lady Claudia. Lady Lear and her 
eldest daughter have not spoken for fourteen years. Kinder and 
more worthy people than these I never knew in the whole course of 
my life ; for everybody but each other admirable. But they can’t live 
together : they oughtn’t to live together : and I wish, my dear 
creature, with all my soul, that J could see >ou with an establishment 
of your own— for there is no woman in London who could conduct 
one better— with your own establishment, making your own home 
happy." 

“ I am not very happy in this one,” said the Sylphide ; “and the 
stupidity of mamma is enough to provoke a saint." 
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Precisely so ; you are not '‘suited to one another. Your mother 
committed one fault in early life— or was it Nature, my dear, in your 
case ?— she ought not to have educated you. You ought not to have 
been bred up to become the refined and intellectual being you are, 
surrounded, as I own you are, by those who have not your genius or 
your refinement Your place would be to lead in the most brilliant 
circles, not to follow, and take a second place in any society. I have 
watched you, Miss Amory; you are ambitious; and your proper’ 
sphere is command. You ought to shine ; and you never can in this 
house, I know it I hope 1 shall see you in another and a happier 
one, some day, and the mistress of it.” 

The Sylphide shrugged her lily shoulders with a look of scorn. 

" Where is the Prince, and where is thcf palace, Major Pendennis ? ” 
she said, "lam ready. But there is no romance in the world now, 
no real affection.” ^ 

" No, indeed,” said the Major, with the most sentimental and simple 
air which he could muster. 

" Not that 1 know anything about it,” said Blanche, casting her 
eyes down, " except what I have read in novels.” 

" Of course not,” Major Pendennis cried ; “ how should you, my 
dear young lady ? and novels ain't true, as you remark admirably, and 
there is no romance left in the world. Begad, I wish I was a young 
fellow like my nephew.” 

" And what,” continued Miss Amory, musing, " what are the men 
whom we see about at the balls every night— dancing guardsmen, 
penniless Treasury clerks— boobies ! If I had my brother's fortune, 

I might have such an establishment as you promise me — ^but with my 
name, and with my little means, Avhat am 1 to look to ? A country 
parson, or a barrister m a street near Russell ^Square, or a captain in 
n dragoon regiment, who will take lodgings for me, and come home 

I L the mess tipsy and smelling of smoke like Sir Francis Clavcriug, 
t is how we girls arc destined to end life. Oh, Major Pendennis, 
i sick of London, and of balls, and of young dandies with their 
-tips, and of the insolent great ladies who know us one day and 
js the next — and of the world altogether, I should like to leave 
id go into a convent, that 1 should. I shall never find anybody 
nderstand me. And 1 live here as much alone in my family and 
ic world, as if I w^ere in a cell locked up for ever. I wish there 
j Sisteis of Charity here, and that I could be one and catch the 
ue, and die of it — I wish to quit the world. I am not very old : 

1 am tired, I have suffered so much— I've been so disillusionated 
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— Pm weary, Pm weary— oh ! that the Angel of Death would come 
and beckon me away ! 

This speech may be interpreted as follows. A few nights since a 
great lady, Lady Flamingo, had cut Miss Amory and Lady Clavering. 
She was quite mad because she could not get an invitation to Lady 
Drum’s ball : it was the end of the season and nobody had proposed 
to her : she had made no sensation at all, she who was so much 
cleverer than any girl of the year, and of the young ladies forming her 
special circle. Dora uho had but live thousand pounds, Flora who 
had nothing, and Leonora who had red hair, were going to be 
married, and nobody had come for Blanche Amory ! 

You judge wisely about the world, and about your position, my 
dear Miss Blanche,” the Major said. “The Prince don’t marry now- 
a-dnys, as you say : unless the l^rinccss has a doosid deal of money 
in the funds, or is a lady of his own rank.— The >oung folks of the 
great families marry into the great families : if they haven't fortune 
they liav'c each other’s shoulders, to push on in i])e world, which 
is pretty nearly as goc^d.— Agirl with your fortune can sc'arccly hope 
for a great match : but a girl with your genius and your admirable tact 
and fine manners, w’ith a c lever husband by her sid(‘, m.iv make afiy 
place for herself in the woild.— ^Ve arc grown doosid lepiiblican. 
Talent ranks with liirth and wealth now, begad : and a clever man 
with a clever wife may take any ])lace they please/' 

Miss Amory did not of course m the least understand what Alajor 
Pendennis meant. — Pcihaps she thought over circumstanf cs in her 
mind and asked hc'rself, could he Ik.* a negotiator for former suitor 
of hers, and could he mean Pen? No, it w\is im|)ossiblc — 11c hul 
been civil, but nothing more. — So she said, laughing, Who is the 
clever man, and when will )ou bring him to me, Major Pendeimis? 

I am d>ing to sec him.” 

At this moment a servant threw open the door, and announced 
Mr. Henry Foker : at which name, .md the aiipcirance of our friend, 
both the lady and the gentleman burst out laughing. 

“ That is not the man,” .Major Pemdennis said. “He is engaged 
to his cousin, Lord tlravebend’s daughter. — Cioocl-lnc, my clear Miss 
Amory/' 

Was Pen growing w'ovldly, and should a man not gc‘t the experi- 
ence of llie w'orld and lay it to his account ? “He fell, for his i>ait,’' 
as he said, “ that he w\as growing very old very soon. How tins town t 
forms and changes u.s ! ’’ he said once to Warrington. J..ach had come 
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in from his night’s amusement ; and Pen was smoking his pipe, and 
recounting, as his habit was, to his friend the observations and adven- 
tures of the evening just past. “ How I am changed,” he said, “ from 
the simpleton boy at Fairoaks, who was fit to break his heart about 
his first love ! Lady Mirabel had a reception to-night, and was as 
grave and collected as if she had been born a Duchess, and had never 
seen a trap-door in her life. She .gave me the honour of a conversa- 
tion, and patronised me about * Waller Lorraine,’ quite kindly.” 

What condescension ! ” broke in Warrington. 

“Wasn’t it?” l^en said, simply— at which the other burst out 
laughing according to his wont. “ Is it j)ossiblc,” he said, “ that 
anybody should think of patronising the eminent author of ‘ Walter 
Lorraine ’ ? ” 

“ You laugh at both of us,” Pen said, blushing a little — “ I was 
coming to that m)":.clf. She told me that she had not read the book 
(as indeed I believe she never read a book in her life), but that Lady 
Kockminster had, and that the Duchess of Connaught pronounced it 
to be very clever. In that case, 1 Siiid I should die h.ippy, for that 
to please those two ladies was in fact thq great aim of my existence, 
and having their approbation, of course I need look for no other. 
Lady Mirabel looked at me solemnly out of her fine eyes, and said, 
‘ Oh, indeed,’ as if she understood me; and then she asked me whether 
I went t(^ the Duchc'js’s Thursdays, and when I said No, hoped she 
should sec me ilicro, and that 1 must try and get there, everybody 
went there — everybody who was in society : and then we t.alked of 
the new ambassador from Tiinbuctoo, and how he was better than 
the old one ; and bow Lady Mary llillington was going to marry a 
clerg>mian quite below her in rank ; and how Lord and Lady Ring- 
dove had fallen out three montlis after their marriage about Tom 
Pouter of the lllucs, Lady Ringdove’s cousin— and so forth. From 
the gravity of tliat woman you would have fancied she had been 
born in a palace, and lived all the seasons of her life in Belgrave 
Square.’’ 

“And you, T snpjmseyou took your part in the conversation pretty 
well, as the descend.int of the Karl your father, and the heir ^'f Fair- 
oaks Castle ? ’’ Warrington said. “Yes, 1 remember reading of the 
festivities whicli occurred when you came of age. The Countess gave 
a brilliant tea soiiec to the neighbouring nobility ; and the tenantry 
were regaled in the kitchen with a leg of mutton and a quart of ale. 
The remains of the banquet were distributed amongst the poor of the 
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village, and the entrance to the park was illuminated until old John 
put the candle out on retiring to rest at his usual hour ” 

“ My mother is not a countess/* said Pen, though she has very 
good blood in her \ems too — but commoner as she is, I have never 



mcl ijKcic s who u IS in ictlnn hci ]kci Mr Cicoi r -md if )ou 
will comt l<> 1 UK il ( i^Uc \ )u shill foi }ouisLlf of hti ind ot 

niyiousin Iot 11io\ lU not so wilU i llio 1 on don women, but 
thev ccitinlv IK IS well bicd Hit ihou^hls of women in the 
country lu tuned lo Uhti objects iliin those whuh e <upy >our 



PENDENNIS. 


71 

London ladies. In the country a woman has her household and her 
poor, her long calm days and long calm evenings.” 

« Devilish long,” Warrington said, and a great deal too calm ; 
IVe tried ^em.” 

“The monotony of that existence must be to a certain degree 
melancholy— like the tune of a long ballad ; and its harmony grave and 
gentle, sad and tender ; it would be unendurable else. The loneliness 
of women in the country makes them of necessity soft and sentimental. 
Leading a life of calm duty, constant routine, mystic reverie, — sort 
of nuns at large — too much gaiety or laughter would jar upon their 
almost sacred quiet, and would be as out of place there as in a 
church.” 

“ Where you go to sleep over the sermon,” Warrington said. 

“You are a professed misogynist, and hate the sex because, I 
suspect, you know very little about them,” Mr. Pen continued, with 
an air of considerable self-complacency. “ If you dislike the women 
in the country for being too slow, surely the London women ought to 
be fast enough for you. The pace of l.ondon life is enormous : how 
do people last at it, 1 wonder, — male and female ? Take a woman of 
the world : follow her course tbrouj>b the season ; one asks how she 
can survive it ? or if she tumbles into a sleep at the end of August, 
and lies torpid until the sj)ring ? She goes into the world every night, 
and .sits watching her man iagoablc daughters dancing till long after 
dawn. She has a nursery of little ones, very likely, at home, to whom 
she administers example and affection ; having an eye likewise to 
bread- aiul-milk, catechism, music and French, and roast leg of mutton 
at one o’clock ; she has to call upon ladies of her own station, either 
clomcslirally or in her public character, in which she sits upon Charity 
Committees, or liall Committees, or J’.migration Committees, or 
Onecii’s* College Committees, and discharges I don’t know what more 
duties of IJritisli stateswomanship. She very likely keeps a poor- 
visiting list ; has conversations \vith the clergyman about soup or 
ilanncl, or proper ndigious teaching for ihc parish ; and (if she lives 
ill certain districts) probably attends early church. She has the news- 
pajiers to read, and, at least, must know what* her luisband s parly is 
about, so as to be able to talk to her neighbour at dinner ; and is 
a fact that she reads every new book th.it c onics out ; for she can 
talk, and very smartly and well, about them all, and you see them all 
upon her drawing- room tabic. She has the cares of her household 
besides : — to make both ends meet ; to make llie girla’ milliner’s bills 
appear not too dreadful to the father and paymaster of the family ; to 



72 


PENDENNIS. 


snip off, in secret, a little extra article of expenditure here and there, 
and convey it, in the shape of a bank-note, to the boys at college or 
at sea ; to check the encroachments of tradesmen and housekeepers’ 
financial fallacies ; to keep upper and lower servants from jangling 
with one another, and the household in order. Add to this, that she 
has a secret taste for some art or science, models in clay, makes ex- 
periments in chemistry, or plays in private on the violoncello, — and I 
say, without cx«nggcration, many London ladies are doing this,— and 
you have a character before you such as our ancestors never heard of, 
and such as belongs entirely to our era and period of civilization. Ye 
gods ! how rapidly we live and grow ! In nine months, Mr. Paxton 
grows you a pine-apple as large as a portmanteau, whereas a little 
one, no bigger than a Dutch cheese, took three years to attain his 
majority in old times ; and as the race of pine-apjiles so is the race 
of man. Iloiapor — what’s the Greek for a pinc-applc, Warrington ? ” 

“ Stop, for mercy’s sake, stop with the English and before you 
come to the Ch eek,’’ Warrington cried out, laughing. “ I never heard 
you make such a long speech, or was aware that } ou had penetrated 
so deeply into the female mysteries. Who taught you all this, and 
into whose boudoirs and nurseries have you been peeping, whilst I 
was smoking my pipe, and reading my book, lying on my straw bed ? ” 

‘‘You are on the bank, old boy, content to watch the waves 
tossing in the winds, and the struggles of others at sea,” Pen said. 
“ I am in the stream now, and by Jove 1 like it. How rapidly vve go 
down it, hey ? — strong and feeble, old and young — the metal pitchers 
and the earthen jiitchcrs — the pretty little china boat swims gaily till 
the big bruised brazen one bumps him and sends him down — eh, vogue 
lagalhrc you sec a man sink in the race, and say good-by to him— 
look, he has only dived under the other fellow’s legs, and comes up 
shaking his poll, and striking out ever so far ahead. Eh, vogue la 
galerCy I say. It's good sport, Warrington— not Avinning merely, but 
playinR.” 

‘*Wcll, go in and win, young ’un. I’ll sit and mark the game,” 
Warrington said, surveying the ardmt young fellow with an almost 
fatherly pleasure. “ A generous fellow plays for the play, a sordid one 
for the stake ; an old fogy sits by and smokes the pipe of tnmquillity, 
while Jack and Tom arc pummelling each other in the ring.” 

“ Why don’t you come in, Cxeorge, and have a turn with the gloves? 
You are big enough and strong enough,” Pen said. “ Dear old boy, 
you are worth ten of me.” 

‘•You arc not quite as tall as Goliath, certainly,” the other an- 
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swered, with a laugh that was rough and yet tender. And as for me, 
I am disabled. I had a fatal hit in* early life. I will tell you about 
it some day. You may, loo, meet with your master. Don’t be loo 
eager, or too confident, or too worldly, my boy.^' 

Was Pendennis becoming worldly, or only seeing the world, or 
both ? and is a man very wrong for being after all only a man ? 
Which is the most reasonable, and docs his duty best : he who stands 
aloof from the struggle of life, calmly contemplating it, or he who 
descends to the ground, and takes his part in the contest ? That 
philosopher,” Pen said, “ had held a great place amongst the leaders 
of the world, and enjoyed to the full what it had to give of rank and 
riches, renown and pleasure, who came, weary-hearted, out of it, and 
said lh.it all w.'ib vanity and vexation of spirit. Many a teacher of 
those whom wc reverence, and who steps out of his carriage up to 
his carved cathedral jilace, shakes his lawn ruffles over the velvet 
cushion, and cries out that the whole struggle is an accursed one, 
.and the works of the \\orld are evil Many a conscience-stricken 
mystic Hies from it altogether, and shuts himself out from it within 
convent walls (real or spiritual), whence he can only look up to the 
sky, and contemplate the heaven out of which tlicre is no rest, and 
no good. 

“ Jlut the earth, where our feet are, is the work of the same Power 
as the immeasurable blue yonder, in which the future lies into which 
we would peer. Who ordered toil as the condition of life, ordered 
weariness, ordered sickness, ordered poverty, failure, success— to this 
man a foremost pkicc, to the other a nameless struggle with the crowd 
— to that a shameful fall, or paralysed limb, or sudden accident — to 
each some work upon the ground he stands on, until he is laid beneath 
it.” While they were talking, the dawn came shining througli the 
windows of the room, and Fen threw them open to receive the fresh 
morning air. “ Look, licorge,” said he ; “look and see the sun ri : 
he sees the labourer on his way a-fickl ; the work-girl i)lying her poor 
needle ; the law>’er at his desk, perhaps ; the bcautj smiling asleep 
upon her pillow of down ; or the jaded reveller reeling to bed ; or the 
fevered patient tossing on it ; or the doctor watching by it, over the 
throes of the mother for the child that is to be born into the world - 
to be born and to take his part in the suffering and struggling, the 
tears and laughter the crime, remorse, love, folly, sorrow, rest.” 
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CIIAPTI R Vll. 

MISS AMf)k\ ■> PVRIMRS. 

III noble Henry Fokei, of 
^ uliom we Inve lost loi i 
feu pi^'cs, his been in the 
me in while o< ( ipicd, as we 
1 11 hi suppose cl m in of hi‘' 
const inry would be, in the 
pm suit ind inclul^^cnce of his 
ill-ib'^ >rbin^ pission of lo c 
He Ion id iftci hei, md 
1 cm cd the f lie which se[ni il< d 
{ 1 im Ironi hn AVlicn Loid 
(i vcsLiuls linnlv ictircd lo 
thecounti^ i^hi loidship ku 
111 his plow with the Acner 
ible 1 Old Jj 1 nvj ), II iiiv still 
leni lined liii’-uin^ on in 
London, (Citainl\ not mueli to 
the soirow of 1 1(1) Ann I ) wlu> i lie w is illiinecd, ind wliei did not 
in the least ini ■> Inn Wlicieiei Miss \moi> went, tl is infituited 
>ount fellow <ontinied t) ft low Ik i inel bi in^ aw lie th it his en 
^ ement lo hio < on in w is kiDwn in tin wiild, he w is foiced to 
inikc 1 111) t 1 111 pi 1)11, 1 (ontme it to hi5 own biei t, so 

tint It w 1 op( 111 in the 1 1 uul pi« std dt wn tint it is i wondei he did 
not explode o lu ih> with tin to iin met, ind perish coll ipse d 
if ter t lie uulliuist 

Iheie hid been i n inel entciliinnu nt it (jiunt House on one 
lie intilul t\enin ^ in June, ind the nest d i\ s jouin ds cont iin< d ilmost 
two cohiimis of the n lines of the most clo cl\ printed nobilil) and 
i/tnti> who hid bceuhonoiiud with ui\ititions to the bill Aiuon^ 
the guest j wcu bir J i iiuis and I nh i hienn,, ind Miss Amoi), for 
whom the Hide fall-, able M ijoi I’endeiinis bad piocuicd an invitition, 
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and our two young friends Arthur and Harry. Each exerted himself, 
and danced a great deal with Miss Blanche. As for the worthy Major, 
he assumed the charge of Lady Clavering, and took care to introduce 
her to that department of the mansion where her ladyship specially 
distinguished herself, namely, the refreshment-room, where, amongst 
pictures of Titian and Giorgione, and regal portraits of Vandyke and 
Reynolds, and enormous salvers of gold and silver, and pyramids of 
large flowers, and constellations of wax candles — in a manner per- 
fectly regardless of expense, in a word— a supper was going on all 
night. Of how many creams, jellies, salads, peaches, white soups, 
grai)es, pAtds, galantines, cups of lea, champagne, and so forth, Lady 
Clavering partook, it docs not become us to say. How much lire 
Major suffered as he followed the honest woman about, calling to the 
solemn male .attendants and lovely servanl-maids, and administering 
to Lady Clnvcnng s various wants with a hniiablc patience, nobody 
knows he nevci confessed. He never allow-ed his agony to appear 
on his countenance in the least ; but with a constant kindness brought 
plate after plate to the lie <411111. 

Mr. Wagg counted iij) all the dishes of wdneh Lady Clavering 
partook as long as he couUl count (but as he partook very freely 
himself of champignc clin ng the exening, Lis powers of calculation 
were not to be trusted .it the dose of the ciilertaininent), and he 
recommended Mr, Ilonesnian, Lacl> Ste>ne\ incclical man, to look 
carefully after tlic Begum, and to call and get news of her ladyship llie 
next day. 

bir Francis Clavenng ni.Kle hi^^ appeir.incc, and skulked for a 
while about the magnificent rooms; lail the company and the 
splendour which he met there were not 10 the Baronet’s taste, and 
after tossing off a tumbler cT wmc or two at the IJufTct, he cjuitled 
Ci.umt House for the neighbouihood of Jcimvn Street, wheie his 
fi lends Lodcr, Punter, little Mo'S Abrams, and Captain Skcwli.ill 
weie assembled at the faiiiiii 11 g.icco table. In the r.ittlc' of the ])o ' 
and c»f ilicir agiecable toiners.uioii, Su Fi.inc is’s .ipiiit-) rose to their 
M riistomcd point of (eeblc hilarity. 

Mr. Pynsenl, who h.id asked jMiss Amor> to dance, came up on 
one occasion to claim her hand, but scowls of recognition having 
alicady passed between him and Mr. Artluir f^endennis in the 
! clincing-room, Arthur suddenly rose up and claimed Miss Amory as 
lus partner for the present dance, on which Mr. P>nsent, biting his 
hps and scowling yet more savagely, withdrew with a profound bow, 
saying that he gave up his claim. There are some men w’ho are 
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always falling in one^s way in life. Pynscnt and Pen had this view of 
each other ; and regarded each other accordingly. 

What a confounded conceited provincial fool that is ! ^ thought 
the one. Because he has written a twopenny novel, his absurd head 
is turned, and a kicking would take his conceit out of him.” 

“What an impertinent idiot that man is !” remarked the other to 
his partner. “ Ilis soul is in Downing Street ; his neckcloth is fools- 
cap ; his hair is sand ; his legs arc rulers ; his vitals arc tape and 
sealing-wax ; he was a prig in his cradle ; and never laughed since 
he was born, except three times at the same joke of his chief. I have 
the same liking for that man, Miss Amory, that I have for cold boiled 
veal.” Upon which Blanche of course remarked^ that Mr. Pendennis 
was wicked, mthhtuify perfectly abominable, and wondered what he 
would say when her back was turned. 

“ Say ! — Say that you have the most beautiful figure and the 
slimmest waist in the world, Blanche— IVIiss Amory 1 mean. I beg 
your pardon. Another turn ; this music would make an alderman 
dance.” 

“ And you have left off tumbling when you waltz, now ? ” Blanche 
asked, archly looking up at her partner’s face. 

“ One falls and one gets up again in life, Blanche ; you know 1 
used to call you so in old limes, and it is the prettiest name in the 
world ; besides, I have practised since then.” 

“And with a great number of partners, Pm afraid,” Blanche said, 
with a little sham sigh, and a shrug of the shoulders. And so in truth 
Mr. Pen had practised a good deal in this life ; and had undoubtedly 
arrived at being able to dance better. 

If Pendennis was impertinent in his talk, Fokcr, on the other hand, 
so bland and communicative on most occasions, was entirely mum 
and melancholy when he danced with Miss Amory. To clasp her 
slender waist was a rapture, to wdiirl round the room with her was a 
delirium ; but to speak to her, what could he say that was worthy of 
her? What pearl of conversation could he bring that was fit for the 
acceptance of such a Oucen of love xind wit as Blanche? It was she 
who made the talk when she was in tlic company of this love-stricken 
partner. It was she who asked him how that dear little pony was, and 
looked at him and thanked him with such a tender kindness and regret, 
and refused the dear little pony with such a delicate sigh when 
he offered it. “ I have nobody to ride with in London,” she said. 
“Mamma is timid, and her figure is not pretty on horseback. Sir 
Francis never goes out wath me. He loves me like— like a step- 
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daugliter. Oh, how ddightful it must be to have a father— a father, 
Mr. Foker!” 

^ “ O, uncommon,” said Mr. Harry, who enjoyed that blessing very 

calmly, upon which, and forgetting the sentimental air which she had 
just before assumed, Blanche’s grey eyes gazed at Foker with such 
an arch twinkle, that both of them burst out laughing, and Harry 
enraptured and at his ease began to entertain her with a variety of 
innocent prattle — good kind simple P'oker talk, flavoured with many 
expressions by no means to be discovered in dictionaries, and relating 
to the personal history of himself or horses, or other things dear and 
important to him, or to persons in the ball-room then passing before 
them, and about whose appearance or character Mr. Harry spoke with 
artless freedom, and a considerable dash of humour. 

And it was Blanche who, when the conversation flagged, and the 
youth’s modesty came rushing back and overpowering him, knew how 
to reanimate her companion : asked him questions about Logwood, 
and whether it was a pretty place ? Whether he was a hunting-man, 
and whether he liked women to hunt ? (in which case she was prepared 
to say that she adored hunting) — but Mr. Foker expressing his opinion 
against spotting females, and pointing out Lady Bullfinch, who hap* 
pened to pass by, as a horse-godmother, whom he had seen at cover 
with a cigar in her face, Blanche too expressed her detestation of the 
sports of the field, and said it would make her shudder to think of a 
dear sweet little fox being killed, on which Foker laughed and waltzed 
with renewed vigour and grace. 

And at the end of the waltz, — the last waltz they had on that 
night, — Blanche asked him about Drummington, and whether it was 
a fine house. His cousins, she had heard, were very accomplished : 
Lord Erith she had met, and which of his cousins was his favourite ? 
Was it not Lady Ann ? Yes, she was sure it was she : sure by his 
looks and his blushes. She was tired of dancing ; it was getting very 
late ; she must go to mamma ; — and, without another word, she sprang 
away from Hairy Foker's arm, and seized upon Ten s, who was 
swaggering about tlie dancing-room, and again said, “ Mamma, 
mamma !— take me to mamma, dear Mr. Pendennis ! ” transfixing 
Harry with a P.irthian shot, as she fled from him. 

My Lord .Steyne, with garter and ribbon, with a bald head and 
shining eyes, and a collar of red whiskers round his face, always 
looked grand upon an occasion of state ; and made a great effect 
upon Lady Clavering, w’hen he introduced himself to her at the re- 
quest of the obsequious Major Pendennis. With his own white and 
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royal hand, he handed to her ladyship a glass of wine, said he had 
heard of her charming daughter, and begged to be presented to her ; 
and, at this very juncture, Mr. Arthur Pendennis came up with the 
young lady on liis arm. 

The peer made a profound bow, and Blanche the deepest curtsey 
that ever was seen. II is lordship gave Mr. Arthur Pendennis his 
hand to shake ; said he had read his book, which was very wicked 
and clever; asked Miss Blanche if she had read it, — at which Pen 
blushed and winced. Why, Blanche was one of the heroines of the 
novel. Blanche, in black ringlets and a little altered, was the Neaera 
of Walter Lorraine. 

Blanche had read it : the language of the eyes expressed her 
admiration and rapture at the performance. This little play being 
achieved, the hlanjuis of Steyne made other two profound bows to Lady 
Clavering and her daughter, and passed on to some other of his guests 
at the splendid entertainment 

Mamma and daughter were loud in their expressions of admira- 
tion of the noble Marquis so soon as his broad back was turned upon 
them, “ He said they make a very nice couple/^ whispered Major 
l^cndennis to Lady Clavering. Did he now, really ? Mamina thought 
they would ; Mamma was so flustered with the honour which had just 
been shown to her, and with other intoxicating events of the evening, 
that her good humour knew no bounds. She laughed, she winked, and 
nodded knowingly at Pen ; she lapped him on the arm wdth her fan ; 
she tapped lUanche ; she lapjicd the Major ; — her contentment was 
boundless, and her method of showing her joy equally expansive. 

As the parly wont down the great staircase of (iaunt House, the 
morning Ihid risen staik and clear over the black trees of the square ; 
the skies w'crc tinged with pink ; and the cheeks of some of the people 
at the ball, — ah, how ghastly they looked ! That admirable and devoted 
Major above all, - who had been lor hours by Lady Clavering's side, 
ministering to her and feeding her bodv witli everything that was nice, 
and her ear with everything that was sweet and tlatlering, — oh ! w'hat 
an object he was ! The rings round his eyes w'cre of the colour of 
b' itic ; those orbs themselves w^eic like the ]»lovcrs’ eggs wdicrcof Lady 
Cl.ivering and Blanche had each lasted ; the wrinkles in his old face 
weic furrowed in deep gashes; and a silver stubble, like an elderly 
morning dew, wms glittering on his chin, and alongside the dyed whis- 
kers, now limp and out of curl. 

There he stood, walh admirable patience, enduring, uncomplaining, 
a silent agony ; knowing that people could seethe state of his face (for 
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could he not himself perceive the condition of others^ males and females^ 
of his own age ?)— longing to go to rest for hours past; aware that 
suppers disagreed with him, and yet having eaten a little so as to keep 
Ins friend, Lady Clavering, m good humour ; with twinges of rheuma 
tism in the back and knees , with wcaiy feet burning in his varnished 



boots — so tired, oh, so tiu d and lon^in<^ foi bed ’ If a man, stiuf,g]ing 
^ ith Inidship and biavch o\crconiin it, is an (jbject of admirition for 
iht w^ods, that Powci in whose chiptls the old Majoi wis i futi '"il 
1 shipper must ha\e looked upw uds ippiovingly upon then nstinry 
I Pcndcnniss martyrdom Iheic nie siiffeieis in tl it cause as in 
the othei ihe negroes in the sen it c of IMumbo Jumbo ♦ iltoo ind 
thill tlieinsehes with buinin^ skcw<.i with i icat foititudc, and wc 
t id ih It the piiests in the semet t f L i 1 ishcd them «‘el\e*> and bled 
^-elj You who c in nnsh the idols do o w ith a good com igt , but 
) not be loo fierce with the idol itei s,— the \ woi ship the best thing 
they know 

The Pendenniscs, the eldci and the youngci, waited with Lady 
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Clavering and her daughter until her ladyship’s carriage was announced, 
when the elder’s martyrdom may be said to have come to an end, for 
the good-natured Begum insisted upon leaving him at his door in Bury 
Street ; so he took the back seat of the carriage, after a feeble bow or 
two, and speech of thanks, polite to the last, and resolute in doing his 
duty. The Begum waved her dumpy little hand by way of farewell to 
Arthur and Foker, and Blanche smiled languidly out upon the young 
men, thinking whether she looked very wan and green under her rose- 
coloured hood, and whether it was the mirrors at Gaunt House, or 
the fatigue and fever of her own eyes, which made her fancy herself so 
pale. 

Arthur, perhaps, saw quite well how yellow Blanche looked, but 
did not attribute that peculiarity of her comple::ion to the effect of 
the looking-glasses, or to any error in his sight or her own. ( )ur 
young man of the world could use his eyes very keenly, and could 
see Blanche’s face pretty much as nature had made it. But for poor 
Foker it had a radiance which dazzled and blinded him : he could see 
no more faults in it than in the sun, which was now flaring over the 
house-tops. 

Amongst other wicked London habits which Pen had acquired, the 
moralist will remark that he had got to keep very bad hours ; and often 
was going to bed at the time when sober country people weic thinking 
of leaving it. Men get used to one hour as to another. Editors of 
newspapers, Coven t- Garden market people, night cabmen and coffee- 
sellers, chimney-sweeps, and gentlemen and ladies of fashion who 
frequent balls, are often quite lively at three or four o’clock of a morning, 
when ordinary mortals arc snoi ing. We have shown in the last c hapter 
how Pen was In a brisk condition of mind at this period, inclined to 
smoke his cigar at case, and to speak freely. 

Foker and Pen walked away from Gaunt House, then, Indulging in 
both the above amuscnients : or rather I’cn talked, and P'okcr looked 
as if he wanted to Sfiy something. Pen was sarcastic and dandified 
when he had been in the company of great folkb ; he could not help 
imitating some of their aiis and tones, and having a most lively 
imagination, mistook himself for a person of importance very easily. 
He rattled away, and attacked this person and that ; sneered at Lady 
John Turnbull’s bad French, which her ladyship will introduce into all 
conversations in spite of the sneers of everybody ; at Mrs. Slack Roper’s 
extraordinary costume and sham jewels ; at the old dandies and the 
young ones ; — at whom didn’t he sneer and laugh ? 

“ You fire at everybody, Pen — ^you’re grown awful, that you are,” 
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Foker said. ‘^Now, youVe pulled about Blondcl’s yellow wig, and 
Colchicum’s black one, why don’t you have a shy at a brown one, 
hay? you know whose I mean. It got into Lady Clavering’s car- 
riage.” 

" Under my uncle's hat? My uncle is a martyr, Foker, my boy. 
My imclc has been doing excruciating duties all night. He likes to go 
to bed rather early. He has a dreadful head-ache if he sits up and 
touches supper. IJc always has the gout if he walks or stands much at 
a ball. He has been sitting up, and standing up, and supping. lie has 
gone home to the gout and the head-ache, and for my sake. Shall I 
make fun of the old boy ? no, not for Venice ! ” 

“ How do you mean that he has been doing it for your sake ? Foker 
asked, looking rather alarmed. 

“ Xloy ! canst thou keep a secret if I impart it to thee ? ” Pen cried 
out, in high spirits. “ Art thou of good counsel? Wilt thou swear? 
Wilt thou be mum, or wilt thou peach? Wilt ihoii be silent and 
hear, or wilt thou s))cak and die?” And as he spoke, flinging 
himself into an al3sur(l theatrical attitude, the men in the cab-stand 
in Piccadilly wondered and grinned at the antics of the two young 
swells. 

“ What the doosc are you driving at ?” Foker asked, loc)king very 
much agitated. 

Pen, however, did not remark this agitation much, but continued 
in the same bantering and excited vein. “ Henry, friend of my youth,” 
he said, “ and witness of my early follies, though dull at thy books, yet 
thou art not altogether deprived of sense,— nay, blush not, Henrico, 
thou hast a good portion of that, and of courage and kindness too, at 
tiie service of thy friends. Were I in a strait of poverty, I would come 
m my Foker’s purse. Were I in grief, 1 would discharge my grief iii)on 
|is sympathising bosom—” 

“ (laminon. Pen— go on,” Foker said, I 

‘‘1 would, Henrico, upon thy studs, and upon ihy cambric woikc.l 
by the hands of beauty, to adorn the breast of valour ! Know then, 
friend of my boyhoods days, that Arthur Pendennis, of the l>pper 
J’cmple, student- at-law, feels that he is growing lonely, and old Care 
furrowing his temples, and Baldness is busy with his crown. Shall 
|e slop and have a drop of coffee at this stall, it looks very hot and 
■cc? Look how that cabman is blow'ing at his saucer. No, you 
■on’t ? Aristocrat ! I resume my talc. 1 am getting on in life. I 

I ave got devilish little money. T want some. I am thinking of getting 
ome, and settling in life. Pm thinking of settling. I’m thinking 
VOL, II. G 
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of man7ing, old boy. Pm thinking of becoming a moral man ; a 
steady port and sherry character with a good reputation m my quarticr^ 
and a moderate establishment of two maids and a man — with an occa- 
sional brougham to di ive out Mrs Pendennis, and a house near the 
Paiks for the accommodation of the children. Ha ’ wh it s i>cst thou ? 
Answer thy fiiciid, thou worthy child of beer Speak, I adjuie thee by 
all thy vats.” 

“ But you ain’t got any nioncv, Pen,” said the othci, still looking 
alarmed 

“ I ain’t? No, but slu \ne. I iO\ thee there is gold in stoic for 
me— not wlnl you i ill mom >, niiis'‘d in the hp of luxui^ iiid ci idled 
on giains, and diinkin^f in \vl illh fiom a thou ind mash tubs What 
do >011 know about inonc> ? Wl al is po\tit\ to jou, is plcndoui to 
the haidy son of the humble ipotlici uj \oli ctul live without an 
establishment, ard \ciur 1 ou cs in lo\ n and « oimti) \ ‘iiu*. little 
house soinewhcio off Jicl i un, i bi»ud*un foi m> wik, a dccint 
cook, and ifiii bottle of wine foi nn fiiends it hone sometimes, 
these simple nece sn e, ulhcc foi me, m> lokti And luic 
Pcnchnnis be Mn to look non scuou \\ Munit biiitam:^ fuither^ 
I’en continued, “ 1 \ o i itl Ci no Ij ihoii lUa ci ictllm^ md minym 
No mm cm cl <n m the woiM wilhoul some monc\ at iisbuk 
■\ou mu-)! liwe cdl i n t il c 1 > be in \ ith, bef ni ^oll cm m 
and [iki) tin ^ic u mic \\ iio 1 u )\ tli t J 1 1 i ot o to li), old 
fellow ? Woj < me i ll m 1 iim w m u il \nd is 1 hue not <-ot 

enough i ipitiJ livmi ni) f ulic , 1 i ui t et omc bv in> wife lint’s 

all.” 

They wcic w ill »ng dow i (iiosiuioi Sti^c% i 11 v lilkcd, oi 

1 ithcr IS Pen lilkid, m *h( llish fuiius of 1 i lu nt , nul Mi Jen 

must hive been ioonni<li o (ijncdw thin own uf ii s loicmiikllic 
(onccin md a itUi n\ ol hi iKi«,hb) n,fu he coiilmucd— ‘ We ue no 
Ion II (hililicn Mill 1 111 ' a ml I, linn 1 ih ’ iIk nine of on 
Tonnme hi-. \)\ sed us u We dont n iii\ Joi jm ion, but In 
]) udemo ind lot c 1 iblisl i oi t W 1 it di nut 1 c \oni tou'-in foi '' 
ijciaii c she is I nuf ^iil, md m 1 oI dm lUei, and the oid fi Iks 
w h it, and ih it son ol Him ’ 

‘ And you, PencUimi , 1 d I oker, ‘jou iint \ei> fond ol the 

gill — >ou ic goin,; to m iii> 

Penshiiiggtd his ‘-ho Idcn ‘ ( ouuiu 7,’ snd h ‘ I like her 
well cnou h ShCa juelty cmUjli, shes elescr eiienji 1 llunk 
shell elo veiv well An 1 she hi mt money enough- th its the w,ic it 
point. Psha ’ 5011 know who she is, dont you ? I thought you weie 



PENDENNfS. 83 

sweet on her yourself one night when we dined with her mamma. It*s 

little Amory.” 

“ 1 — I thought so,” Foker said : "and has she accepted you ?” 

" Not quite,” Arthur replied, with a confident smile, which seemed 
to say, I have but to ask, and she comes to me that instant. 

" Oh, not quite,” said Kokcr ; and he broke out with such a 
dreadful laugh, that Pen, for the first time, turned his thoughts from 
himself towards his companion, and was struck by the other’s ghastly 
pale face. 

"My dear fellow, Fo ! whats the matter? You're ill,” Pen said, 
in a tone of real concern. 

"You think it was the champagne at daunt House, don't you? 
It ain't that. Come in ; let me talk to you for a minute. I'll tell you 
what it is. I) — it, let me tell somebody,” Foker said. 

'fhey were at j\Ir. lo oker’s door by this time, and, opening it, Harry 
walked with his friend into his apartments, wliicli were situated in the 
back part of the house, and behind the f.inuly dining-room, where the 
elder Foker received his guests, surrounded by pictures of himself, 
Ins wife, his infant son on <i donkey, and llic lale Earl of Gravesend 
m his robes as a I'ccr. Foker and Ptm jinssed by this chamber, now 
closed with deatli-likc shutters, and onteied into the young man's own 
quarters. Dusky streams of sunbeams were pLiying into that room, 
nnd lighting uj) poor Harrj \ gallery of dancing girls and opera nymphs 
witli dickering iJluniinaiions. 

" Look here ! I can’t help telling you, IVn,” he said. " Ever since 
the night we dined there, I’m so fond of that girl, that I think 1 shall 
die if 1 don’t get her. 1 feel as if I should go mad sometimes. 1 
can't st.incl it, rcii, 1 couldn't bear to hear you talking about hci, 
just now, about m.uT)*ing her only because she's money. Ah, Pen ! 
/hat ain't the question in marrying. I’d bet anything it ain't. 
Talking about money and such a giil as that, it’s— it’s — ^^hat d’ye- 
callcm you know wlint ] mean — I ain't good at talking- -sacrilege, 
then. 1 f she'd liavc me, I’d take and sweep a crossing, that I would ! ” 
Poor Fo ! I don’t think that would tempd her,” Pen said, eyeing 
his friend with a great deal of real good-nature and pity. “She is .*ot 
a girl for love and a cottage.” 

“ She ought to he a duchess, I know’ that very well, and I know' 
i'he w’oulcln’l take me unless I could make her a great place in the 
world- -for I ain't good for anything mj self much — I ain't clever and 
that sort of thing,” Foker said sadly. “ If I had all the diamonds 
that all the duchesses and marchionesses had on to-night, w'ouldn't I 

r. 2 
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put 'cm in her lap? But what's the use of talking? I'm booked for 
another race. It's that kills me, Pen. I can't get out of it ; though 
I die, I can't get out of it. And though my cousin's a nice girl, and 
I like her very well, and that, yet I hadn't seen this one when our 
Governors settled that matter between us. And when you talked, 
just now, about her doing very well, and about her having money 
enough for both of you, I thought to myself it isn't money or mere 
liking a girl, that ought to be enough to make a fellow marry. He 
may marry, and find he likes somebody else better. All the money 
in the world won’t make you happy then. Look at me ; I've plenty 
of money, or shall have, out of the mash-tubs, as you call 'em. My 
Govenior thought he’d made it all right for me in settling my marriage 
with my cousin. 1 tell you it won't do ; and whei* Lady Ann has got 
her husband, it won’t be happy tor cither of us, and she'll have the 
most miserable beggar in town.” 

‘‘ Poor old fellow ! Pen said, with rather a cheap magnanimity, “ I 
wash I could help you. I had no idea of this, and ilial you were so wdld 
about the girl. Do you think she would have you without your money? 
No. Do you think jour f.itlicr would agree to break off your engage- 
ment wulh your cousin ? You know him very well, and that he W'ould 
cast you off rather than do so.” 

The unhappy Fokor only groaned a reply, flinging himself piostrate 
on a sofa, face forw’artls, his head in his hands. 

“As for my aftaii,” Pen went on — “ my dear fellow, if I had thought 
matters w'crc so critical witii you, at least I would not have pained 
you by choosing you as my conlidant. And my business is not serious, 
at least not as yet. 1 have not spoken a word about it to Miss Amory. 
Very likely she w'<)uld not have me if I asked her. Only J have had a 
great deal of talk about it with my uncle, who says that the match 
might be an eligible one for me. I’m ambitious and I'm poor. And 
it appears Lady C'lavering will give her a good deal of money, and 
Sir Francis might be got to— never mind the rest. Nothing is settled, 
Harry. 'J'hcy arc going out of town dircrtl5\ T promise you 1 won’t 
ask her before she goes. There’s no hurry ; there's time for everybody. 
P»ut, suppose you got her, hooker. Remember w'bat you said about 
marriages just iu)w% and the misery of a man who doesn’t care for his 
wife; and what sort of a wife would you have wdio didn’t care for her 
husband?" 

“ lint she would care for me,” said Fokcr, from his sofa— “ that is, 
I think she would. Last night only, as wo wore dancing, she said—’' 

“What did she say?” Pen cried, starting up in great wrath. But 
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he saw his own meaning more clearly than Foker, and broke off with 
a laugh — “ Well, never mind what she said, Harry. Miss Amory is a 
clever girl, and says numbers of civil things~to you— to me, perhaps 
—and who the deuce knows to whom besides? Nothing's settled, old 
boy. At least, my heart won’t break if I don’t get her. Win her if 
you can, and I wish you joy of her. Good-bye! Don’t think about 
what I said to you. I was excited, and confoundedly thirsty in those 
hot rooms, and didn’t, I suppose, put enough Seltzer water into the 
champagne. Good night ! I’ll keep your counsel too. ‘ Mum’ is the 
word between us ; and Met there be a fair fight, and let the best man 
win,’ as Peter Crawley says.” 

So saying, Mr. Arthur Pendennis, giving a very queer and rather 
dangerous look at his companion, shook him by the hand, with some- 
thing of that sort of cordiality which befitted his just repeated simile of 
the boxing-match, and which Mr. Bendigo disjdays when he shakes 
hands with Mr. Gaunt before they fight caph other for the champion’s 
belt and two hundred pounds a-side. Foker returned his friend’s salute 
with an imploring look, and a piteous squeeze of the hand, sank back 
on his cushions again, and Pen, putting on liis hat, strode forth into the 
air, and almost over the body of the matutinal housemaid, who was 
rubbing the steps at the door. 

And so he wants her too ? does he ? ” thought Pen as he marched 
along — and noted within himself with a fatal keenness of perception 
and almost an iiifcmal mischief, that the very pains and tortures which 
that honest heart of Fokcr’s was sufferinggave a zest and an impetus to 
his own pursuit of Pdanchc : if pursuit that might be called wdiich had 
l^cen no pursuit as yet, but mere sport and idle dallying. “ She said 
something to him, did she? perhaps she gave him the fellow flower to 
This;'’ and he took out of his coal and twiddled in his thumb and 
linger a poor little shiivcllcd t rumpled bud that had faded and black- 
ened with the heat and flare of the niglit.— ‘‘I wonder to how many 
more she has given her artless tokens of atfertion -the little flirt !” — 
and lie flung his into the gutter, wheic the water m.iy have refreshed 
It, and where any amateur of rosebuds may have [iicked it up. And 
then bethinking him that the day wms quite briglit, and that the passers- 
by might be staring at his beard and white nerkcloth, our modest 
uning gentleman tot»k a eab and drove to the Temple. 

Ah ! is this the boy that prayed at liis mother’s knee hut a few 
>cars since, and for whom very likely at this hour of morning she is 
praying? Is this jaded and selfish worldling the lad who a short 
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while back, was ready to fling away his worldly all, his hope, his ambi- 
tion, his chance of life, for his love? This is the man you are proud 
of, old Pendennis. You boast of having formed him : and of having 
reasoned him out of his absurd romance and folly — and groaning in 
your bed over your pains and rheumatisms, satisfy yourself still by 
thinking, that, at last, that lid will do something to better himself in 
lifd, and that the Peiidcnnises viU take a good place in the world. 
And is he the only one, who in his progress through this dark life goes 
wilfully or fatally astray, whilst the natural truth and love which should 
illuimnc liiiii grow dim in the poisoned an, and suffice to light him no 
more ? 

When Pen w'as gone away, poor ILirry Fokcr got up from the sofa, 
and taking out from his wMistcoat— the splendidly buttoned, the 
gorgeously cinbi oidered, the woik of hi^ mamma- a little white rose- 
bud, he drew from his rlicssintt-(ase, alai the mateinal piesent, a pair 
of scissors, wjtli which he nipped c irefully the stalk of the flower, and 
placing it m a glass of waiter opj)osiic his bed, he sought lefuge there 
from care and bittci remeinbiaiKts. 

It io to be laesumed lint 1*1 me he Amoiv had ntore than 

one rose in her bouquet, aud \Ji> "hould « ot the laud ^ollng ncature 
give out of her supcilluu), nd make iiiaiu milncis as iiossible 
happy ? 



PENDENNIS. 


87 


CIIAPTFR VIII. 

MO^bl lONLUK \ H ST 


y in ( ( rtions of thil last niglit at 
^ ^ Ciiu ‘ 1 oil c h ul pi uved almost 

C ( loo I iiuh foi jM ijoi Pendcnnis; 



nd s oon i")!!!- coiilil n ovchis 
WL n cl 1 bofl> ^ ith sifety, he 
1 1 1 poiUd him clf , lominp to 
1 ii\l(»n ind soiulil n hcf in the 
he n \ Utis of Ihil phee. 
I 111 ni f nt 1)1 >ke up Sir 

I 1 1 1-^ CJi\ Cling md f imily 
fl l)\n, md the alfiiis which 
t h u L ) 1st mentioned to the 

iflcj MCH not cidv meed, m 
ihc biicf ink IV il of n few days 
< 1 week \ hicli have occuircd 

I I tween this ind the last chap- 
tci Ihc town w IS, however, 
unjitie \ since then 


The sc "'son w is now come to i tondusion J cn ■. iici liboiirs, the 
liw>eis, wen one uj on cncuit md hi nioie fi liioniblc fiiends 
h id taken then piss]H)its foi the eo ilincnt, 01 hid lied foi licilth 01 
c\citcment to the Scotch moors Seaicc a mm w is to be seen m 
the bow wimlows of the clubs, 01 on llu sohtu> V ill AI ill pavement. 
The lod j clets Ind <li ippeaied fiom befoic the 1 due-^ite the 
liidesmcn of St Timess wcic abro ic’ likin^ ibeir pl< is ic the 
lulors liul t»<nvn muslicliios and wen ^mne up the Rhine the 
bootmikeis weie at Inis or Diclen, bliishin,^ when they met their 
cuolomeis it those ])laccs of rec nation, oi punting beside their 
CKchtois at the g imbling tables the (leigvnien of St jimco’s only 
pic lehcd to half i con^^icgition, m winch then w n not a single sinner 
of distinction the band in Kensington Oaidens had shut up their 
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instruments of brass and trumpets of silver : only two or three old 
flies and chaises crawled by the banks of the Serpentine, and 
Clarence Bulbul, who was retained in town by his arduous duties as 
a Treasury clerk, when he took his afternoon ride in Rotten Row, 
compared its loneliness to the vastness of the Arabian desert, and 
himself to a Bedouin wending his way through that dusty solitude. 
Warrington stowed «T.way a quantity of Cavendish tobacco in his 
carj)et bag, and betook himself, as his custom was in the vacation, 
to his brother’s house in Norfolk. Pen was left alone in chambers 
for a while, for this man of fashion could not quit the metropolis 
when he chose always : and was at present detained by the affairs of 
his newspaper, the “ Pall Mall Gazette,” of which he acted as the 
editor and chargd dafiaires during the temporary ab*>cnce of the chief, 
Captain Shandon, who was with his family at the salutary watering- 
place of Boulognc-sur-Mcr. 

Although, as we have seen, Mr. Pen had pronounced himself for 
years past to be a man perfectly and wearied of life, yet the 

truth is that he was an exceedingly healthy young fellow still ; with a 
fine appetite, which he satisfied with the greatest relish and satisfac- 
tion at least once a-day ; and a constant dcsiie for society, which 
showed him to be anything but misanthropical. If he could not get 
a good dinner he sate down to a bad one v\ ith entire contentment ; if he 
could not procure the company of witty or great or beautiful persons, 
he put up with any society that came to hand ; and was jicrfectly 
satisfied in a tavern pa i lour or on board a (hxenwich steamboat, or in 
a jaunt to Hampstead with Mr. FiniKane, his colleague at the “Pall 
Mall Ga/etlc ; ” or in a visit to the suimncr thcalic> a< ross the liver : 
or to the Ro>al Gardens of V\\u\hall, uheic he was on tcuns of friend- 
ship with the great Simpson, and wlieie he sliofik the ])iin( ipal comic 
singer oi the IqvcI) cquestiian of thcaicna b\ ihchand. And while he 
could watch the grimaces or the ginces of tin. e with a satiric humour 
that was not depnved of symjialhy, he could look eu with an e>c of 
kindness at the hiokeis on ton; at the io\ storing youth bent upon 
enjo) ment, and heic taking it: at the honest jiarcnts, walh their 
delighted childien laughing and tkqiping then hands at the show : at 
the ]H)or outv a ^ts, \\ho‘3e laiightci was ks^ innocent though pcihaps 
louder, and \\li<^ bi ought tluur shame a».d their >outh hcic, to dance 
and be mciiy till the dawn at least ; and to get bicad and diown caie. 
Of this sNinpalhy with all < onditions v>f men Aitlun f)fkn boasted : he 
was ])leased to possess it . and said that lie lumped thus to the last he 
should lelain n. As anolhii man has .m auloin foi ait or music, or 
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natural science, Mr. Pen said that anthropology was his favourite 
pursuit ; and had his eyes always eagerly open to its infinite varieties 
and beauties : contemplating with an unfailing delight all specimens of 
it in all places to which he resorted, whether it was the coquetting of a 
wrinkled dowager in a ball-room, or a high-bred young beauty blushing 
in her prime there ; whether it was a hulking guardsman coaxing a 
servant-girl in the Park — or innocent little Tommy that was feeding 
the ducks whilst the nurse listened. And indeed a man, whose heart 
is pretty clean, can indulge in this pursuit with an enjoyment that never 
ceases, and is only perhaps the more keen because it is secret .and has 
a touch of sadness in it ; because he is of his mood and humour lonely, 
and apart although not alone. 

Yes, Pen used to brag and talk in his impetuous way to Warring- 
ton. “ I was in love so fiercely in my youth, that I have burned out 
that flame for ever, I think ; and if ever I marry, it will be a marriage 
of reason that I will make, witli a well-bred, goi»d-tcmpcred, good- 
looking person who has a little monev, .and so forth, that will 
cushion our carriage in its course through' life. As for romance, it 
is all done ; I have spent that out, and am old before my time — Pm 
proud of it.” 

Stuff ! ” growled the other, "you fancied you were getting bald the 
other day, and bragged about it as you do about everything. But you 
began to use the bear’s- grease pot directly the hairdresser told you ; and 
are scented like a barber ever since.” 

" Vou arc Diogenes,’^ the other answered, "and you want every 
man to live in a tub like yourself. Violets smell btlter than stale 
tobacco, you grizdy old cynic.” But Mr. P^n u.is blushing whilst he 
made tljis reply to lii.s unromantical friend, and indeed cared a great 
deal more about himself still than such a philosopher pcihaps should 
have done. Indeed, considering that he^^as caiele^is about the world, 
Mr. Pen ornamented his person with no small pains in older to make 
himself agreeable tf) it, and for a weary pilgiim as lie was, wore very 
light bools and blight \'arnish. , 

It was in this dull season of the year then, of a shining Friday 
night in Autumn, that ]\lr. Pendennis, ha\ing comjileteil at his rews- 
p.iper office a brilliant leading article — such as Captain Shandon 
himself might have written, had the Cajitain been in good humour, 
and inclined to work, which he never aa 011 Id docxcei>t under t ompuhsion 
- that Mr. Arthur IVndcnnis having Avritten his article, and rcvicAved 
it approvingly as it lay Ixiforc him in its Avet proof sheet at the office of 
the paper, bethought him that he avouIcI cross tlu* water, and regale 
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himself with the fireworks and other amusements of Vauxhall. So he 
affably put in his pocket the order which admitted Editor of Pall Mall 
Gazette and friend ” to that place of recreation, and paid with the coin 
of the realm a sufficient sum to enable him to cross Waterloo Bridge. 
The walk thence to the Gardens was pleasant, the stars were shining 
in the skies above, looking down upon the royal properly, whence 
the rockets and Roman candles had not yet ascended to outshine the 
stars. 

Before you enter the enchanted ground, where twenty thousand 
additional lamps arc burned every night as usual, most of us have 
passed llirough the black and dreary passage and wickets which hide 
the splendours of Vauxhall from uninitiated men. In the walls of this 
passage are two holes strongly illuminated, in the midst of which you 
see two gentlemen at desks, where they will lake cither your money as 
a private individual, or your order of admission if you arc provided 
with that passport to the Gardens. Pen went to exhibit his ticket at 
the last-named orilirc, whcie, lunvever, a gentleman and two ladies 
were already m parley before him. 

The gentleman, w'ho ,0 lial was veiy* much on one side, and who 
wore a short and clubby c loak in .'lU c\( es^ivc'Iy smart manner, w'as 
crying out in a \oi<(' wliidi IVn .U o’k e roc )giii-»ed- - 

** Bcdad, sir, if ye doubt me lumom, \vill )e oblccgc me by stipping 
out of that box, and 

Lor, C'apting !” rried the elder lady. 

“Don't bother me,’' said the m.in in the bo'i. 

“And ask Mr. Ibdgen himself, who':, in the gyardens, to let these 
leedies pass. Don’t be fioightened, me dear madam, I'm not going 
to tpiarl with this gintlemnn, at anyreet before leedie-,. Will ye go, 
sir, and desoiie Mr. llodgcn (wiiose orthcr I l:eem in with, and he’s 
me most intemate friend, and I know’ he’s goan to sing the ‘Body 
Snatcher’ licrc to-noight), with Captain Cosligan’s compliments, to 
.stii> out and let in the leedies— for meself, sir, oiVe seen Vauxhall, and 
I srawTim an) interfa)ran( e on moi acec>uiU : but for these leedies, 
one of them has never been there, and oi should think ye'd hardly take 
advantage of me misfartunc in losing the tickut, to deproive her of her 
pleasure.” 

“ It ain’t no use, Captain. I can’t go about your bud ness,” the 
chccktaker said; on which the Captain swore an oath, and the elder 
lady said, “ Lor, ’ow j)ro\ okiii' ! ” 

As for the young one, she looked up at the Captain and said, 
“Never mind, Captain Costigan, I’m sure I don't want to go at alL 
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Come away, mamma." And with this, although she did not want to 
go at all, her feelings overcame her, and she began to cry. 

“Me poor child!” the Captain said. “Can ye see that, sir, and 
will ye not let this innocent creature in?” 

“It ain’t my business,” cried the door-keeper, peevishly, out of the 
illuminated box. And at this minute Arthur came up, and recognising 
Costigan, said, “Don’t you know me, Captain? Pendennis!” And 
he took off his hat and made a bow to the two ladies. “ Me dear boy ! 
Me dear friend! ” cried the Captain, extending towards Pendennis the 
grasp of friendship; and he rapidly explained to the other what he 
called “ a most unluckee conthr.itong.” He liad an order for Vauxhall, 
admitting two, from Mr. ITodgen,then within the Gardens, and singing - 
(as he did at the Rack Kitchen and the nobility's concerts,) the “ Body 
Sn.Uclicr,” the “ Death of Cicnernl Wolfe. ’ the “ Banner of Blood,” and 
other favourite melodics ; and, having this order for the admission of 
two persons, he thought that it would admit three, and liad come ac- 
(ordiiigly to the Gardens with his friends. Rut, on his way, Captain 
Costigan had lost the paper ol admission— it was mjt forthcoming at 
all; and the Icedits must go back ay,, 1111, to the great disappointment 
of one of them, a-. Pendennis saw. 

Aithiir had a great deal of good-natuic for ever) body, and how 
could he refuse his sympathy in sikIi a case as this? lie had seen 
the innocent face as it looked up to the ( 'aptain, the aj)pcaling look of 
the girl, the piteous quiver of the mouth, and the Dnal outburst of tears. 

If it had been his last guinea in the world, he must have paid it to 
have given the poor little thing pleasure. Slie turned the sad implor- 
i]\g eyes away directly they lighted u])on a sirangei , and began to wipe 
them with her handkerchief. Arthur looked very handsome and kind 
.'.s he stood before the women, with liis hat off, blushing, bowing, 
generous, a gentleman. “Wlio are llic‘y?” he asked of himself. He 
thought he had seen the elder lady bcfoie. 

“ If I can be of any service to you, Captain Costigan,’* the young 
man said, “ I hope you will command iucn; is there any difficulty 
about taking these ladies into the garden? \\'ill )ou kindly make use 
of my purse? And — and I have a ticket myself which wall adUiit two 
- -1 hope, ma’am, you will permit me ? ” 

The first nniiulse of the l^rincc of Fairoaks was to pay for the 
W'hole party, and to make aw^ay with his newspaper order as poor 
Costigan had done with his owm ticket. But his instinct, and the ap- 
IJcarancc of the two women, told him that they would be better pleased 
if he did not give himself the airs t>f grand scii;tieur, and he handed 
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his purse to Costigan, and laughingly pulled out his ticket with one 
hand, as he offered the other to the elder of the ladies — ladies was not 
the word — they had bonnets and shawls, and collars and ribbons, and 
the youngest showed a pretty little foot and boot under her modest 
grey gown, but his Highness of Fairoaks was courteous to every person 
who wore a petticoat, whatever its texture was, and the humbler the 
wearer only the more stately and polite in his demeanour. 

“Fanny, take the gentleman’s arm,” the elder said; “since you 
will be so very kind — Fve seen you often come in at our gate, sir, and 
go in to Captain Strong’s at No. 4.” 

Fanny made a little curtsey, and put her hand under Arthur’s arm. 
It had on a shabby little glove, hut it was pretty and small. She was 
not a child, but she was scarcely a woman as yet ; her tears had dried 
up, her check mantled with youthful blushes, and her eyes glistened 
with pleasure and gratitude, as she looked up into Arthur’s kind fiicc. 

Arthur, in a protecting way, put his other hand upon the little one 
resting on his arm. “ Fanny’s a very pretty little name,” he said ; 
“and so you know me, do you?” 

“Wc keep the lodge, sir, at Shepherd’s Inn,” Fanny said with a 
curtsey ; “ and Tve never been at Vauxhall, sir, and pa didn’t like me 
to go — and — and — O — ()— law, how beautiful ! ” She shrank back as 
she spoke, starting with wonder and delight as she saw the Royal 
Gardens blaze bciorc her with a hundred million of lamps, with a 
splendour such as the finest fairy tale, the finest pantomime she had 
ever witnessed at the theatre, had never realised. I’en was pleased 
with her pleasure, and pressed to his side the little liand which clung 
so kindly to him. “ What would I not give for a little of this pleasure? 
said the yi>ung man. 

“ Your ])ursc, Fendennis, me dear boy,” said the Captain s voice 
behind him. “Will yc count it? it’s all roighl — no— ye llirust in old 
Jack Costigan'(hc thrusts mo, )C see, madam). Ye’\e been me pre- 
scr\er, I’cn, (IVc known inn since choildhood, Mrs. Holton; he's the 
projiroietor of Fairoaks ('ahlle, and many’s the cooper of Clart I've 
dthrunk theie with the iirst nobilitec of Ins ncctive oi'ountce)- Mr. I’cn- 
dennis, ye've been me preserver, and oi thank ye; me daughttlicr will 
thank >c; — Mr. .Siinjison, voui huniMo servant, sir.” 

If Fen was in.igniticcnt in his courtesy to the ladies, w'liat wms his 
splendour in comparison to Captani Costigan’s bowing here and there, 
and crying bravo to the singers? 

A man, ilesccndcd like Costigan, from a long line of Hibernian 
kings, chieftains, and other magnates and shcrifib of the county, had 
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of course too much dignity and self-respect to walk arrum-in-arrum (as 
the Captain phrased it) with a lady who occasionally swept his room 
out, and cooked his mutton chop&i<^ In the course of their journey 
from Shepherd's Inn to Vauxhall Cardens, Captain Costigan had 
walked by the side of the two ladies, in a patronising and affable 
manner pointing out to them the edifices worthy of note, and dis- 
coorsing, according to his wont, about other cities and countries which 
he had visited, and the people of rank and fashion with whom he had 
the honour of an acquaintance. Nor could it be expected, that, arrived 
in the Royal property, and strongly illuminated by the flare of the 
twenty thousand additional lamps, the Captain could relax from his 
dignity, and give an arm to a lady \rho nas, in fact, little better than 
a housekeeper or charwoman. 

But Pen, on his part, had no such scruples. Miss Fanny Bolton 
did not make his bed nor sweep his ch.imbcrs ; and he did not choose 
to let go his pretty little partner. As for Fanny, her colour heighteneii? 
and her bright eyes shone the brighter A\ith pleasure, as she leaned lor 
protection on the arm of such a fine gentleman as Mr. i'en. And she 
jooked at numbers of other ladies in the plare, and at scores of other 
gentlemen under whose ])rolcclion they weic walking here and there; 
and she thought that her gentleman w.is handsomer and grander 
looking than any other gent there. Of course thcic were votaiies of 
pleasure of all ranks in the garden — rakisli young surgeons, fast young 
clerks and commercialists, occasional dandies of the Ouard rcgimentsi 
and the rest. Old Lord Colchirum was Iheie in attendance upon 
Mademoiselle Caracoline, who had been iiding in the ring; and who 
talked her native P'rcnch very loud, and used idiomatic expressions 
of exceeding strength as she walked about, leaning on the arm of his 
loidship. 

Colchiciim was in attendance upon Madeiiioiscllc Car.icolinc, 
little Tom Tufthunt was in attendance u])on Loul Colcliicnm ; and 
rather pleased, too, wuth his position. AVhen Don Juan scales the 
wall, there's never a want of a Lepoicllo to hold tlic ladder. Tom 
Tufthunt w^as quite happy to act as friend to the cldeil) Viscount, and 
to carve the fow'l, and to make the salad at supper. When Pen and 
his young lady met the Viscount’s parly, that noble peer onl> gave 
Arthur a passing leer of recognition as his loidship’s eyes jiassed from 
Pen’s face under the bonnet of Pen’s comjianion. But Tom Tufthunt 
wagged his head very good-naturedly at Mr. Aithiir, and said, “ IJow 
are you, old boy ? ” and looked extremely know mg at the godfather 
of this history. 
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" That is the great rider at Astley’s ; I have seen her there " Miss 
Bolton said, looking after Mademoiselle Caracoline ; “ and who is* 
that old man ? is it not the gentleman in the ring?’* 

That is Lord Viscount Colchicum, Miss Fanny,” said Pen, with 
an air of protection, lie meant no harm, he was pleased to patronise 
the young girl, and he was not displeased that she should be so pretty, 
and that she should be hanging upon his arm, and that yonder elderly 
Don Juan should have seen her there. 

Fanny was very pretty ; iicr c>es were dark and brilliant ; her 
teeth were like little pearls ; her mouth was almost as red .is 
Mademoiselle Caracohiie’s when the latter had put on her vermilion. 
And what a difference there was between the one’s voice and the 
other's, between the giiTs laugh and the woman's ! It was only very 
lately, indeed, that F.iniiy, when looking in the little glass over the 
Bows-Costigan mantelpiece as sJie was dusting it, had begun to 
suspect that she w.is ,j beaut}. But a year ago, she was a diimsy, 
gawky girl, at whom lici father sneered, and of whom the girls at the 
day-school (Miss Minifer’"., Mewcasllc Sticct, Strand ; Miss INI., the 
younger sister, look the leading hudincss ,it the Norwich circuit 
in 182—; and she herself had pla>cd for two seasons with some 
credit T. R. F. ()., T. K. S. \V,y until .she fell down a trap door and 
broke her leg) ; the {‘ills al I aiin>\ school, we say, took no account 
of her, and llioiij^hl hci a dowdy litilc creature as long .as she 
remained under Miss Minifcr's ni-tiiution. And it was unrcm.irk'’d 
and almost unseen 111 ihe claiK iioiltr’s lod^.e of Shepherd’s Inn, th.it 
this little llowcr bloomed inle beauty. 

.So this young jici him., upi»n Mr. Pen's arm, .and they pared 
the gai dens togellicr. laii]>i\ .is lamdon wms ihcrc were sLill some 
two niilliuiis of people leu iai/,eiing about il, .ind amongst them caie 
or two of the acf|ii.iintaiiL< , ot .Mi. Ailhiii Pendennis. 

Amongst, them, silent and alone, ])alc, with his h.ands in his 
pockets, and a UK lul nod of llie he id to Arihur as they met, passed 
Henry Poker, i.s(]. \oun,‘ Heniv was lr}ing to ease his mind by 
moving from [iliuc to and iioiii excitement to c.^.citcmciU. 

But he thought about Blandie as ho sauntered in the claik walki ; 
he thought about Pdam he . lie looked al the devices of the Limps 
lie consulLed the loitime-telU t .diout hci, and was disa])pointcd whcj. 
that gipsy told him Ih.it he we >111 lo\c with a dark lady who w ould 
nuke him h.ipp> ; .mil at the coiwciL, though Air. Momus sang bis 
most stunning comic -^ong , nul .iskcil his most astonishing liddlcs, 
never did a kind smile i ome to \ isii fokei’s lips. In fact, he never 
heard Air. Moinus al all. 
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Pen and Miss Bolton were hard by listening to the same concert, 
and the latter remarked, and Pen laughed at, Mi h okcr s >\oc begone 
face 

F inny asked what it was thit made that odd looking little man so 
dismtil^ “T think he is crossed. m lo\e’” Pen siid “Isn’t that 
enough to make any man dismal, I ann> ^ ’ And he looked down it 
her, splendidly piotecting lici, like I gmont at Clxia in Goethe’s pla\, 
or Leiceslci at Amy in Scotts novel 

“ Crossed in love, is he ^ poor gentleman » ’ said I anny with a si,h, 
ind her eyes tmned round tow iids bun v ith no lillh knidrcss and 
pity— but Haiiy did not see the bciutilul duk eves 

“How d) do, Ml J’ciidcnnis — i voice broke in hcie — it wis 
ihU of i \ounc; m in in a 1 uge white co it with a icd ncLkcloth, over 
which a dings shut (ollii w is turned o is to exhibit a dubious neck 
— with a ]ii^»c pin of bullion or cthci metil, ind m ima.,initive 
vv 11 si coat with cxcccdin ly finiiful hss buttons, ind trovvjcrs tint 
tiled with i loud voce, “Ccine Ink it me, ind see how ehi ip 
andtawdiy 1 ini my mi tci,wlnt i di t) biuk ' uid i little stick 
in one pocket of hi coit, ind \ 1 id\ m 1 1 ik sitin c n the oiliei urn — 
“How (ly do— J oij^et mt 1 d uc sn IJu tei (1 ivcnng ’ 

“ How do )ou do, Ml Huxt t, the Piinie ol 1 iioxl sxid in his 
most pill ceh m innci “ J hope \ou iic vciy well 

“Pictty bobbish, tlnnl y — A.nd Mi Iluvtci vv i^^cd his head 
“I siv lendtnni , youve been comin^ it imeonnion stiong ^mcc we 
hid llic row It W ip hots don t you lemcmbcr^ (ricit author, hiy ^ 
t o iboul with the s veils Saw youi nunc in the ‘Morning Po t 
1 su] ] ose yiiiK too luiuh of i swell to come and have i bit of 
sLippti wilb in old f ii(P— Chuteihoii e Line to moriow ni lit,— 
s( me devilish ood hlhws fioin 1 utholomcw s md Mune stunning 
n piiiuli Heu s my end Aid with tin ^li Huxtci lele iscd 
his h md fii in the ]k (kit wheu hi ( me w s, u cl pulliii oti the t( ji 
(f hi ( lid I se with Ins teeth piodieed tlicncc i \i ilin^ ticket, wliieh 
he h nded to I’en 

‘ Aouaic excecdmjy kind, 1 iin sine siid Jen but I ic ict 
lint I li ive 111 ciu ic,enunt wlneh will t d c me out ( 1 town to me r j\v 
in^ht ’ And tile M iie|ui ofl xiioil wondeiin tint such icrcitine 
this could hive the audinty to ^ive him i cu 1, ] ut Mi Iluxtri 
( nd into In waistcoil pocket with i lofty cum csy Jo sibly M 
S imucl Hiixter was not awaie tint tlieie wi n\ gieit soeiil 
diffeicnre between Mi Aitliui Pendenms md him elf ^Ti ITuxtci’s 
fithci w‘s i sui^eon md ipotheciry it Claveim , ]u t as Mi ihn 




‘ Well, old fellow nc\cr nun V s\id Mi Tluvttr, who, nhv'\>s 
fi ink. \nd fimiliii, wi iiom Mnous excitement even inoie affible 
thin iisinl ‘ Jf (vci voii iic look up il oui plicc — Ini 

inosth It home Situich)'>, ind theics ^cnei illy i cheese in the 
(upboiid 1 i, Il Jhcie^ the bell foi the fiiewoil s iinw,iiv 
Come ilm^, Mil) ' Anil he set off lunnin with the lest ot the ciowd 
in the diicclion i f tlic f icw il 

bo did I en pii scnlK when this i^iecible >outh w is out of si.,ht, 
bCt^in to lun willi his liulc cornu inion, Mis bolton followin’- iftci 
them with C ^] t un C i sti^ in -it her side 1 iit the C iptim w is too 
m ijcstK 'ind di nificcl in his novements to tun for friend ci enenn^ 
ind he pin surd hs i iiise with the usuil jaunt) sw i^^er which 
distinguished his step s> tint he iiid his comp inion were speedilj 
distanced by 1 en and Miss 1 inn> 

1 eih ips Arthui foi^^ot or ptrh ips he did not choose to remember 
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that the dder couple had no money in their pockets, as had been 
proved by their adventure at the entrance of the Gardens , howbeit, 
Pen paid a couple of shillings for himself and his partner, and with 
her hanging close on his arm, scaled the staircase which leads to the 
firework gallery. The Captain and mamma might have followed 
them if they liked, but Arthur and I anny were too busy to look back 
People were pushing and squeezing theie beside and behind them 
One eager individual rushed by Fanny, and elbowed her so, that she 
fell back with a little cry, upon which, of course, Arthur caught her 
adroitly m his' arms, and, just for protection, kept her so defended, 
until they mounted the stair, and took then places 

Pool Foker sate alone on one of the highest benches, his face 
illuminated by the iirewoiks, or in then absence by the moon. Arthur 





him, and laughed, but did not occupv himself about his friend 
much. He was engaged with Fann> How she wondered * how 
happy she was ^ how she cried oh, oh, oh, as the rockets soared into 

\OL IT 11 



PENDENNIS. 


98 

tbe showered down in azure, and emerald, and vermilion. As 

these wonders blazed and disappeared before her, the little girl thrilled 
and trembled with delight at Arthur’s side— her hand was tmder his 
arm still, he felt it pressing him as she looked up delighted. 

How beautiful they are, sir! she cried. 

** Don’t call me sir, Fanny,” Arthur said. 

A quick blush rushed up into the girl’s face. What shall I call 
you?" she said, in a low voice, sweet and tremulous. ^ What would 
you wish me to say, sir ? ’’ 

‘‘Again, Fanny! Well, I forgot; it is best so, my dear," Pen- 
dennis said, very kindly and gently. ‘‘ 1 may call you Fanny?" 

“ O yes I ” she said, and the little hand pressed his arm once more 
very eagerly, and the girl clung to him so that he could feel her heart 
beating on his shoulder. 

“ I may call you Fanny, because you are a young girl, and a good 
girl, Fanny, and I am an old gentleman. Dut you mustn’t call me any- 
thing but sir, or Mr. Pendennis, if you like; for we live in very dif- 
ferent stations, Fanny ; and don’t think I speak unkindly; and— and 
why do you take your hand away, Fann> ? Are you afraid of me? Do 
you think I would hurt you? Not for all the world, my dear little girl. 
And — and look how beautiful the moon and stars arc, and how calmly 
they shine when the rockets ha\c gone out, and the noisy wheels have 
done hissing and blazing. When 1 came here to-night I did not think 
I should have had such a pretty little companion to sit by my side, 
and see these tine fircwoiks. You must know 1 li\c by myself, and 
work very hard. I write in books and ncvvspai)crs, Fanny; and I was 
quite tired out, and expected to sit alone all night ; and — don’t cry, my 
dear, dear, little girl.” Here Pen broke out, rapidly putting an end to 
the calm oration which he had begun to deliver; for the sight of a 
woman’s tears always put his nerves in a quiver, and he began forth- 
with to coax her and soothe her, and to utter a hundred-and-twenly 
little ejaculations of pity and sympathy, which need not bo repeated 
here, because they w^ould be absuid in })rint. So w'ould a mother’s 
talk to a child be absurd in print; so would a lover’s to his bride. 
That sweet artless poetry beats no tninslation ; and is too subtle for 
grammarians’ clumsy definitions. You have but the same four letters 
to describe the salute which >011 perform on your grandmother’s fore- 
head, and that which you bestow on the sacred cheek of your mistress ; 
but the same four letters, and not one of tJicm a labial. Do we mean 
to hint that Mr. Arthur l^cndcnnis made any use of the monosyllabic 
in question? Not so. In the first place, it w'as dark: the fireworks 
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were over, and nobody could see him; secondly, was not a man to 
have this kind of secret, and tel^ it; thirdly, and lastly, let the honest 
fellow who has kissed a pretty girl, say what Would have been his own 
conduct in such a delicate juncture? 

Well, the truth is, that however you may suspect him, and what- 
ever you would have done under the circumstances, or Mr. Pen would 
have liked to do, he behaved honestly, and like a man. “ I will not 
play with this little girFs heart,” he said within himself, and forget 
my own or her honour. She seems to have a great deal of dangerous 
and rather contagious sensibility, and I am very glad the fireworks 
arc over, and that I can take her back to her mother. Come along, 
Fanny ; mind the steps, and lean on me. Don't stumble, you heedr , 
less little thing; this is the way, and there is your mamma at die 
door.” 

And there, indeed, Mrs. Bolton was, unquiet in spirit, and grasping 
her umbrella. She seized Fanny with maternal fierceness and eager- 
ness, and uttered bomc rapid abuse to Iho girl in an under tone. The 
expression in Captain Costigan’s eye— standing behind the matron and 
winking at Pendennis from under his hat —was, I am bound to say, 
indefinably humorous. 

It was so much so, that Pen could not refrain from bursting into a 
laugh. “You should have taken my ann, Mrs. Bolton” he said, 
offering it. “ I am very glad to bring Miss Fanny back quite safe to 
you. We thought you would have followed us up into the gallery, 
Wc enjoyed the fircwoiks, didn't wc?” 

“ O yes ! ” said Mi'^s Fanny, w itli rather a demure look. 

‘‘And the bouquet was magnificent,'* said Pen. “And it is ten 
hours since I had anything to eal^ ladies ; and I wish you would permit 
me to invite you to supper.” 

“ Dad,” said Costigan, “ Pd loike a snack tu ; only I forgawt me 
purse, or 1 should lia\c invoited these leedies to a collection.” 

Mrs. Bolton with considerable asperity said, She ad an eadache, 
and would mucli rather go ome. 

“ A lobster salad is the best thing in thc^ world for a headache,” 
Pen said gallantly, “and a glass ot ^\^ne I'm sure will do you good. 
Come, Mrs. Bolton, be kind to me and oblige me. I shan’t have the 
heart to sup without you, and upon my word I have had no dinner. 
Give me your arm : give me the umbrella. Costigan, I’m sure you'll 
take care of Miss Fanny; and I shall think Mrs. Bolton angry with 
me, unless she v. ill favour me with her society. And we will all sup 
tiuietly, and go back in a cab together.'' 
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The cab, the lobster salad, the frank and good-humoured look of 
Pendennis, as he smilingly invited the worthy matron, subdued her 
suspicions and her anger. Since he would be so obliging, she thought 
she could take a little bit of lobster, and so they all marched away 
to a box; and Costigan called for a waither with such a loud and 
belligerent voice, as caused one of those officials instantly to run to 
him. 

The carte was examined on the wall, and Fanny was asked to 
choose her favourite dish ; upon which the young creature said she was 
fond of lobster, too, but also owned to a partiality for raspberry-tart 
This delicacy was provided by Pen, and a bottle of the most frisky 
champagne was moreover ordered for the delight of the ladies. Little 
Fanny drank this; — what other sweet intoxication had she not drunk 
in the course of the night? 

When the supper, which was very brisk and gay, was over, and 
Captain Costigan and Mrs. Bolton had partaken of some of the rack 
punch that is so fragrant at V^auxhall, the bill was called and discharged 
by Pen with great generosity, — “ loike a foin young English gentleman 
of th* olden toime, be Jove,” Costigan enthusiastically remarked. 
And as, when they went out of the box, he stepped fonvard and gave 
Mrs. Bolton his arm, Fanny fell to Pen’s lot, and the young people 
walked away in high good-humour together, in the wake of their 
seniors. 

The champagne cind the rack punch, though taken in moderation 
by all persons, except perhaps poor Cos, who lurched ever so little in 
his gait, had set them in high spirits and good humour, so that Fanny 
began to skip and move her brisk little feet in time to the band, which 
was playing waltzes and galops for the dancers. As they came up to 
the dancing, the music and Fanny’s feet seemed to go quicker together 
—she seemed to spring, as if naturally, from the ground, and as if she 
required repression to keep her there. 

“ Shouldn’t you like a turn?” said the Prince of Fairoaks. What 
fun it would be ! Mrs. Bolton, ma’am, do let me take her once round.” 
Upon which Mr. Costigan said, “Off wid you!” and Mrs. Bolton not 
refusing (indeed, she was an old war-horse, and would have liked, at 
ihe trumpet’s sound, to have entered the arena herself), Fanny's shawl 
was off her back in a minute, and she and Arthur were whirling round 
m a waltz in the midst of a great deal of queer, but exceedingly joyful 
company. 

Pen had no mishap this time with little Fanny, as he had with Miss 
Blanche in old days, — at least, there was no mishap of his making. 
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The pair danced away with great agility and contentment,— lirst a 
waltz, then a galop, then a walt^ again, tintil, in the second waltz, they 
were bumped by another couple who had joined the Terpsichotean 
choir. This was Mr. Huxter and his pink satin young friend, of whom 
we have already had a glimpse. ‘ 

Mr. Huxter very probably had been also partaking of supper, for he 
was even more excited now than at the time when he had previovisly 
claimed Pen’s acquaintance ; and, having run against Arthur and his 
partner, and nearly knocked them down, this amiable gentleman of 
course began to abuse the people whom he had injured, and broke out 
into a volley of slang against the unoffending couple. 

" Now then, stoopid ! Don’t keep the ground if you can’t dance, * 
old Slow Coach ! ** the young surgeon roared out (using, at the same 
time, other expressions far more emphatic), and was joined in his abuse 
by the shrill language and laughter of his partner to the interruption 
of the ball, the terror of poor little Fanny, and the immense indignation 
of Pen. 

Arthur was furious ; and not so angry at the quarrel as at the shame 
attending it. A battle with a fellow like that ! A row in a public 
garden, and with a porter’s daughter on his arm ! What a position for 
Arthur Pendennis ! He drew poor little Fanny hastily away from the 
dancers to her mother, and wished that lady, and Costigan, and poor 
Fanny under ground, rather than there^ in his companionship, and 
under his protection. 

When Huxter commenced his attack, that free-spoken young 
gentleman had not seen who was his opponent ; and directly he was 
tiware that it was Arthur whom he had insulted, he began to make 
apologies. ^ Hold your stoopid tongue, Mary,” he said to his partner. 

“ It’s an old friend and crony at home, I beg pardon, Pendennis ; 
wasn’t aware it was you, old boy.” Mr. Huxter had been one of the boys 
of the Clavering School, who had been present at a combat which has 
been mentioned in the early part of this story, when young Pen knocked 
down the biggest champion of the academy,, and Huxter knew that it 
was dangerous to quarrel with Arthur. ’ 

His apologies were as odious to the other as his abuse had oeen. 
Pen stopped his tipsy remonstrances by telling him to hold his tongue, 
and desiring him not to use his (Pendennis’s) name in that place or any 
other ; and he walked out of the gardens with a titter behind him from 
the crowd, every one of whom he would have liked to massacre for 
having been witness to the degrading broil. He walked out of the 
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gardens, quite forgetting poor little Fanny, who came trembling behind 
him with her mother and the stately Costigan. 

He was brought back to himself by a word from the Captain, 
who touched him on the shoulder just as they were passing the inner 
gate. 

^ Therc^s no ray-admittance except ye pay again,” the Captain said. 
•'* Hadn’t I better go back and take the fellow your message ? ” 

Pen burst out laughing. “ Take him a message ! Do you think 1 
would fight with such a fellow as that ? ” he asked. 

" No, no ! Don’t, don’t ! ” cried out little Fanny. “ How can you 
be so wicked, Captain Costigan ? ” The Captain muttered something 
about honour, and winked knowingly at Pen, but Arthur said gallantly, 
“ No, Fanny, don’t be frightened. It was my fault to have danced in 
such a place. I beg your pardon, to luive asked you to dance there.” 
And he gave her his arm once more, and called a cab, and put his three 
friends into it. 

He was about to pay the driver, and to take another carriage for 
himself, when little Fanny, still alarmed, put her little hand out, 
and caught him by the coat, and implored him and besought him to 
come in. 

Will nothing satisfy you,” said T’cn, in great good humour, “ that 
I *am not going back to light him ? Well, I will come home with you. 
Drive to Shepherd’s Inn, Cab.” The cab drove to its destination. 
Arthur was immensely pleased by the girl’s solicitude about him : her 
tender terrors quite made him forgot his previous annoyance. 

Pen put the ladies into Ihcir lodge, having shaken hands kindly 
with both of them ; and the Captain again wliisperccl to him that he 
would sec um in the morning if lie was inclined, and take his message 
to that “ scounthrel.” Jlut the Captain was in his usual condition 
when he made the proposal ; and I’en was perfectly sure that neither 
he nor Mr. Huxter, when they awoke, would remember anything about 
the dispute. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A VISIT OF POLITKNESS. 

OSl’lGAN never roused Pen 
from his slumbers ; there was 
lU) hostile mcssafjc from Mr. 
lliixter to disturb him ; and 
%vhcn JY*n woke, it 'was with a 
brisker and more lively feeling 
lh<ui ordinal ily attends that 
mon^ent in the clay of the tired 
and London man. A city 
man wakes up to care and con- 
sols, and the thoughts of 'Change 
and the counting-house take 
possession of him as soon as 
bleep flies from under his night- 
cap ; a lawyer rouses himself 
with the early morning to think 
of the case that will take him all 
his day to work upon, and the 
inevitable attorney to whom he 
has promised his papers ere night. Which of us has not his anxiety 
instantly present when his eyes are opened, to it .and to the world, after 
his night’s sleep ? Kind strengthencr that enables us to face the day's 
task with renewed heart ! Beautiful ordinance of Providence that 
creates rest as it aw’ards labour ! J 

Mr. Pendennis's labour, or rather his disposition, wms of tha‘ sort 
that his daily occupations did not much interest him, for the excitement 
of literary composition pretty soon subsides w itli the hired labourer, 
and the delight of seeing one’s self in print only extends to the first two 
or three appearances in the magazine or new'spaper page. Pegasus 
put into harness, and obliged to run a stage every day, is as prosaic as 
any other hack, and won't work without his whip or his feed of com. 
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S 05 indeed, Mr. Arthur performcfd his work at the ** Pall Mall Gazette^ 
(and since his success as a novelist with an increased salary), but 
without the least enthusiasm, doing his best or pretty nearly, and 
sometimes writing ill and sometimes well. He was a literary hack^ 
naturally fast in pace, and brilliant in action. 

Neither did society, or that portion which he saw, excite or amuse 
him overmuch. In spite of his brag and boast to the contrary, he was 
too young as yet for women’s society, which probably can only be had 
in perfection when a man has ceased to think about his own person, and 
has given up all designs of being a conqueror of ladies ; he was too 
young to be admitted as an equal amongst men who had made their 
mark in the world, and of whose conversation he could scarcely as yet 
expect to be more than a listener. And he was loo old for the men of 
pleasure of his own age ; too much a man of pleasure for the men of 
business ; destined in a word to be a good deal alone. Fate awards 
this lot of solitude to many a man ; and many like it from taste, as 
many without difficulty bear it. 1 ‘cndcnnis, in reality, suffered it very 
equanimously ; but in words, and atcoiding to his wont, grumbled over 
it not a little. 

What a nice little artless creature that was,” Mr. Pen thought at 
the very instant of waking after the Wiuxhall affair ; “ what a pretty 
natural manner she has ; how much pleasanter than the minauderies 
4 )f the young ladies in the ball-rooms ! ” (and here he recalled to him- 
self some instances, of what he could not help seeing, was the artful 
simplicity of Miss Blanche, and some of the stupid graces of other 
young ladies in the polite world) ; “ who could have thought that such 
a pretty rose could grow in a porter’s lodge, or bloom in that dismal 
old flower-pot of a Shepherd’s Inn? So she learns to sing from old 
Bows ? If her singing voice is as sweet as her sixiaking voice, it must 
be pretty. I like those low voiUks voices. ‘ What would you like me 
to call you?* indeed. Poor little Fanny! It went to my heart to 
adopt the grand air with her, and tell her to call me ‘ sir.' But we'll 
have no nonsense of that sort— no Faust and Margaret business forme. 
That old Bows ! So he teaches her to sing, does he ? He’s a dear 
old fellow, old Bows : a gentleman in those old clothes : a philosopher, 
and with a kind heart, too. H ow good he was to me in the Fotlieringay 
business. He, too, has had his griefs and his sorrows. I must culti- 
vate old Bows. A man ought to see people of all sorts. I am getting 
tired of genteel society. Besides, there’s nobody in town. Yes, 111 go 
and see Bows, and Costigan too : Avhat a rich character ! begad, 111 
study him, and put him into a book.” In this way our young anthro- 
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pologist talked with himself; and as Saturday was the holiday of the 
week, the *^PaU MaH Oazette” making its appearance upon that day, 
and the contributors to that journal having no further calls upon their 
brains or ink-bottles, Mr, Pendennis determined he would take ad- 
vantage of his leisure, and pay a visit to Shepherd’s Inn— -of course to 
see old Bows. 

The truth is, that if Arthur had been the most determined rou^ and 
artful Lovelace who ever set about deceiving a young girl, he could 
hardly have adopted better means for fascinating and overcoming poor 
little Fanny Bolton than those which he had employed on the previous 
night. His dandified protecting air, his conceit, generosity, and good 
humour, the very sense of good and honesty which had enabled him 
to check the tremulous advances of the young creature, and not to take 
advantage of that little fluttering sensibility, — his faults and his virtues 
at once contributed to make her admire him ; and if we could peep 
into Fanny’s bed (which she shared in a cupboard, along with those 
two little sisters to whom we have seen Mr. Costigan administering 
gingerbread and apples), we should find the* poor little maid tossing 
upon her mattress, to the great disturbance of its other two occupants, 
and thinking over all the delights and events of that delightful, event- 
ful night, and all the words, looks, and actions of Arthur, its splendid 
hero. Many novels had Fanny read, in secret and at home, in three 
volumes and in numbers. Periodical literature had not reached the 
height which it has attained subsequently, and the girls of Fanny’s 
generation were not enabled to purchase sixteen pages of excitement 
for a penny, rich with histories of crime, murder, oppressed virtue, and 
the heartless seductions of the aristocracy ; but she had had the benefit 
of the circulating library which, in conjunction with her school and a 
small brandy-ball and millinery business, Miss Minifer kept, — and 
Arthur appeared to her at once as the type and realisation of all the 
heroes of all those darling greasy volumes which the young gill had 
devoured. Mr. Pen, we have seen, was rather a dandy about shirts 
and haberdashery in general, Fanny had looked with delight at the 
fineness of his linen, at the brilliancy of his shirt studs, at his elegant 
< ambric pocket-handkerchief and white gloves, and at the jetty bright- 
ness of his charming boots. The Prince had appeared and subjugated 
the poor little handmaid. His image traversed constantly her restless 
slumbers ; the tone of his voice, the blue light of his eyes, the generous 
look, half love half pity, — the manly protecting smile, the frank, 
winning laughter, — all these were repeated in the girl’s fond memory. 
She felt still his arm encircling her, and saw him smiling so gnind as 
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he filled up that delicious glass of champagne. And then she thought 
of the girls, her friends, who used to sneer at her — of Emma Baker, 
who was so proud, forsooth, because she was engaged to a cheese- 
monger, in a white apron, near Clare Market ; and of Betsy Rodgers, 
who made such a to-do about her young man — an attorney’s clerk, 
indeed, that went about with a bag ! 

So that, at about two o’clock in the afternoon — the Bolton family 
having concluded their dinner (and Mr. B., who besides his place of 
porter of the Jnn, was in the employ of Messrs. Trcssler, the eminent 
undertakers of the Strand, being absent in the country with the Coun- 
tess of Estrich’s hearse), when a gentleman in a white hut and white 
trowsers made his appearance under the Inn archway, and stopped at 
the porter’s wicket, Fanny was notin the least surpiised, only delighted, 
only ha])py, and blushing beyond all measure. She knew it could be 
no other than He. She knew He'd come. I'here lie was; there was 
his Royal Highness beaming u]ion her from the gate. She called to 
her mother, who was busy in the upper apartment, ** Mamma, mamma,” 
and ran to the wicket at once, and opened it, pushing aside the other 
children. How slie blushed as she gave her hand to him ! How affably 
he took off his white hat as he came in ; the children staring up at 
him! He asked Mrs. Bolton if she had slept well, after the fatigues of 
the night, and hoped she had no headache ; and he said that as he 
was going that wa) , he could not pass the door without asking news of 
his little partner. 

Mrs. Bolton was perhaps ralhci shy and suspicious about these 
advances; but Mr. Then’s good humour was ine\h.iustible; he could 
not SCO that he was unwelcome. He looked about the premises for a 
seat, and none being disengaged— -for a dish-cover was on one, a work- 
box on the otlicr, and so forth— he took one of the children’s chairs, 
and perched himself upon that unc omforlable eminence. At this, the 
children began Liugliing, the child Fanny louder than all — at least, she 
was more amused than any of tlicin, and amazed at his Royal High- 
ness’s condescension. Jle to sit down in that chair — that little child’s 
chair! — Many and many a time after, she regarded it: haven’t we 
almost all such furniture in our rooms, that our fancy peoples with dear 
figures, that our memory fills with sweet smiling faces, which may 
never look on us more? 

So Pen sate dowm and talked away with great volubility to Mrs. 
Bolton. He asked about the undertaking business, and how many 
mutes went down with Lady Estrich’s remains; and about the Inn, 
and who lived there. He seemed very much interested about Mr. 
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Campion's cab and horse, and had met that gentleman in society. He 
thought he should like shares in the Polwheedle and Tredyddlum; did 
Mrs. Bolton do for those chambers? Were there any chambers to let 
in the Inn? It was better than the Temple : he should like to come 
to live in Shepherd’s Inn. As for Captain Strong, and — Colonel 
Altamont — was his name? he was deeply interested in them too. The 
Captain was an old friend at home. He had dined with him at 
chambers here, before the Colonel came to live with him. What sort 
of man was the Colonel ? Wasn’t he a stout man, with a large quantity 
of jewellery, and a wig and large black whiskers — 7fery black (here Pen 
was immensely waggish, and caused hysteric giggles of delight from 
the ladies)— very black indeed ; in fact, blue black ; that is to say, a 
rich greenish purple ? That was the man ; he had met him, too, at 
Sir Fr. ... in society. 

Oh, we know,” said the ladies, “ Sir F. is Sir F. Clavering : 

he’s often here: two or three times a week with the Captain. My 
little boy has been out for bill stamps for him. Oh Lor! 1 beg 
])ardon, I shouldn’t have mentioned no secrets,” Mrs, Bolton blurted 
out, being talked perfectly into good-nature by this time. ‘‘ But we 
know you to be a gentleman, Mr. Pendennis, for Fm sure you have 
shown that you can heayve as such. Hasn’t Mr. l^cndennis, Fanny?” 

Fanny loved her mother for that speech. She cast up her dark 
eyes to the low ceiling and said, “ Oh, that he has, Fin sure, ma,” with 
a voice full of meaning. 

Fen was rather curious about the bill stamps, and concerning the 
transactions in Strong’s chambers. And he asked, when Altamont 
came and joined the Chevalier, whether he too sent out for bill stamps, 
v'ho he was, whether he saw many people, and so forth. These ques- 
tions, put with considerable adroitness by Fen, who was interested 
about Sir Francis Clavering s doings from private motives of his own, 
were artlessly answered by Mrs. Bolton, and to the utmost of her 
knowledge and ability, which, in truth, were not very great. 

These questions answered, and Pen being at a» loss for more, luckily 
recollected his privilege as a member of the Press, and asked the ladies 
u hether they would like any orders for the play ? The play was their 
delight, as it is almost always the delight of every' theatrical person. 
When Bolton was away professionally (it appeared that of late the 
porter of Shepherd’s Inn had taken a serious turn, drank a good deal, 
and otherwise made himself unpleasant to the ladies of his family), 
they would like of all things to slip but and go to the theatre — ^little 
Barney, their son, keeping the lodge; and Mr. Pendennis’s most 
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generous and most genteel compliment of orders was received with 
boundless gratitude by both mother and daughter. 

Fanny clapped her hands with pleasure : her face beamed with it 
She looked and nodded, and laughed at her mamma, who nodded and 
laughed in her turn. Mrs. Bolton was not superannuated for pleasure 
yet, or by any means too old for admiration, she thought And very 
likely Mr. Pendcnnis, in his conversation with her, had insinuated 
some compliments, or shaped his talk so as to please her. At first 
against Pen, and suspicious of him, she was his partizan now, and 
almost as enthusiastic about him as her daughter. When two women 
get together to like a man, they help each other on^each pushes the 
other forward — and the second, out of sheer sympathy, becomes as 
eager as the principal : at least, so it is said by philosophers who have 
examined this science. 

So the offer of the play>tickets, and other pleasantries, put all parties 
into perfect good-humour, except for one brief moment, when one of 
the younger children, hearing the name of Astley’s ” pronounced, came 
forward and stated that she should like very much to go, too ; on 
which, Fanny said, “Don’t bother!" rather sharply; and mamma 
said, “ Git-long, Betsy-Jane, do now, and play in the court ; " so that 
the two little ones, namely, Betsy- Jane and Ameliar-Ann, went away 
in their little innocent pinafores, and disported in the court-yard on 
the smooth gravel, round about the statue of Shepherd the Great. 

And here, as they were playing, they very possibly communicated 
with an old friend of theirs and dweller in the Inn; for while Pen was 
making himself agreeable to the ladies at the lodge, who were laugh- 
ing delighted at his sallies, an old gentleman passed under the arch- 
way from the Inn-Square, and came and looked in at the door of the 
lodge. 

He made a very blank and rueful face when he saw Mr. Arthur 
seated upon a tabic, like Machcath in the play, in easy discourse with 
Mrs. Bolton and her daughter. 

“ What ! Mr. Bows ? How d’you do, Bows ? ” cried out Pen, in a 
cheery, loud voice. “ I was coming to see you, and was asking your 
address of these ladies." 

“You were coming to see were you, sir?" Bows said, and 
came in with a sad face, ana shook hands with Arthur. “ Plague on 
that old man ! " somebody thought in the room ; and so, perhaps, some 
one else besides her. 
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CHAPTER X. 

IN SHEPHERD’S INN. 

UR fliend Pen said, 
“ How d’ye do, Mr. 
Bows?" in a loud 
cheery voice on per- 
ceiving that gentle- 
man, and saluted 
him in a dashing 
off-hand manner, 
yet you could have 
seen a blush upon 
Arthur’s face (an- 
swcicd by Fanny, 
whose check 
straightway threw 
out a similar flut- 
leiing red signal); 
and after Bows and 
Arthur had shaken 
hands, and the 
fonner had ironi- 
cally accepted the 
other’s asset tion 
that he was about to pay Mr, Costigan’s chambers a visit, there was a 
gloomy and rather guilty silence in the compai^, which Pen presently 
tried to dispel by making a great rattling and noise. The silence of course 
departed at Mr. Arthur’s noise, but the gloom remained and deepened, 
as the darkness does in a vault if you light up a single taper in it. 
Pendennis tried to describe, in a jocular manner, the transactions of 
the night previous, and attempted to give an imitation of Costigan 
vainly expostulating with the check-taker at Vauxhall. It was not a 
good imitation. What stranger can imitate that perfection ? Nobody 
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laughed. Mrs. Bolton did not in the least understand what part Mr. 
Pendennis was performing, and whether it was the check-taker or the 
Captain he was taking off. Fanny wore an alarmed face, and tried a 
timid giggle ; old Mr. Bows looked as glum as when he fiddled in the 
orchestra, or played a difficult piece upon the old piano at the Back 
Kitchen. Pen felt that his story was a failure ; his voice sank and 
dwindled away dismally at the end of it — flickered, and went out ; and 
it was all dark again. You could hear the ticket-porter, who lolls about 
Shepherd’s Inn, as he passed on the flags under the archway : the clink 
of his boot-heels was noted by cvcr>'bod> . 

“You were coming to see me, sir,” Mr. Bows said. “ Won^t you 
have the kindness to walk up to my chambers with me ? You do them 
a great honour, I am sure. They arc rather high up ; but—” 

“ Oh ! I live in a garret myself, and Shepherd’s Inn is twice as 
cheerful as Lamb Court,” Mr. l^cndcnnis broke in. 

“ I knew that you had third floor apartments,” j\lr. Bows said ; “ and 
was going to say — you will ])lcasc not take my remark as discourteous 
— that the air up three pair of stairs is wholesoincr for gentlemen, than 
the air of a porler s lodge,” 

“ Sir ! ” said Pen, uhose candle flamed up again in his wrath, and 
who was disposed to be as (piarrcKomc as men are when they are in 
the wrong. “Will you permit me to choose my society without — ” 

“You were so polite as to say that you were about to honour my 
umblc domicile w’ith a visit,” Mr. Bows said, w’ith his sad voice. “ Shall 
I show you the w ay ? Mr. Pendennis and 1 arc old friends, Mrs. Bolton 
— very old acquaint a nc'cs ; and at the earliest d^iwn of his life we crossed 
each other.” 

The old man pointed tow aids the door with a trembling finger, 
and a hat in the other Ii.ind, and in an attitude slightly theatrical; so 
were his words when he stiokc somewhat artifici.il, and clioscn from 
the vocabulary which he liad hc.iid all his life from the painted lips 
(>f the orators before the stage-lamps. But lie w^as not acting or 
masquerading, as Pen knew very well, though he was disposed to 
pooh-pooh the old fellow’s melodramatic airs. “Come along, sir,” 
he said, “as >ou are so very pressing. Mrs. Bolton, I wdsh you a 
good day. Good-bye, Miss F.mny ; 1 shall ahvays think of our night 
at Vauxhall with pleasure ; and be sure I will remember the theatre- 
tickets.” And he took her ha.nd, pressed it, was pressed by it, and was 
gone. 

“ What a nice young man, to be sure ! ” cried Mrs. Boiton. 

“ D Vou think ?o. ma } ” said Fanny'. 
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I was a^thinkin^ who he was like. When 1 was at the Wells wit3t 
Mrs. Serle/' Mrs. Bolton continued, looking through the window 
curtain after Pen, as he went up the court with Bows ; ‘‘ there was a 
young gentleman from the City, that used to come in a tilbry, in a 
while at, the very image of him, ony his whiskers was black, and Mr. 
P.^s is red.” 

Law, ma I they are a most beautiful hawburn,” Fanny said, 

** He used to come for Emly Budd, who danced Columbine in 
‘ Arleykin Ompipe, or the Battle of Navarino,’ when Miss De la Bosky 
was took ill— a pretty dancer, and a fine singe figure of a woman — and 
he was a great sugar-baker in the City, with a country ouse at Omcr- 
ton ; and he used to drive her in the tilbry down (ioswell Street Road; 
and one day they drove and was married at St. Bartholomew’s Church, 
Smithficld, where they ad their bands read quite private ; and she now 
keeps her carriage, and I sor her name in the paper as patroness of 
the Manshing-Housc Ball for the Washy women’s Asylum. And look 
at Lady Mirabel — Capting Costigan’s d:uighicr — she was profeshni, 
as all very well know.” Thus, and more lo this purpose, Mrs. Bolton 
spoke, now peeping through the window-curtain, now cleaning the 
mugs and plates, and consigning them lo their place in the corner 
cupboard ; and finishing her s])ccch a^, she and F anny shook oiit and 
folded up the dinncr-cloth between iliein, and restored it to its drawei 
in the tabic. 

Although Costigan had once before been made pretty accurately 
to understand wliat Pen’s pecuniary means and expectations were, 
J sujiposc Cos had forgotten the information acquired at Chatteris 
years ago, or had been induced by his natural enthusiasm to exiig- 
geralc his friend’s income. He had ‘described Kairoaks Park in the 
most glowing terms to Mrs. Bolton, on the preceding evening, as he 
Was walking about with her during Pen’s little escapade with Fanny, 
liad dilated upon the enormous wealth of Pen's famous uncle, the 
Major, and shown an intimate acquaintance with Arthur’s funded and 
landed property. Very likely Mrs. Bolton, indicr wisdom, had opecu- 
kiled upon these matters during the night ; (ind had had visions of 
Fanny driving in her carriage, like Mrs. Bolton’s old comrade, ♦he 
dancer of Sadler’s Wells. 

In the last operation of tabic-cloth folding, these two foolish women, 
of ni cessity, came close together ; and as Fanny took the cloth and 
gave it the last fold, her mother put her finger unde the young girl’s 
chin, and kissed her. Again the red signal flew out, and fluttered. on 
Fanny’s check. What did it mean? It was not alarm this time. It 
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was pleasure which caused the poor tittle Fanny to blush so. Poor 
little Fanny ! What I is love sin, that it is so pleasant at the beginning, 
and so bitter at the end ? 

After the embrace, Mrs. Bolton thought proper to say that she was 
a«going out upon business, and that Fanny must keep the lodge ; which 
Fanny, after a very faint objection indeed, consented to do. So Mrs. 
Bolton took her bonnet and market-basket, and departed ; and the 
instant she was gone, Fanny went and sate by the window which com- 
manded Bows’s door, and never once took her eyes away from that 
quarter of Shepherd's Inn. 

Betsy-Jane and Amcliar-Ann were buzzing in one comer of the place, 
and making believe to read out of a picture-book, which one of them 
held topsy-turvy. It was a grave and dreadful tract, of Mr. Bolton’s 
collection. Fanny did not hear her sisters prattling over it. She 
noticed nothing but Bows’s door. 

At last she gave a little shake, and her eyes lighted up. He had 
come out. He would pass the door again. But her poor little coun- 
tenance fell in an instant more. Pendennis, indeed, came out ; but 
Bows followed after him. They passed under the ai ch way together. 
He only took off his hat, and bowed as he looked in. He did not stop 
to speak. 

In three or four minutes — Fanny did not know how long, but she 
looked furiously at him when he came into the lodge — Bows returned 
alone, and entered into the porter’s room. 

** Where’s your ma, dear ? ” he said to Fanny. 

“ I don’t know,” Fanny said, with an angry toss. “ 1 don’t follow 
ma'b steps wherever she goes, I suppose, Mr. Bows.” 

“ Am I my mother’s keeper } ” Bows said, with his usual melancholy 
bitterness. “ Come here, Betsy-Jane and Amelia- Ann ; I’ve brought a 
cake for the one who can read her letters best, and a cake for the other 
who can read them the next best.” 

When the young ladies had undergone the examination through 
which Bows put them, they were rewarded with their gingerbread 
medals, and went off to discuss them in the court. Meanwhile Fanny 
took out some work, and pretended to busy herself with it, her mind 
being in great excitement and anger as she plied her needle. Bows 
sate so that he could command tlie entrance from the lodge to the street. 
But the person whom, perhaps, he expected to see, never made his 
appearance again. And Mrs. Bolton came in from market, and found 
Mr. Bows in place of the person whom she had expected to see. The 
reader perhaps can guess what was his name ? 
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The interview between Bows and his guest, when those two mounted 
to the apartment occupied by the former in common with the descendant 
of the Milesian kings, was not particularly satisfactory to either party. 
Pen was sulky. If Bows had anything on his mind, he did not care to 
deliver himself of his thoughts in the presence of Captain Costigan, who 
remained in the apartment during the whole of Pen’s visit ; having 
quitted his bed-chamber, indeed, but a very few minutes before the 
arrival of that gentleman. We have witnessed the deshabilld of Major 
Pendennis : will any man wish to be valct-de-chambre to our other 
hero, Costigan ? It would seem lliat the Captain, before issuing from 
his bed-room, scented himself with otto of whisky. A rich odour of 
that delicious perfume breathed from out him, as he held out the grasp 
of cordiality to his visitor. The hand which performed that grasp 
shook wofully : it was a wonder how it could hold the razor with which 
the poor gentleman daily operated on his chin. 

liows’s room was as neat, on the other hand, as his comrade’s was 
disorderly. His humble wardrobe liung behind a curtain. His hooks 
and manuscript music were trimly arrange^l upon shelves. A litho- 
graphed portrait of Miss Totheringay, as Mis. Haller, with the actress’ 
sprawling signature at the corner, hung faithfully over the old gentle- 
man’s bed. Lady Mirabel wrote much better than Miss Kollieringay 
had been able to do. Her Lady.ship had laboured assiduously to 
acejuire the art of penmanship since her marriage ; and, in a common 
note of invitation or acceptance, acquitted licrself very genteelly. Bows 
loved the old handwriting best, though ; the fair artist’s earlier manner. 
He had but one specimen of the new style, a note in nply to a song 
composed and dedicated to Lady Mirabel, by her most humble servant 
Kobert Bows ; and which document was treasured in his desk among 
his other state papers. He w'as teaching Fanny Bolton now to sing 
and to write, as he had taught Kmily in former days. It was the 
nature of the man to attach himself to something. When Kmily was 
lorn from him he took a substitute : as a man looks out for a crutch 
when he loses a leg, or lashes himself to a raft when he has suifercd 
shipwreck. Latude had given his heart to a woman, no doubt, before 
he grew to be so fond of a mouse in the Bastille. There are pcojdc 
who in their youth have felt and inspired an heroic passion, and end 
by being happy in the caresses, or agitated by the illness, of a poodle. 
But it was hard upon Bows, and grating to his feelings as a man and 
a sentimentalist, that he should find Pen again upon his track, and in 
pursuit of this little Fanny. 

Meanwhile, Costigan had not the least idea but that his company 
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was perfectly welcome to Messrs. Pendennis and Bows, and tliat the 
visit of the former was intended for himself. lie expressed himself 
{greatly pleased with that mark of poloiglitness, and promised, in his 
own mind, that he would repay that obligation at least, which w^as 
not the only debt which the Captain owed in life, by several visits to 
his young friend. He entertained him affably with news of the day, 
or ratlicr of ten days previous; for l*en, in his quality of Journalist, 
remembered to have seen some of the Captain’s opinions in the 
Sporting and Theatrical Newspaper, which w.is Costigan^s oracle. 
Ho slated that Sir Charles and Lady Mirabel were gone to Baden- 
Baden, and were most pressing in ihcir invitations that he should 
)oin them there. Pen replied, with great gravity, that he had heard 
that Baden was very pleasant, and the Crand Duke exceedingly 
hospitable to English. Cnstigan answered, that the laws of hospitalitce 
bekeain a (irand Juke; that he s iriously would think about visiting 
him ; and made some remarks upon the splendid festivities a' Dublin 
Castle, when his Excellency the Eail of Portansherry held the* \'icc- 
raygal Coort there, and of which he Costigan had been a luuuble but 
pleased si^ectalor. And Pen— as he heard these oft-told well remem- 
bered legends- recollected the time when he had given a sort of 
credence to them, and had a ccrl.iin respect for the Captain. Emily 
and first love, and the little room at ('hatteris, and the kind taik with 
Bows on the bridge, came back to him. He felt quite kindly disposed 
towards his two old friends ; and cordially shook the hands of both of 
them when he rose to go away. 

He had quite forgotten about little Fanny Bolton whilst the 
Captain was talking, and Pen himself wms absorbed in other selfish 
meditations. He only remembered her again as Ihnvs came hobbling 
down the stairs after him, bent evidently upon following him out of 
Shepherd’s Inn. 

Mr. Bows’s precaution was not a lucky one. The wrath of Mr. 
Arthur Pendennis rose at the poor old fellow’s feeble persecution. 
Confound him, what does he mean by dogging me ? thought Pen. And 
he burst out laughing when he was in the Strand and by himself, as he 
thought of the elder’s stratagem. It w.as not an honest laugh, Arthur 
Pendennis. Perhaps the thought struck Arthur himself, and he blushed 
at his own sense of humour. 

He went off to endeavour to banish the thoughts which occupied 
him, whatever those thoughts might be, and tried various places of 
amusement with but indifferent success. He struggled up the highest 
stairs of the Panorama ; but when he had arrived, panting, at tlie 
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height of the eminence, Care had come up with him, and was bearing 
him company. lie went to the Club, and wrote a long letter home, 
exceedingly witty and sarcastic, and in which, if he did not say a single 
word about Vaiixhall and Fanny ]&olton, it was because he drought 
that subject, however interesting to himself, would not be vciy interest- 
ing to his mother and Laura. Nor could the novels or the library 
table fix his attention, nor the grave and respectable Jawkins (the 
only man in towm), who wished to engage him in conversation ; nor 
any of tlie amusements which he tried, after flying from Jawkins. 
I le passed a Comic Theatre on his way home, and saw “ Stunning 
Farce,” “Roars of Laughter,” “Good Old flnglish Fun and Frolic,” 
placarded in vermilion letters on the gale. He went into the pit, and 
saw the lovely 1^1 rs. Leary, as usual, in a man's attire ; and that eminent 
buffo actor, Tom I lorscman, dressed as a w onian. Hoi seinan’s travestie 
seemed to him a horrid and liideous degradation ; Mrs. Leary’s glances 
and ankles had not the least effect. Hclau^icd again, and bitterly, to 
himself, as he thought of the effect which shc’had produced upon him, 
on the fust night of his arrival in London, a short time — what a long 
long time ago ! 
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CHAPTER XI. 

IN OR NEAR THE TEMPLE CARDEN. 

ASHION has long de- 
serted the green and 
pretty Temple Gar- 
den, in which Sliak- 
spearc makes York 
and Lancaster to 
pluck the innocent 
white and red roses 
which became the 
badges of tiieir bloody 
wars; and the learned 
and pleasant writer of 
the ‘^Handbook of 
London tells us that 
*• the commonest and 
hardiest kind of rose 
has long ceased to put 
foith a bud'' in that 
smoky ai r. N ot many 
of the present occu- 
piers of the buildings 
round about the cpiarter know or care, \ cry likely, A\hclher or not roses 
grow there, or pass the old gale, except on their way to chambers. 
The attorneys' clerks don’t carry flowcis in their bags, or posies under 
their arms, as they run to the counsels’ chambers — the few lawyers 
who take constitutional walks think ^ery little about York and Lan- 
caster, especially since the railroad business is over. Only anticpia- 
rians and literary amateurs care to look at the gardens w'ith much 
interest, and fancy good Sir Roger dc Coverlcy and Mr. Spectator 
with his short face pacing up and down the road; or dear Oliver 
Goldsmith in the summer-house, perhaps meditating about the next 
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Citizen of the World/’ or the new suit that Mr. Kilby, the tailor, is 
fashioning for him, or the dunning letter that Mr. Newbery has sent. 
Treading heavily on the gravel, and rolling majestically along in a 
snuff-coloured suit, and a wig that sadly wants the barber's powder 
and irons, one secs the Great Doctor step up to him (his Scotch lackey 
following at the lexicographer’s heels, a little the worse for port wine 
that they had been taking at the Mitre), and Mr. Johnson asks Mr. 
Goldsmith to come home and take a dish of tea with Miss Williams. 
Kind faith of Fancy ! Sir Roger and Mr. Spectator are as real to us 
now as the two doctors and the boozy and faithful Scotchman. The 
poetical figures live in our incmor>' just as much as the real person- 
ages,— and as IVlr. Arthur Pendennis was of a romantic and literary 
mm, by no means addicted to the legal pursuits common in the 
neighbourhood of the place, we may presume that he was cherishing 
some such poetical reflections as these, when, upon the evening after 
the events recorded in the last chapter, the young gentleman chose the 
Temple (lardcns as a place for exercise and meditation. 

On the Sunday evening, the Teinidc is commonly calm. The 
chambers are for the most part vacant : the great law> ors are giving 
grand dinner parties at their houses in the Belgravian or Tyburnian 
districts; the agreeable young barristers are absent, attending those 
parties, and paying their respects to ]\Ir, Kevvsy's excellent claret, or 
Mr. justice Ermine’s accomplished daughters: the uninvited are par- 
taking of the economic joint, and the modest half-pint of wine at the 
Club, entertaining themselves, and the rest of the company in the 
Club room, with Circuit jokes and points of wit and law. Nobody is 
in chambers at all, cvept poor Mr. Cockle, who is ill, and whose 
laundress is making him gruel; or Mr. 'Poodle, who is an amateur of 
the flute, and whom you may hr.ir piping rolilary from his cliambers 
m the second floor; or young Tiger, the stuch'nt, from whose open 
>vindows comes a great gush of cigar smoke, and at whose door are a 
<]uanlily of dishes and covers, bearing the insi^jiiia of Dicks’ or the 
(ock. Put slop! Whither docs Fancy lead* us? It is vacation 
tune; and with the exception of Pendennis, nobody is in chambers 
at all. 

Perhaps it was solitude, then, which drove Pen into the garden; 
fur although he had never before passed the gate, and had looked 
rather carelessly at the pretty flower-beds, and the groups of pleased 
citizens sauntering over the trim lawn and the broad gravel-walks by 
the river, on this evening it happened, as wc have said, that the young 
gentleman, who had dined alone at a tavern in the neighbourhood of 
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pale, Arthur remarked it, and asked kindly why she looked :>o 
fatigued. 

“I was awake all night,” said Fanny, and began to blush a 
little. 



** I pul out hei ( andlc, and / oydifca her to go to sleep and leave off 
rcadin,” inlerposcil ihc fond mother 

** You wcie reading ’ And whit was it that intcicsted you so?” 
asked Pen, amused 

Oh, It’s so beautiful ' ” said I anny. 
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“What?” ^ 

“'Walter Lorraine,’” Fanny sighed out. “How I do hatexhvCt 
Neara— Nsera— I don’t know the pronounciation. And how I love 
Leonora, and Walter ; oh, how dear he is ! ” 

How had Fanny discovered the novel of “Walter Lorraine.” and 
that Pen was the author ? This little person remembered every* single 
word which Mr. Pendennis had spoken on the night previous, and how 
he wrote in books and newspapers. W^hat books ? She was so eager 
to know, that she had almost a mind to be civil to old Bows, who was 
suffering under her displeasure since yesterday, but she determined 
first to make application to Costigan. She began by coaxing the 
Captain and smiling upon him in her most winning way, as she helped 
to arrange his dinner and set his humble apartment in order. She was 
sure his linen wanted mending (and indeed the Captain’s linen-closet 
contained some curious specimens of manufactured flax and cotton). 
.She would mend his shirts — all his shirts.* What horrid holes— what 
funny holes I She put her little face through one of them, and laughed^ 
at the old wan*ior in the most \n inning manner. She would have made 
a funny little picture looking through the holes. Then she daintil> 
removed Costigan’s dinner things, tripping about the room as she had 
seen the dancers do at the play ; and she danced to the Captain’s cup- 
board, and produced his whisky-bottle, and mixed him a tumbler, and 
must taste a drop of it- -a little drop ; and the Captain mtist sing her 
one of his songs, his dear songs, .and teach It to her. And when he 
had sung an Irish melody in his rich quavering voice, fa»>cying it was 
he who was fascinating the little Syren, she j)ut her little question 
ab(»ut Arthur Pendennis and hio novel, and having got an answer, 
c.ircd for nothing more, but left the Cajilain at the piano about to 
sing her another song, and the dinner tray on the ]jassage, and the 
shirts on the chair, and ran downstaiis, quickening her pace as she 
sped. 

Captain Costigan, as he s.iid, not a lithprary cyarklcr, nor had 
he as yet found lime to peiusc his > oung friend’s ^llygant pcrfaurumance, 
though he intended to teak an early opporchunitce of purchasing a 
cawpec of his work. But he knew' the name of Pen’s novel from the 
fact that Messrs. Finucanc, Bludyer, and other frequenters of the 
Back Kitchen, spoke of Mr. Pendennis (not all of them with great 
friendship ; for Bludyer called him a confounded coxcomb, and Huolan 
wondered that Doolan did not kick him, &c.) by the sobriquet of Walter 
Lorraine, —and was hence enabled to give Fanny the information which 
she required. 
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“And she went and ast for it at the libery»” Mrs. Bolton said, 

“ several liberies — and some ad it and it was hout, and some adn’t it. 
And one of the liberies as ad it wouldn’t let er ave it without a sove- 
ring ; and she adn’t one, and she came back a-crying to me — didn^t 
you, Fanny ? — and I gave her a sovering.” 

“ And, oh, I was in such a fright lest any one should have come to 
the libery and look it while 1 was away,” Fanny said, her cheeks and 
eyes glowing. “ And, oh, 1 do like it so ! ” 

Arthur was touched by this artless sympathy, immensely flattered 
and moved by it. “Do you like it?” he said. “ If you will come 
up to my chambers I will - -No, 1 will bring you one — no, I will send 
you one. Good night. Thank yr)u, Fanny. God bless you. I 
mustn’t stay with you. Good-bye, good-bye.” And, pressing her hand 
once,’ and nodding to her mother and the other children, he strode out 
of the gardens. 

He quickened his pace as he went from them, and ran out of the 
gate talking to himself. “ Dear, dear little thing,” he said, — “ darling 
little Fanny ! You are worth them all. I wish to heaven Shandon 
was back. Td go home to my mother. 1 mustn’t sec her I won’t. 
1 won’t, so help me — ” 

As he was talking thus, and ninning, the passers-by turning to 
look at him, he ran against a little old man, and perceived it was Mr. 
Bows, 

“Your very umblc servant, sir,” said Mr. Bows, making a sarcastic 
bow, and lifting hie old hat from his forehead. 

“ I wish you a good day,” Arthur answered sulkily. “ Don’t let me 
detain you,’ or give you the trouble to f(»llow me again. 1 am in a hurry, 
sir ; good evening.” 

Bows thought Pen had some reason for huirying to his rooms. 
“Where are they?” exclaimed the old gentleman. “You know 
whom I mean. They’re not in your ^ ooms, sir, arc they ? They 
told Bolton they were going to church nl the Temple; they weren’t 
there. They .are in your chambers : they mustn’t stay in your cham- 
bers, Mr. Pendennis.” 

“ Damn it, sir ! ” cried out Pendennis, flercely. “ Come and see if 
they arc in my chambers ; hcrc‘-> the court and the door — come in ami 
sec.” And Bows, taking ofT his hat and bowing first, followed the young 
man. 

They were not in Pen’s chambers, as we know\ But when the 
gardens w^ere closed, the two women, who had had but a melancholy 
evening’s amusement, walked away sadly with the children, and they 
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entered into Lamb Court, and stood under the lamp-post which 
cheerfully ornaments the centre of that quadrangle, and looked up 
to the third floor of the house where Pendeimis's chambers were, 
and where they saw a light presently kindled. Then this couple of 
fools went away, the children dragging wearily after them, and returned 
to Mr. Bolton, who was immersed in rum-and-water at his lodgings in 
Shepherd’s Inn. 

Mr. Bows looked round the blank room which the young man 
occupied, and which had received but very few ornaments or addi- 
tions since the last time wc saw them. Warrington’s old bookcase 
and battered libraiy, Pen’s writing-table witli its Jitter of papers, pre- 
sented an aspect cheerless enough. “ Will you like to look in the 
bed-rooms, Mr. Bows, and see if my victims are there?” he said 
bitterly ; ‘^or whether T have made away with the little girls, and hid 
them in the coal-hole ? ” 

‘‘ Your w^ord is sufficient, Mr. Pendennis,” the other said in his sad 
tone. ** You say they are not here, and I know they are not. And I 
hope they never have been here, and never will come.” 

“ Upon my word, sir, you arc very gooil, to choose my acquaint- 
ances for me,” Arthur said, in a haughty tone ; ‘‘ and to suppose that 
anybody would be the w^orse for my society, 1 remember yon, and 
owe >ou kindness from old times, Mr. Bows ; or I should speak more 
angrily than J do, about a very intolerable sort of i)ersecution to 
which you seem inclined to subject me. You follow^cd me out of 
your Inn )'cstcrday, as if you wanted to w^ateb that 1 shouldn’t steal 
something.” Here Pen stammered and turned red, flircctly he had 
said the words ; he felt he had given the other an opening, which Bows 
instantly took. 

“ I do think you came to steal something, as you say the words. 
Bows said. “ Do you mean to say that you came to pay a visit to 
poor old Bows, the fiddler? or to Mrs. P>oUon, at the i)orter’s lodge? 

< )h fic ! Such a fine gcntlem.an as Arthur Pewdennis, Esquire, doesn’t 
condescend to walk in') to my garret, or to sit in a laundress’s kit^' "n, 
hut for reasons of his own. And my belief is that you came to steal a 
pretty girl’s heart aw’ay, and to ruin it, and to spurn it afterwards, Mr. 
Arthur Pendennis. That’s w'hat the world makes of you young dan- 
dies, you gentlemen of fashion, you high and mighty ari.stocrats that 
trample upon the people. It’s sport to you, but what is it to the poor, 
think you ; the toys of your pleasures, whom you play with, and whom 
you fling into the streets when you are tired ? I know your order, sir. 
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I know your selfishness and your arrogance, and your pride. What 
does it matter to my lord, that the poor man’s daughter is made 
miserable, and her family brought to shame ? You must have your 
pleasures, and the people of course must pay for them. What are we 
made for, but for that ? It’s the way with you all— the way with you 
all, sir.” 

Bows was speaking beside the question, and Pen had his advan- 
tage here, which he was not sorry to take— not sorry to put off the de- 
bate from the point upon which his adversary had first engaged it. 
Arthur broke out with a sort of laugh, for which he asked Bows’s 
pardon. “ Yes, 1 am an aristocrat,” he said ; “ in a palace up three 
pair of stairs, with a carpet nearly as handsome r.s yours, ^Ir. Bows. 
My life is passed in grinding the people, is it ? — in ruining virgins and 
robbing the poor? My good sir, this is very well in a corned}', where 
Job Thornbeny sl.i])s his breast, and asks my Lord how dare he 
trample on an honest man and poke out an Knglishman’s fireside ; 
but in real life, Mr, Bows, to a man who has to work for his bread as 
much as you do — how ( an you talk about aristocrats tyrannising over 
llic people? Have 1 ever done you a wrong? or assumed airs of 
superiority over you? Did you not ha\e an c.iTly regatd for me — in 
days when we weie both of us romantic >oiing fellows, Mr. Bows? 
Come, don’t be angry v\ itli me noiv, and let us be as good friends as 
we were before.” 

Those days were very diffcicnt,” Ivir. Bowi> answered; “and 
Mr. Arthur Pendennis was an honest, impetuous young fellow then ; 
r.ilher selfish and conceited, perhaps, but honest. And 1 liked }ou 
then, because you were ready to uiin yourself for a woman.” 

“ And now, sir ? ” Arthur asked, 

“ And now times are changed, and you want a woman to ruin 
herself for you,” Bows answered. “ I know this child, sir. I’ve 
always said this lot was hanging over her. She has heated her little 
brain with novels, until her \vhole thoughts are about love and lovers, 
and she scan ely secs that she treads on a kitchen floor. 1 have taught 
the little thing, 1 am fond of the girl, sir. I’m a lonely old man ; I 
lead a life that 1 don’t like, among boon companions, who make me 
melancholy. 1 have but this « hild that I care for. Have pity upon 
me, and don’t take her away fiuin me, Mr. Pendennis — don’t take her 
.away.” 

'I'he old man’s voice broke as bespoke. Its accents touched Pen, 
much more than the menacing or sarcastic tone which Bows had 
commenced by adopting. 
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“ Indeed,” said he, kindly, “you do me a wrong if you fancy I 
intend one to poor little Fanny. 1 never saw her till Friday night 
It was the merest chance that our friend Costigan threw her into my 
way. I have no intentions regasding her—lhat is—” 

“ That is, you know very well that she is a foolish girl, and her 
mother a foolish woman,— that is, you meet her in the Temple Gardens, 
and of course without previous concert,— that is, that when I found 
her yesterday, reading the book yoiiVc wrote, she scorned me,” Bows 
said. “ What am I good for but to be laughed at ? a deformed old 
fellow like me ; an old fiddler that wears a threadbare coat, and gets 
his bread by playing tunes at an alehouse ? You arc a fine gentleman, 
you are. You wear scent in your handkerchief, and a ring on your* 
finger. You go to dine with great people. Who ever gives a crust to 
old Bows ? And yet I might have been as good a man as the best of 
you. I might have been a man of genius, if J had had the chance ; ay, 
and have livc-d with the master-spirits. of the land. But everything 
has failed with me. I’d ambition once, and wrote plays, poems, 
music -nobody would give me a licaring. I never loved a woman, 
but she l.iughcd at me ; and here 1 am in my old alone — alone ! 
Don’t take tins girl fiom me, Mr. 1 endennis, I say again. Leave her 
with me a little longer. She was like a child to me till yesterday. 
Why did )ou stej) in, and make her mock my deformity and old 
age?” 

“ I am guiltless of that, at least,” Arthur said, with something of a 
sigh. “Upon my word of honour, I wish I liad never seen the girl. 
My calling is not seduction, l\Ir. Bows. I did not imagine that 1 had 
made an impression on poor Fanny, until — until to-niglit. And then, 
sir, J was sorry, and was flying from my temptation, as you came upon 
me. And/’ he added, with a glow upon his cheek, which, in the 
gatlicring darkness, his companion could not see, and with .an 
audible Uemor in his voice, “ I do not mind telling you, sir, that on 
this sabbath evening, as the church bells .w'crc ringing, J thought of 
my own home, and of women angclic.ally pure and good, who dwell 
there ; and 1 was running hither, as J met you, that J might avoid 
the danger w'hich besets me, and ask strcngtli of God Almighty to do 
my duty.” 

After these words from Arthur a silence ensued, and when the 
conversation was resumed by his guest, the latter spoke in a tone 
which was much more gentle and friendly. And on taking farewell 
of Ten, Bows asked leave to shake hands with him, and with a very 
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warm and affectionate greeting on both sides, apologised to Arthur 
for having mistaken him, and paid him some compliments which 
caused the young man to squeeze his old fi iend's hand heartily again. 
And as they parted at Pen's door, Arthur said he had given a promise, 
and he hoped and trusted that Mr. Bows miglit rely on it ? 

“ Amen to that prayer,” said Mr. Bows, and went slowly down the 
stair. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Tin: HAPPy VILLAGl AliAJN. 

ARLY in thi<^ history, we have had 
occasion to speak of the little town of 
Clavering, near which Pen’s paternal 
home of Fairoaks stood, and of some 
of the people who inhabited the place ; 
and as the sfHiety tlicre wms by no 
means amusing or pleasant, our re- 
ports concerning it were not carried 
to any very great k nglh. Mr. Samuel 
Huxler, the gentleman whose 
acquaintance we lately made at 
Viiiixhall, was one of the choice 
spirits of the little town, when he 
visited it during his vacations, and 
enlivened the tables of his friends 
there by the wit of Bartholomew’s and the gossip of the fashionable 
London circles w'hich he frequented. 

Ml. Uobnell, the young gentleman w^hgin Pen had thrashed, in 
consequence of tlie quarrel in the Fothei ingay affair, was, whilst a 
pupil at the Grammar School at Clavering, made very welcome at 
the tea-table of Mrs. lluxtcr, Samiicrs mother, and was free of the 
Surger}-^, w^hcre he knew the way to the tamarind-pots, and could 
scent his pocket-handkerchief with rosc-wateir. And it was at this 
period of his life that he formed an attachment for Miss Sc phy 
iluxler, whom, on his father’s demise, he married, and took home to 
his house of the Warren, a few miles from Clavering. 

The family had possessed and cultivated an estate there for many 
years, as yeomen and farmers. Mr. Hobnell’s father pulled down the 
old farm-house; built a flaring new whitewashed mansion, with 
capacious stables : and a piano in the drawing-room ; kept a pack of 
harriers ; and assumed the title of Squire Hobnell. When he died, 
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and his son reigned in his stead, the family might be fairly considered 
to be established as county gentry. And Sam Hiixter, at London, did 
no great wrong in boasting about his brother-in-law^s place, his 
hounds, horses, aud hospitality, to his admiring comrades at Bar- 
tholomew's. Every year, at a time commonly when Mrs. Hobnell 
could not leave the increasing duties of her nursery, Hobnell came up 
to London for a lark, had rooms at the Tavistock, and he and Sam 
indulged in the pleasures of the town together. Ascot, the theatres, 
Vauxhall, and the convivial taverns in the joyous neighbourhood of 
Covent Gaiden, were visited by the vivacious squire, in company 
with his learned brother. When he was in London, as he said, he 
liked to do as London does, and to “go it a bit," and when he 
returned to the west, he took a new bonnet and shawl to Mrs. 
Hobnell, and relinquished, for country sports and occupations during 
the next eleven months, the elegant amusements of London life. 

Sam Iluxtcr ke])t up a correspondence with his relative, and 
supplied him with choice news of the nictroj)olis, in return for the 
baskets of hares, partridges, and clouted cream which the squire and 
his good-natured wife forwarded to Sam. A youth more brilliant and 
distinguished they did not know. He was the life and soul of their 
house, when he made his appe.aranrc in hi*> native jdace. His songs, 
jokes, and fun kept the Wanen in a loar. He had saved their eldest 
darling’s life, by taking a iish-bonc out of her throat : in fine, he was 
the delight of their circle. 

As ill-luck would ha\c ii. Ten again fell in with Mr. Hiixter, only 
three days after the rencontre at Vauxhall. Faithful to his vow, he 
had not been to see little Fanny. He was trying to drive her from 
bis mind by occup.ition, or other mental excitement. He laboured, 
though not to much profit, incessantly in his rooms ; and, in his 
capacity of critic for the “Pall M.ill Gazette,” made woeful and 
savage onslaught on a poem and a romance w'hich came before him 
for judgment. 'I'hese authors slain, he went to dine alone at the 
lonely club of the Polyanthus, where the vast solitudes frightened him, 
and made him only the more moody. He had been to more theatres 
for relaxation. The whole house w-as roaring with laughter and 
applause, and he .saw only an ignoble farce that made him sad. It 
would have damped the spirits of the buffoon on the stage to have 
seen Pen’s dismal face. He hardly knew what w^as happening ; thfe 
scene and the drama passed bcfoie him like a dream or a fever. 
Then he thought he would go to the Back Kitchen, his old haunt 
with Warrington— he was not a bit sleepy yet. The day before he 
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had walked twenty miles in search after rest, over Hampstead 
Common and Hendon lanes, and had got no sleep at night. He 
would go to the Back Kitchen. It was a sort of comfort to him to 
think he should see Bows. Bows was there, very calm, presiding at 
the old piano. Some tremendous comic songs were sung, which 
made the room crack with laughter. How strange they seemed to 
Pen ! He could only see Bows. In an extinct volcano, such as he 
boasted that his breast was, it was wonderful how he should feel such 
a flame ! Two days* indulgence had kindled it ; two days* abstinence 
had set it burning in fury. So, musing upon this, and drinking down 
one glass after another, as ill-luck would have it, Arthur’s ^yes 
liglitcd upon Mr. Huxter, who had been to the theatre, like himself, 
and, witli two or three comrades, now entered the room. Huxter 
whispered to his companions, greatly to Pen’s annoyance. Arthur 
felt that tlic other was talking about him. Huxter then worked 
thioiigh the room, followed by his friends, and came and took a place 
opposite to Pen, nodding fainiliaily to him, and holding him out a dirty 
liaiul to shake. 

Pen shook hands with his fellow-townsman. He thought he had 
been needlessly savage to him on the last night wdien they had met. 
As for Huxter, perfectly at good humour with himself and the world, 
it never entered Ins mind that he could be disagreeable to an>body ; 
.111(1 the little dispute, or “chaff,” as he styled it, of Vauxhall, was a 
1 rifle which he did not in the least regard. 

I'lic disciple of Cialen having called for “ four stouts/* with which 
he and liis party refreshed themselves, began to think what would be 
the most amusing tojne of conversation with J’en, and hit upon tliat 
precise one which was most painful to our young gentleman. 

“Jolly night at Vauxhall — ivasn’t it?” he said, and winked in a 
very knowing way. 

“ J 'ni glad you liked it,” poor I*en said, groaning in spirit. 

“ I was dev’lish cut — uncommon— been dining* with some chaps at 
fiveenwich. That was a pretty bit of muslin hanging on your arm — 
'vho was she ? ” asked the fascinating student. 

The question was too much for Arthur. “ Have I asked you any 
qoostions about yourself, Mr. Huxter ? ” lie said. 

‘‘ 1 didn’t mean any offence -beg pardon— hang it ! you cut up 
qv.itc savage,” said Pen’s astonished interlocutor. 

“ Ho you remember what took place between us the other night?” 
JVu a.skcd, with gathering wrath. “You forget? Very probably. You 
ven' tiji'.y, as you observed just now, and very rude.'’ 
n. ' K 
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Hang it, sir, I asked your pardon,’^ Huxter said, looking red. 

“ You did certainly, and it was granted with all my heart, I am 
sure. But if you recollect I begged that you would have the goodness 
to omit mc' from the list of your acquaintance for the future ? and 
when we met in put>lic, that you would not take the trouble to recog- 
nise me. Will you plcoiSe to remember this hereafter ? and as the 
song is beginning, permit mc to leave you to the unrestrained enjoy- 
ment of the ihusic.*’ 

He took his hat, and making a bow to the ama/cd Mr. Huxter, 
left the tabic, as Huxter’s comrades, after a pause of wonder, set up 
such a* roar of laughter at Huxter, as called fi)r the intervention of the 
president of the room ; who bawled out, “ Silence, gentlemen ; do have 
bilenre for the 'Body Snatcher' ! ’^ w^hich popular song began as Pen 
left the Bark Kitchen. lie flattered himself tliat he had commanded 
his temper pel fectly. He 'rather wished that Huxter had been pug- 
nacious. He would have liked to fight him or somebody. He went 
home. Tlio day’s work, the dinner, the play, the whisk) and water, 
the quariel - nothing soothed him. He slept no better than on the 
previous night. 

A few da)s afterwMids, Mr. Sam Huxter wrote home a letter to 
Mr. Hobncll in the counti>,of whuh Mr. Aithui l*cndcnnis formed 
the jinncipal subiect. Sam dcsdibcd Arthur’s pursuits in London, 
and his confounded insoleiue of behaviour to his old friends from 
home. He said he was an ab.mdoncd criminal, a regular Don Juan, 
a fellow who, wdicn hQifid come into the country, ought to be kept out 
of honest pcopIe\\ houses. He had seen him at Vauxhall, dancing with 
an innocent girl in the lowTr rank-, of life, of Avhoin he was making a 
victim. He had found out ftom ,'iu lush gentleman (formerly in the 
army), wdio frequented a club of which lu', Iluster, was member, who 
the girl wxis; on wlioni this tonceiied humhu<r uas practising his infer- 
nal arts ; .ind lie thought he should warn hci f.ithcr, tK:c., &c. — The 
■ letter then tonclicd on gcncial news, conveyed the wntci's thanks for 
the last parcel and the rabbits, ,ind hinted his c-\tiomc readiness for 
further favours. 

About once a year, as w’e have stated, there w'as occasion for a, 
christening at the WaiTcn, and it happened tliat this ceremony took 
place a day after Hobncll had leceived the letter of his -brother-in-law 
in town. T]\c infant (a darling little gii 1) wms christened Mira-Lucretia, 
after its two godmothers, ^liss Porlman and Mrs. Pybus of Clavering, 
and as of course Hobncll had communicated Sam’s letter to his 
wife, Mrs. Hobncll imparted its horrid contents to her two gossips. 
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A pretty story it was, and prettily it Was told throughout Clavering 
jn the course of that day. < 

Mira did not — she was too much shocked to do so — ^speak on the 
matter to her mamma, but Mrs, Pybus had no such feelings of reserve. 
She talked over the matter not only with Mrs. Portnuin, but with Mr. 
and the Honourable Mrs. Siincoe, with Mrs. Glanders, her daughters 
being to that end ordered out of the room, with Madame Fribsby, and, 
in a word, with the whole of the Clavering society. Madame Fribsby 
looking furtively up at her picture of the Dragoon, and inwards into 
her own wounded memory, said that men would be men, and as long 
as they were men would be deceivers ; and she pensively quoted some 
lines from “Marmion,” requesting to know where deceiving lovers $%ul4 
rest? Mrs. Pybus had no woids of hatred, horror, contempt, strong 
enough for a villain who could be capable of conduct so base. This 
was what came of caiJy indulgence, and insolence, and c\travagancc, 
and aristocratic air^ (it is certain that Pen. had lefuscd to drink lea 
with Mrs. Pybus), and attending the corrupt and honid parties in the 
dreadful modern Ikibylon ! Mrs. Poitinan was afraid that she must 
acknowledge that the mother’s fatal partiality had spoiled this boy, 
that Ins literary successes had turned Ins hc*ul, and his horrid passions 
had made him forget the principles winch Doctor Porlinan had in- 
•^tillcd into him in eaily life, (Handers, the atrocious Captain of 
Diagoons, when informed of theoccuircnce by Mrs. Glanders, whistled 
ind made jocular allusions to it at dinner-lime ; on winch T\lrs. Glanders 
f .died him a biule, and ordered the girls again out of the room, as the 
honid Captain burst out laughing. Mr. biincoc was calm under the 
Jiilclligencc ; but rather pleased than otherwise ; it Only served to con- 
tain the opinion wdneh he had always had of that wretched young 
nuin ; not that he knew anything about him— not that he had read 
one line of his dangerous and poisonous works ; Heaven forbid that 
he sliould ! but what could be expected from such a youth, and such 
higliiful, such lamentable, such deplorable want of seriousness ? J^en 
formed the subject for a second sermon at the Clsfvcring chapel of ease : 
^\hcre the dangers of London, and the crime of reading or writing 
nt>vcls, were pointed out on a Sunday evening, to a large and warm 
t ongregation. They did not wail to hear whether he was guilty or not. 
'Jhey took his wickedness for granted: and with these admirable 
UKiralists, it was who should fling the stone at poor Pen. 

The next day Mrs. Pendennis, alone and almost fainting with 
' motion and fatigue, walked or rather ran to Dr. Portman^s house, to 
, <-onsult the good Doctor. She had had an anonymous letter some 



132 


PEADENNIS, 


Christian had thought it his or her duty to stab the good soul who bad 
never done mortal a wrong — an anon> mous letter with references to 
Scriptuie, pointing out the doom of such sinners, and a detailed ac 
fount of Pen’s crime She was in a state of terror and excitement 
pitiable to witness Two oi three houis of thib pain had aged her 
alioady In her fust moment of imitation she had dropped the letter, 
and Lama had leacl it I am i blushed when she re id it; her whole 
fi line trembled, but it wns i di ingcr “ Ihe eowards,” she said — 
“ It isn’t true — No, niothc i, it is t tiue ’ 

“It /f ti lie, and you\c done i , 1 uiri ciiod out Helen ficiccl> 
“Wb^ did } oil lefiise him when lie i bed \oii^ \\h> did )ou biciL 
my heait and lefusc liini'’ It i ^ol who led 1 iin into enmc It is 
>ou who flung him into the mns of tins tins woman -Dont speak 
tome -Don’t inswcr me Iwilliieici foi/ue )oii, ne\cr ’ Miitlia, 
bung me m> bonnet ind sli wl 111 o out I wont hi\c \ou come 
AMth me (lO awa> Tent nc ciuel ul, wh\ liwt \ou biou^ht 
till-, sh inif on nie^ ’ Ami b ddi hcrdiUt.htei in I hti stnants keep 
aw i) from her, she i in d )w i ll c lo cl to Cl uenng 

Doctoi PoitiTun, o\t the 1 tto thought he kneW the 

limdwiitin ind of com e w i i ii 1 1\ ircpi unted AVitU the thiigo 

inidc i„ iiusl pool Pen \ iiris 1 o\ neon r if nc e, pcihips (foi the 

w ntliy Doct )i, like in »sl cl i s h id fonsidci i])le r itui il aptitude 
loi icccuin 111 ) u pc 1 1 unf u oiu ible t)ha neighbours), he strove to 
console Helen, lie pc intc d out th i tlir si indc r c imt fiom in inony- 
nious cpiiiUi, an I thcitfoi must Ik tl v. woik of i iiscal, IhU the 
rh irge mi^ht not be tiuc w is ii > uu, most likcl)- it Icist, thit 
Pen mu t be he iid be foie he w is < ondeninccl th it the son of such a 
mother not likely to c mini t sii h i c time tVe 

Helen it one e s iw tin > i^h 1 1 fe i c f c b)t lion ind denial “ ou 

think he his done it, sli ml \ 1 1 n n \ ii think he li is done it 

f)h wh) did I e i Icivc liiin D )ctoi loiinm, oi suffer him awiy 
fioni inc^ blithe cint b dishiust pi i\ ( ocl, not du honest — ') 0 U 
dont think tint, do voiP Kcnici ibei his c onduet about thit othci — 
pel son how mull \ he wa'^ ULirhcltohci He w is in honest bo\ 
then he IS now And 1 thiil 'lol vcs 1 fill down on m) knees 
nd th ink CjocI he p iid I u i \ou said he w is ^ood- voii did }oui 
self And now — if this won 1 nc him — 'ind vou know thc) must 
It he has liken lui fiom hei h >me cm she tempted him which is most 
1 1 cl) — wh) still, she mu t I t h win ind ni) d uigbter And he must 
Ic ivc thc di e idful w Olid iiulcon bid to me— to his mother, Dortoi 
Poi tm III Let u JO aw t ii d bi n 1 1 n b ick— v Oo - bi ing him b lek 
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—and there shall be joy for the— the sinner that repenteth. Let us go 
now, directly, dear friend— this very—" 

Helen could say no more. She fell back and fainted. She was 
carried to a bed in the house of the pitying Doctor, and the surgeon 
was called to attend her. She lay all night in an alarming state. 
Liiura came to her, or to the rectory rather ; for she would not see 
Laura, And Doctor Porlman, still bcjrccching her to be tranquil, and 
growing bolder and more confident ot Arthur's innocence as he wit- 
nessed the terrible grief of the poor mother, wrote a letter to Ten 
w'arning him of the rumours that were against him, and earnestly pray* 
ing that he would break off and rcjicnt of a connexion so fatal to his 
best interests and his soul's welfare. 

And Laura?— was her heart not wrung hy the thought of Arthur’s 
Clime and Helen's estrangement? Was it not a bitter blow for the 
innocent girl to think that at one sliokc she should lose all the love 
which she cared for in the vvorldt* 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

WHICH HAD VERY NEARLY BEEN THE LAST OF THE STORY. 

OCTOR PORTMAN’S let- 
ter as sent off to its desti- 
nation in London, and the 
worthy clergyman endea- 
voured to soothe down Mrs. 
l^cndcnnis into some state 
of composure until an an- 
swer should arrive which 
the Doctor tried to think, 
or, at any rate, persisted 
in saying, would be satis- 
factory as regarded the 
morality of Mr. Pen. At 
least Helen’s wish of 
moving upon London, and 
appearing in person to warn her son of his wickedness, was impracticable 
for a day or two. The apothecary forbade her moving even so far as 
Fairoaks for the first day, and it was not until the subsequent morning 
that she found herself again back on her sofa at home, with the faithful, 
though silent Laura, nursing at her side. 

Unluckily for liimself and all parties. Pen never read that homily 
which Doctor Portman addressed to him, until many weeks after the 
epistle had been composed ; and day after day the widow waited for 
her son’s reply to the charges against liim ; her own illness increasing 
with every day’s delay. It was a hard task for Laura to bear the 
anxiety ; to witness her dearest friend’s suffering ; worst of all, to 
support Helen’s estrangement, and the pain caused to her by that 
averted affection. But it was the custom of this young lady, to the 
utmost of her power, and by means of that gracious assistance which 
Heaven awarded to her pure and constant prayers, to do her duty. 
And as that duty was performed quite noiselessly, — while the sup- 
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plications, which endowed her with the requisite strength for fulfilling 
it, also took place in her own chamber, away from all mortal sight,— 
we, too, must be perforce silent about these virtues of hers, which no 
more bear public talking about, than a flower will bear to bloom in a 
ball-room. This only we will say— that a good woman is the loveliest 
flower that blooms under heaven ; and that we look with love and 
wonder upon its silent grace, its pure fragrance, its delicate bloom of 
beauty. Sweet and beautiful ! — ^the fairest and the most spotless ! — 
is it not a pity to see them bowed down or devoured by Grief or Death 
incxorable^wasting in disease — pining with long pain — or cut off by 
sudden fate in their prime ? We may deserve grief— but why should 
these be unhappy ?— except that we know that 1 leaven chastens those 
whom it loves best ; being pleased, by repeated liials, to make these 
pure spirits more pure. 

So J*cn never got the letter, although it was duly posted and faith- 
fully di'scharged by the postman into his letter-box jn hainb Court, and 
thence carried by the laundress to his wiiting-thifle with the rest of his 
lordships concspondencc- 

'Fhosekind readers who have watched Mr. Arthur’s career hitlicrto, 
and hn\c made, as they natuialJy would do, observations upon the 
moral (haracter and peculiarities of their arquaintancr, have probably 
discovered by this time what was the picvaihng fault in Mr. Pen’s 
disposition, .ind who was that greatest enemy, artfully indicated in the 
title ]wge, with whom he had to contend. Not a few of us, my beloved 
public, have the very same rascal to contend witli : a scoundrel who 
takes ei*y opjjorlunity of bringing us into mischief, of plunging us into 
cjiiaiTcls, of leading us into idleness and unprolilable company, and 
what not. In a woid. Pen’s greatest enemy w'us hiiiisclf ; and as he 
had been pampering, and coaxing, and indulging that individual all his 
life, the rogue grew insolent, as all spoiled servants Will be ; and at the 
slightest attempt to coerce him, or make him do that which \vas 
unpleasant to him, became frantically rude and unruly. A person who 
is used to making sacrifices — Laiir.i, for instance, who had got .such a 
habit of giving up her own pleasure for others— can do the bu mess 
quite easily ; but Pen, unaccustomed as he w^as to any sort of self- 
denial, suffered moodily when called on to pay his share, and savagely 
grumbled at being obliged to forego anything he liked. 

lie had resolved in his mighty mind, then, that he would not see 
Fanny ; and he wouldn’t. He tried to drive the thoughts of that fascinat- 
ing little person out of his head, by constant occupation, by exercise, 
by dissipation and society. He worked then loo much ; he walked 
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and rode tod much ; he ate, drank, and smoked too much : nor could 
all the cigars and the punch of which he partook drive little Fanny's 
image out of his inflamed brain ; and at the end of a week of this 
discipline and self-denial our yoxing gentleman was in bed with a fever. 
Let the reader who has never had a fever in chambers pity the wretch 
who is bound to undergo that calamity. 

A committee of marriageable ladies, or of any Christian persons 
interested in the propagation of the domestic virtues, should employ 
a Cruikshank or a Lccch, or some other kindly expositor of the follies 
of the day, to make a series of Designs representing the horrors of a 
bachelor's life in chambers, and leading the beholder to think of better 
things, and a more wholesome condition. What can be more uncom- 
fortable than the bachelor’s lonely breakfast with the black kettle in 
the dreary fire in Midsummer ; or, worse still, with the fire gone out at 
Christmas, half an hour after the laundress has quitted the sitting- 
room? Into this solitude the owner enters shivering, and has to 
commence his day by hunting for coals and wood ; and before he 
begins the work of a student, has to discharge the duties of a house- 
maid, vice Mrs. Flanagan, who is absent without leave. Or, again, 
what can form a finer subject for the classical designer than the 
bachelor’s shirt— that garment uhich he wants to assume ust at dinner- 
time, and ^\hich ho finds without any buttons to fasten it ? Then there 
is the bachelor’s return to chambers, after a merry Christinas holiday, 
spent in a cozy country-house, full of pretty faces, and kind welcomes 
and regrets. He leaves his portmanteau at the IJarber s in tlic Court : 
lie lights his dismal old candle at the sputtering little lamp on tlie 
stair : he enters the blank familiar room, wlicrc the only tokens to 
greet liini, that show any interest in his personal welfare, are the 
Christmas bills, which are lying in wait for him, amiably spread out on 
his reading -table. Add to these scenes an appalling pi( lure of the 
bachelor’s illness, and the rents in the 1 cinple will begin to fall from 
the day of the publication of the dismal diorama. To be well in 
chambers is melancholy, and lonely and selfish enough ; but to be ill, 
in chambers — to pass nights of pain and watchfulness — to long for the 
morning and the laundress— to ser\ e yourself your own medicine by 
your owm watch — to have no other companion for long hours but your 
own sickening fancies and fevered thoughts : no kind hand to give you 
drink if you arc thirsty, or to smooth the hot pillow that crumples 
under you, — this, indeed, is a fate so dismal and tragic, that we shall 
not enlarge upon its horrors ; and shall only heartily pity those 
bachelors in the Temple who brave it every day. 
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This lot bcfel Arthur Pcndcnnis after the various escccsses which 
wc have mentioned, and to which he had subjected his unfortunate 
brains. One night he went to bed ill, and the next day awoke 
worse. Hia only visitor that day, besides the laundress, was the 
I’rinter^s Devil, from the “ Pall Mall Oazelte ” office, whom the writer 
endeavoured, as best he could, to satisfy. His exertions to complete 
his work rendered his fever the greater : he could only furnish a part 
of the quantity of copy usually supplied by him ; and Shandon 
being absent, and Warrington not in London to give a help, the 
political and editorial columns of the (Lazelfc ” looked very blank 
indeed ; nor did the sub-editor know how to fill them. 

Mr. Finuenne rushed up to PenS chambers, and found that gentle- 
man so exceedingly unwell, that the good-natured Irishman set to work 
to supply his place, if possible, and jmiduccd a series of political and 
nilical compositions, siuh as no doubt greatly edified the readers of 
the periodical in which lie and Pen ucre c6ih erned. xMlusions to the 
greatness of Ireland, and the genius and \ iituc of the inhabitants of 
that injured country, flowed magnificently from Finucanc’s pen ; and 
Shandon, the Chief of the paper, who was enjo>ing himself placidly at 
lloulognc-sur-Mer, looking o\cr the columns (jf the journal, which was 
forwarded to him, instantl> recognised the hand of the great Sub-editor, 
and said, laughing, as he flung o\er the jiaper to his wife, “ Look here, 
T\Iary, my dear, h^TC is Jack at woik again.” Indeed, Jack was a warm 
friend and a gallant partisan, and when lie had the pen in hand, seldom 
let slip an opportunity of letting the vorld know tliat Rafferty was the 
greatest painter in Kurojie, and v.ondeung at the ]>ctty jealousy of the 
Academy, whicli refused to make him an R.A. : of staling that it was 
;’/'nerally reported at the West 12nd, th.it Mr. Rooney, M.P., was 
■ippoinlcd C'lovernor of Jlaralaria : or of introducing into the subject in 
hand, whatever it might be, axromplimcnt to the Round Towers, or the 
^a.iri’s Causeway. And besides doing Pen's work ftjr him, to the best 
of his ability, his kind-hearted comrade offered tq fotego his Saturday’s 
and Sunday’s holiday, and pass those days of holiday and rest as ntirse- 
tondcr to Arthur, who, however, insisted that the other should not 
foicgo his pleasure, and thankfully assured him that he could bear best 
Ills malady alone. 

Taking his supper at the Back Kitchen on the Friday night, after 
liaving achieved the work of the paper, Finucane informed Capt.ainr 
t-osiigan of the illness of their young friend in the Temple ; and 
lemcmbcring the fact tv.'o clays afterwards, the Captain went to Lamb* 
i^ourt and paid a visit to the invalid on Sunday afternoon. He found 



PENDENNJS. 


138 

Mrs Flanagan, the laundress, m tears m the sitting-room, and got a 
bad report of the poor dear young gentleman within. Pen’s condition 
had so much alarmed her, that she was obliged to have recourse to the 
stimulus of brandy to enable hei to support the grief which his illness 
occasioned. As she hung about his bed, and endeavoured to minister 
to him, her attentions became intolerable to the invalid, and he 



begged her peevislilv not to comencir him Hence the laundi ess’s 
ttais and icdoubkd giief, and renewed ipplitation to the bottle, which 
she was accustomed to use as an inodyne The Captain lated the 
woman soundly for her intcmpciancc, ind pointed out to her the 
falil consequences which must ensue if she pcisisted in her imprudent 
com scs. 
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Pen, who was by this time in a very fe\ ered state, was >et greatly 
pleased to icCeive Costigan’b visit lie heard the well-known \oice m 
his sitting loom, as he lay in the* bed-room within, and called the 
Captain c igeily to him, and thanked him foi coming, and begged him 
to take a chan and talk to him The Captain felt the >oung man’s 
pulse with great giavity— (his own tremulous and clammy hand 
growing steady for the instant while his fingci pressed Arthur’s 
thiobbing vein)— the pulse was beating \er\ fiercely— Pen’s face was 
hagg lid and liol — his c}cs wcie bloodshot and gloomy, his “bird,” 
'll the Capt.un pronounced the woid, afteiwaids giving a description 
of Ins condition, had not been slnxcd foi nciil> a week. Pen made 
liisMsitoi sit down, and, tossing and tinning in his comfoitless bed, 
begin to liy and talk to the Captain in a livc 1 > manner about the 
i)i(k Kitchen, about \ iu\hill, ind ' hen they should go again, and 
iljuut I inn\ — how was little I mii> 

Indeed how w is she ^ \\cknow how she v\cnt home icry sadly 
n\ the ])ic\ious Sund n cicniiv, litu she hid seen Aithui h^ht his 
hmj) in his chimbcis, whilst he w is haiin^ Iih intcivicw with IJows 
bows < line bick to his own looms pi esentl>, passing bj the Lodge 
ilooi, and Inol in; into l\Iis Ixilions, uccnding to Ins word, as he 
jinstd, but With a \ci\ inclindioK fire She hul another wcaiy 
n hr ill It ni^ht llci icstlessne w il cned hci little bed fellows more 
llun once She diient icid nioie of “Waltei loirainc ’ 1 athci 
w s at home and would suffer no h^hl She kept the book undei her 
])ill()w, ind felt foi it la the 111 lit She hid only just got to skep, 
wnen the childicu bc^ in to stii with the inoining, almost as ftulv as 
th< oirds Ihoii,,li she w is \fi> an^n with bows, she went to Ins 
km in It hei aciiisloined hoin in th( cl i), and thciethe good-hcaitcd 
musK 1 in began to t ilk to hci 

* IsiwMt Pen den 11 IS la M ii ht P innv, he said 
“ J)id you? I thoi^ht vou did,’ 1 nin\ answered, looking hercely 
u the mclaniholy old gentleman * 

I ve been fond of you ciei since wc cime to hie in this pi w,” 
he conlinuc'd. “\oii weic a child when I cimc, and you used to 
hke me, P anny, until three or lour d lys ago . until you saw this 
kciultman ” 

And now, I suppose, )ou arc going to sa\ ill of him,” said Fanny. 

' l>o, Ml Bows — that will make me like >ou bettci ” 

“ Indeed 1 sh.ill do no such thing,’ Bows answered , “ I think he 

k ' cr> good and honest > oung man ” 

“ Indeed ’ jou know that if you said a word against him, I would 
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never speak a word to you again — never!” cried Miss Fanny; and 
clenched her little hand, and paced up and down the room. Bows noted, 
watched, and followed the ardent little creature with admiration and 
gloomy sympathy. Her cheeks flushed, her frame trembled ; her eyes 
beamed love, anger, defianre. “You would like to speak ill of him,” 
she said ; “but you daren't -you know you daren’t ! ” 

“ 1 knew him many years since,” liows continued ; “ when he was 
almost as young as you arc, and he had a romantic attachment for 
our friend the Captain’s daughter— Lady Mirabel that is now.” 

Fanny laughed. “ 1 suppose there was other people, too, that had 
romantic attachments for Miss Costigan,” she said : “ I don’t want to 
hear about ’em.’’ 

“lie. wanted to marry her; but their ages were quite dispropor- 
tionate : .and their rank in life. She wt»iild not liave him because he 
had no money. She acted \ery wisely in refusing him ; for the two 
would have been very unhaiipy, and she wasn’t a fit person to go and 
live w'ith his family, or to make hiahonic comfortable. Mi. Pendenniii 
has his w’ny to make in the world, and must marry a lady of his mvn 
rank. A woman who loves a man will not ruin his prospects, cause 
him to quarrel with his family, and lead him into poverty and misery 
for her gratification. An honest g il won't do that, tor her ow’n sake, 
or for the man’s.” 

Fanny’s emotion, which but new h.ul been tlial of defiance and 
anger, hcie turned to diMiiay and supplication. “What do I know' 
about marrying, Tiows?” she said, “Wlien w^is there any talk of it? 
What has there been lK‘lucon tliH gentleman and me that’s to 

make jH'oplc sja’iik so nuel.^ It w.is not my doing; nor Arthur’s — 
Mr. Pendennis’s - that I met him at Vau\hall. It w%as the Captain 
took me and ina there. We never thought of nothing wrong, I’m 
sure, lie came and resciicd us, and was so \cry kind. Then he 
came to call and a-ik after us : .nul ven, \er\ good il was of such a 
gland gentleman to be so polite tit humble folks like us ! And yes- 
tciday ina and me just went to walk in the Temiile Gai'vlcns, an«l 
— and”— here she bioke out with that usual, iinansw'crablc female 
argument of tc.ars - and ciinl, Oh I I wish I was dead ! I w'ish I was 
kiid in iny grave ; and had never, never M'cn him ! ” 

“ He said as miuh himself, fanny,” Hows said ; and Fanny asked, 
through her sobs, Why, why should ho wish he had never seen her? 
Had she ever done him any harm ? Dh, sh^ would perish rather than 
do him any harm. Whereupon the miisitian informed her of the 
con\('rsation of the day pre\ioii5, shmved her that Pen could not and 
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must not think of her as a wife fitting for him, and that she, as she 
valued her honest reputation, must strive too to forget him. And Fanny, 
leaving the musician, convinced* but still of the same mind, and promis- 
ing that she would avoid the danger which menaced her, went back 
to the Porter’s Lodge, and told her mother all. She talked of her love 
for Arthur, and bewailed, in her artless manner, the inequality of 
their condition, that set barriers between them. “ There’s the Lady 
of Lyons/’ Fanny said. “ (Ih, ma ! how 1 did hwe Mr. IMacrcady 
when 1 saw him do it ; and Pauline, for being faithful to poor Claude, 
and always thinking of him ; and he coniltig back to her, an officer; 
through all his dangers ! And if evcry!x)d> admires Pauline — and I’m 
sure everybody does, for being so true to a pfjor man- why should a « 
gentleman be ashamed of loving a poorgiil? Not that Mr. Arthur 
loves me— Oh, no, no ! 1 ain’t woithy of him ; only a princess is 

wortliy of such a gcntlem.in as him. .Such a pool ! — writing so beauli- 
ully and looking so grand ! 1 m sure he\ a nobleman, and of ancicni 
11^1 estate Pei Imps Ins unde lias it. Ah, if 

might, oil, how I’d serve him, and woik for him, and slave for him, 
that 1 would. I wouldn’t «isk for more tlian that, ma,- just to be 
allowed to sec him of a morning ; and sometimes he’d say * How d‘\oii 
do, Fanny ?’ or, * fiod bless >011, Fanny !* as he said on Sund.iy. And 
I’ll work, and work ; and I’d sit up .dl night, and read, and learn, and 
make myself worthy of him. 'I'he Captain says his mother lives in 
the country, and is a grand lady there. Oh, how 1 w ish I might go 
and be her servant; ma ! I can do plenty of thing*;, and work very 
neat; and— and sometimes he'd come home, .md I siiould sec him !” 

The girl’s head fell on her mother's shoulder as she spoke, and she 
gave way a plentiful outpouring of girlish tears, to wliich the 
matron, of course, joined her own. “You nuistn’t think no more of 
him, Fanny,” she said. “ If he don't come to you, heC a horrid, w'icked 
man.” 

“Don’t call him so, mother,” Fanny rejdied. He’s the best of 
men, the best and the kindest. Hows ,iiy>> In* thinks he is unhappy 
at leaving poor little Fanny. It wasn't his fuilt, was it, that wc met } 
—and it ain’t his that I mustn’t see him again He says I musti)’t— 
and 1 mustn't, mother. He'll forget me, but 1 shall never forget him. 
No ! I’ll pray lor him, and love him alw.iys- until I die— and I shall 
die, 1 know' 1 shall — and then my spirit will always go and be wutli 
him.” 

‘*\ on forget \ our poor mother, Fanny, and you'll break my heart 
by pc'in' on so,” Mia. Holton said. ‘-Pcrliajis vou will sec ham. I’m 
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sure )0U*11 see him Tm sure lit 11 come to da> If ever I saw a man 
in love, that m in is him W hen 1 mily Budd s > oun^j man fi;st came 
about her, he >\ds sent aiiay b> old Budd, a most respectable man, 
and violoncello in the oichcstri it the Wells and his own famly 
wouldnt hear of it neither But he eimc bick Wo all knew he 
would Lmily ilwajs siid so, ind he mimed her and this one 
will tome back loo, and jou iniik iinothci s woids, and see if he 
don t, deal 

At this point of the ron\crsition Mi I niton entered the Lodge 
fbr Ins evening me d At the f ithei b ipptiiuKe the tilk between 
mothci ind dau^liUi ct iscd mstintl Mi Jioltnn caicssed ind 
e ijoled the suilv undeit il ti s xidc dt i np, ind s ud ‘ I or, Mr I , 
whod have thought to see ^ ;// iw i> li )i i the Club of i Saturdaj 
night’ Ianm,d( n ^cl >oui pi some siippc Whit will >ou hive, 
B J he poor gui 1 b g t i^ithciin in lici f\e oi some think in it 1 
w IS lookin it it just now is \ )u t line in And he stiucezcd ht( 
daughter » hind a a si nil ef jniukneo ind stcieii ind I inn> 
tens weie elnedup likewise md b> Ihitw mdiou lijpodisy me 
power of dis^jUisc which women piietise md with which wciponsof 
defe m e n iture endows tlicin llu tiiec d lei cm turn disippe iied 
and she went md tot k liei wt ik, mil ite in llie coinei so denn k md 
quiet, tint the c nelcss in ik p iienl ne \ e r u pe led lli it in> tlun^ nled 
liei 

Ilius, IS if fut seemed de ten lined to infl im md ineicisc the 
pool child s in did) inel pi sj n ill eiumnslimes md ill pirties 
louiid ibout liei ui^ed It on llti in )th i eiirouri^cel md ijiphueled 
It, indthevei) woiels which Low use el in ende uouun*, to leprcsj 
hti fl imc oiil> 111 menteel this iinlucl \ level 1 en was not wicked 
and i sedueei 1 en w is Inch inindcel in wislim^ to avoid her ] cii 
loved liei the ^ooel md the iLit, the in ij^niliucnt >oulh, with the 
ch 11 ns of j, old md the scented nibuin li in \nd so he did oi o 
he would liivc loved her hve v< iia hiek peih ips, bcfoie the woild 
hid hiidcned the iideiit and leeklcs b lefeire he w is ashamed 
of i foolish mdinipiLKlem jiission mel sti injeel it as j oor women 
do then illu t ehildien not on i i int of then ciimc, but of the 
slimie mdfiomeheid tint the tin ci <t die woild shoulel point to 
the in 

Whit iC'.pectihle peisni ii the weild will not s i\ he was quite 
np;ht to ivoid ini 11111^,1 with milleduciUd peison of low dtgiee, 
whose lelitiems i gentlem in e oulel n t well leknowled^e, ind whose 
mmneis w ould not become hei new siuion —mel wlul pliilosophei 
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'would not tell him that the best thing to do with these little passions 
if they spring up, is to gei Uid.of them, and let them pass over and cure 
themselves : that no man dies about a woman, or vice versa ; and that 
one or the otlier having found the impossibility of gratifying his or 
her desire in the particular instance, must make the best of matters, 
forget cjich other, look out elsewhere, and choose again ? And yet, 
perhaps, there may be something said on the other side. I^erhaps 
IJows was right in admiring that passion of Pen's, blind and unreason- 
ing as it was, that madc'him ready to stake his all for his love ; perhaps, 
if self-sacrifice is a laudable virtue, mere worldly self-sacrilice is not very 
much to be praised ;--in fine, let tliis be a reserved point, to be settled 
by the individual mofalisl 1\bo chooses to debate it. 

So much is certain, that with the cx])encncc of the world wliicb 
Mr. Pen now liad, he would h.ive kuighcd at and scouted the idea of 
marrying a penniless girl out of the kitchen. And this point being 
fixed in his mind, he was but doing his duty, as an honest man, in 
crushing any unlucky fondiicsb which he might feel towards poor 
little Fanny. 

So she wraited and wailed in hojjcs t1i.it Arthur would come. She 
w.iited for a whole w'cek, and it was at the end of that time that the 
poor little creature heard from Costig.m of the illness under which 
Arthur was sulfcring. 

It chanced on that very evening after Costigan had visited Pen, 
that Arthur’s uncle tlic excellent M.ijor arrived in town from Iluxton, 
where his health had been mended, and sent his valet Morgan to 
make inciuirics for Arthur, and to request that gcntlenun to breakfast 
with the Major the next morning. The Major w’as merely passing 
tlirough London on his w'ay to the Marcjuis of Stcync's house of Still- 
brook, where he was engaged to shoot partridges. 

Morgan came back to his master w'ilh a vei*y long face. He had 
seen ^Ir. Arthur ; Mr. Artluir was \ery biirl indeed ; Mr. Arthur w'as 
m bed with a fever. A doctor ouglit to bo f ent to him ; and Morgan 
thought his case most alarming. 

Gracious goodness! this was sad news iildecd. He had hoped 
that Arthur could come down to Stillbrook ; he had arranged that Jie 
should go, and procured an invitation for his nephew from Lord 
Slcyne. He must go himself ; he couldn’t throw Lord Steync over : 
the fever might be catching : it might be measles : he had never him- 
self had the measles ; they were dangerous when contracted at his 
*tge. Was anybody w’ith Mr, Arthur ? 
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Morgan said lliorc was sonicbodv a missing of jUir Arthur 

The Majoi then asked h id his m phow ^aken any advice ^ Morgan 
said he had asked that question, and had been told that Mr Pcndcnnis 
had had no doctui 

Morgan’s master w is sinccielv vexed at hearing of Arthur’s 
calamity. He would have gone to him, but what good could it do 
Arthur that he the M i)oi should citrh a fevci ^ His own ailments 
rendered it absolutch impossible tint he should attend to anybody but 
him^tlf 15ut the voung in in must Inve idvirc— the best advice, 
and Morgan w is stiu;ht\\u thsp itched with a note from Mnjor 
Pendennis to his fiu nd Doe toi ( oo knoiigh wlm bv good luck hip- 
f)tned to be in I on Ion md at Ik me, iiul who quitted his dinnti 
insUntl}, and whose < lun t w is m Inlf an hour, m L ppei Temple 
Lane, iicai J’en s eh imbcis 

The Mi)oi had iskcd the ImdhtuUd ph>sicnn to bnng him 
news of his nephew it the Clubwluu Ik himself w is dining and m 
the couise of the ni>,ht the Doctoi ii nk Ins q pc u nice Ihe affaii 
was very senous the piticntwis m i lu^h fcvci he hid hid Pen 
bled inslintK aid would sci him the lust thin; m the inoinim 
The Mijoi went dnconsol iie li bed w th tin unfi itiinite news* 
When Goodenough < inio to sec him xeroidm to liis pronnse the next 
daj, the Doetor hid to hsten fn i cjiiutci ot ni lioui to in 'ix.count <f 
the M ijoi s own m il idle beloie (Ik 1 itter h id leijuie to he a ibout 
Arthur, 

lit hid hidavciv bid ni»,h hn~hn must iid it one hom 
he hid been dehnons It mi^ht e id bidl\ his mothci hid better 
be sent fot iinmcdiitcb Ihe M i|oi wi )te the lettei to Mis Pen 
de^nni. with the gu ilest iDeritv iml it tiie sinu time with the most 
polite preciutions As foi t^oiug hin\j)Clf to tlie hd, in Ins slate it 
was impossible ** Could 1 be of in} use to him, in) dear Doctor^” 
ht iskecl 

Ihe Doctoi, with 1 petuliir 1 ui h snd, N i ho didn t think the 
M 1)01 could be of in} use Ihil In f>wn pucioiis ht dth lequned the 
most tklicue tie unit iit, ind tli u lu li id bt L o into the countr} ind 
sti\ tint he hinistU would t\kt « iie i > set the pitii nt twice a di}, 
ind do ill ill Ins powti li i him 

ilie M 1)01 tUtliutl upon III li i nii th it il ht could be of my 
iisc he would tush i ) 1 en*' Inn bt \ it w is Mot-^ in slmuld go 
md sto th it e\( n thin wi i ^.hl I lit Due u must wiitc to him by 
t\ti\ post to S ill’ll ) ilx It w is Inn I I \ milf •> d stmt fiom London, 
audit iinthin hipjtm lli \ uhl ii iqi i no sitiilicc 
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Major Pendcnnis transacted his benevolence by dfeputy and by 
post “ What else could he do ? ^ as he said. “ Gad, } ou know, in 
these cases, it’s best not disturbing a fdlow. If a poor fellow goes to 
the bad, why, Gad, you know he’s disposed of. Hut in order to get 
well (and in this, my dear Doctor, Tm sme that you will agree with 
me), the best w^y is to keep him quiet— perfectly quiet.” 

Thus it was the old gentleman tried to satisfy his conscience : and 
he went his way that day to Stillbrook by railway (for railways have 
sprung up in the course of this narrative, though they have not quite 
penetrated into Ten’s country yet), and made his appearance in his 
usual trim order and curly w ig, at the dinner-table of the Marquis of . 
Stcync. But we must do the Major the justice to say, that he was 
\cry unhappy and gloomy in dcmcanoui. W'agg and Wenham rallied 
him about his low' spirits ; asked whether he w'as crossed in love ? and 
otherwise diverted themselves at his expense. He lust his money at 
whist after dinner, and actually trumped his partner’s highest spade. 
And the thoughts of the sufTeiing boy, of v\ horn he was pioiid, and 
whom he loved after his manner, kept the old fellow awake half 
through the night, and made him fevensh and uneasy, 

Dn the morrow he icceivcd a nolo in a handwuting which he did 
not know; it was that of Mr. Hows, indeed, sa>ing that Mr. Arthur 
rendennis had had a tolerahle night ; and that .is I )oc tor Goodcnotigh 
had stated that the Major desired to be infoimed of his nephew’s 
health, he, R. Ik, had sent him the news per lail. 

The next da> he was going out shooting, about noon, with some 
of the gentlemen slaying at Loid Ste)nc’s liousc ; and the company, 
w.iiting fir the carriages, were assembled on the terrace in front of the 
louse, when a fly drove up from the neighhoin ing station, and a grey- 
ic.rdcd, rather shabby old gentleman, jumped out, and asked for 
»1 ajor rendennis ? It wms Mr. How's. He took the Major aside and 
poke to him ; most of the gentlemen round about saw that something 
irioiis had happened, from the alarmed look of ilie ^Tajoi’s f.ire. 

Wagg said, “It’s a bail iff lome down to Uc^b the Majoi but 
»hody laughed at the jdeasantr) . ; 

‘‘ Hullo ! What’s the matter, Hendennis } ’ ciied Lord Slc> ne, u it’ 

^ sti ident voice. “ Anything wi ong ? ” 

“ It’s —it’s —my boy that’s said the Major, and bin si into a 

> the old man was ejuite overt oine. 

“ Not dead, my Lord ; but ver>’ ill when I left London," Mr. Hows 
k m a low' voice. 

\ biit/ka came up at this moment as the ihicc men were speaking 

fOT . n. I. 
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The Peer looked at his watcli. ‘‘ YouVe twenty minutes to catch the 
mail-train. Jump in, Pendennis ; and drive like h— , sir, do you 
hear?-" 

The carriage drove off swiftly with Pendennis and his companion, 
and let us trust that the oath will be pardoned to the Marquis of 
Steync. ♦ 

The Majoi drove rapidly from the station to the Temple, and found 
a travelling-carriage already before him, and blocking up the narrow 
Temple Line. Two ladies got out of It, and were asking their way of 
the porters ; the Major looked by chance at the panel of the carriage, 
and saw the worn-out crest of the Kagic looking a the Sun, and the 
motto, “ Ncc tenui penna,’’ painted beneath. It was his brother’s old 
carriage, built many, many > cai s ago. It was Helen and Laura that 
w^ere asking their way to poor Pen a loom. 

He ran up to them; liastll) dasiicd his sisteis arm and kissed her 
hand ; and the thicc cntcicJ into Lamb Couit, and mounted the long 
gloomy stall. 

They knocked very gcntls at the door, on which Arthur’s name 
was written, and it was oiicncd l'>> Fami) Doltum 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A CKniC\L UiAPlLR. 

S I'anny saw the 
t\\ o ladies and the 
in\unis counten- 
.in(C of the elder, 
who icfjirded her 
with a look of m- 
cuilible al iiin and 
t( 1101, the pool ^irl 
It once knew tli.it 
1 cn b mothei w as 
btfoie her, thcie 
w IS a resemblance 
I V tween the widow *» 
Jii^gud ejes and 
Arthur s as he 
tossed in hib bed 
in f(\ei Pannv 
looked wistfiill) at 
Mis I'cndcnni and 
at I luri aftci 
w lids , there was 
no moie evpiession in the lillci s lace thin if it hid been aim •' of 
tone Ilard-hcartedncss and {;loom dwelt on the ii^iiies of both the 
lew comeis ; neithci showed an\ the fiintcst jrlcam of inerc> or 
M ipith> foi T ann}. She looked despciately from them to th<* Major 
hdiiiicl tlitm Old Pcndcnnis dropped his cjelids, looking* up c\er so 
'' i ilthil} fiom undci them at Ailluirs poor little nurse 

‘ 1—1 wioie to }ou jesterdaj, if >ou please, ma’am,” Tanny said, 
t'cinblin^ m c\en limb as she spoke; and as pdcas Lauia, whose 
o d menacing face looked o\ei Mrs Pcndenniss shouldei. 

“Did jou, imdam-*” Mrs. Pcnclennis said. “J suppose I may 

L 2 
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now relieve you from nui sing da son I mi his mother, > ou under- 
stand ’ 

** Yes, ma am I— this is the w i> to his— Oh, wait i minute,” cued 
out 1 anny “ I must prtpire >oii for hib 

I he widow, whose f ice h ul been hopelessly < ruci and i uthlcss, 
here started back with a gisp in 1 a little cr>, which she speedily 
stifled 

“ 1 le s been so since >estcrcl i\ , 1 mn) s ml, trembling very mu( h, 
and with chattering teeth 

A hoi rid shriek of liii^ liter c imc out ( f 1 tn s loom, wlieieof the 
door w IS open ind, ifttr sc\ci il sh its tlu p lor uetch began to 
sing a college dunking on , irid th< n to huii i> ind to shout as if he 
wis in the midst of i wine putN, iiid to thump with h j fi^t agtinst the 
w iinscot He was quite clelinoiis 

“ Ik docs not know me in i nn I inn> sml 

“ Indeed 1 erh ips he will 1 1 ( w his iiu thci let me p iss, if )ou 
pleibc, and ^,0 m to him And the widow hislih push d by little 
1 imn, ind thiou h the duk pis i which led into Pens sitting 
room I aui i siikd by 1 mm, t >, without i woid , and M ijor 
Pendc nnib followed them I uin\ s it dc w n c n i beneh lu the p issage, 
andiiitcl, ind])ri\ed is well is he could She would luxe died tor 
him ind the > li lU d hit’ 1 1 k> h id not i wc id of th inks or kindness 
foi her, the tine lidies She ii thcic in the pi si^t she did not 
know how lon^ lhe> iu\ci c ii i( out to spcik to hei She site 
then until Doctoi (r lodni >u h i nu 1 1 i)i> his second xint thit di>, 
he IouikI the poc i little tl i u tl c d » i 

‘ Whit, luiise^ Hows \( ui puicnt isked the good nalured 
Doctoi *MKs he had an> lesi 

* Cio ind ibkthcm fhe>ic inside I inn> inswcicd 

‘ Who '* his molhci ^ 

1 inn\ nodded her lie id and ch lul pc il 
\uu must f,o to bed >oinsell nx poci luile mud, said the 
Doctoi ‘ ^ ou will be ill t ifxcudcnl 

* C)h, ma>nt I come ind see him mixnt 1 come ind see him ^ 

I - I-— love him so the litllc ^ii s ml ind is slie spoke slic Icll down 

on hci knees incl elispcd hold of the Docni s hind in such in a^on> 
th it 10 sec h^r melted the kind ici in s he irt and c lused i mist to 
coinc oxer his speCtarlcs 

Pooh pooh ’ Nonsense ’ Nuise, Ins he liken Ins diaught 

Ills he had in> le^-t ^ Of couis^' )ou must come and see him So 

must 1 
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« Theyll let me sit here, won’t they, sir? HI never make no noise. 
1 only ask to stop here,” Fanny said. On which the Doctor called 
her a stupid little thing ; put her down upon the bench where Pen’s 
printer’s devil used to sit so many hours ; tapped her pale cheek with 
his finger, and bustled into the further room. 

Mrs. I’cndennis was ensconced pale and solemn in a great chair by 
Pen’s bed-side. Her watch was on the bcd-tablc by Pen’s medicines. 
Her bonnet and cloaks were laid in the window. She had her liible 
in her lap, without which she never travelled. Her first movement, 
after seeing her son, had been to take Fanny’s shawl and bonnet which 
were on his drawers, and bring them out and drop them down upon 
his study-table. She had closed the door upon Major J’enclcnnis, and 
Laura too ; and taken possession of her son. 

She had had a great doubt and terror lc,t Arthur should not know 
her; but that pang was s]Kircd to her. in ‘part at least. Pen knew 
his mother quite well, and familiaiK smiled ami nodded at her. When 
she came in, he instantly fancied that they were at home at Fairoaks; 
and began to talk and chatter and laugli in a r.iml)ling wild w'ay. 
Laura could hear him outside. 1 lis laughter shot shafts of poison into 
her heait. It was true then. He had been guilty — and with that 
creature 1 — an intrigue with a servant maid ; and she had loved him — 
and he w-as dying most likely — ra\hig, and unrepentant. The Major 
nowand then hummed out a woid of rcmaik or tonsolation, which 
Laura scarce heard. A dismal silting it was for all parties; and when 
lioodenoiigh appeared, he came like an angil into the room. 

It is not only for the sick man, it is for the sick man’s friends that 
the Doctor comes. His presence is often as good for them as for the 
patient, and they long for him yet more eagerly. How we have all 
watched after him ! w'hat an emotion the thrill of his carriage-wheels 
in the street, and at length at the door, has made us feci ! how' we hang 
upon his words, and wiiat a comfort we get from, a smile or two, if he 
can vouchsafe that sunshine to lighten our darlcnes-.! Who hasn’t 
seen the mother prying into his f.ice, to know if there is hope lor the 
sick infant that cannot speak, and that lies yonder, its little frame 
hauling with fever? Ah, how she looks into his eyes ! Whal thanks 
if there is light there ; what grief and pain if he casts them down, and 
dares not say “hope!” Or it is the house fatlier who is stricken. 
The terrified wife looks on* while the I’hysician feels his patient s 
^'riit, smothering her agonies, as the children have been called upon 
to stay their plays and their talk, (^ver the patient in the fever, the 
uife e.xpcctanl, the children unconscious, the Doctor stands a^ if he 



rEND£J\/M^ 


150 

were Tate, the dispenser of life and death he ;«//>/ let the patient 
off this lime, the ^^om.ln pri>s so foi hi^ le^pite’ One can fancy 
how awful the iL>»poiisibihtv niu->t be to a conscientious man how 
cruel the feeling lliat he h is ^ i\cn the ^Mong remedy, or that it might 
ha\c been possible to do bettei how liir\ssmg the s>inpathy -with 
survivors, if the case is unfuitiinate how immense the delight of 
victoi> ’ 

Ilwmg \i\ s(d through i h\si) cc cinon> of inliudiK lion to tlie 
new (omcis, ol wlio^c nii\ il lie hid bfiii iiiul iwiicln the heiit- 
broken little nui cm w uting without, the Doctoi p k c edc d to e\ imme 
the pitient, iboiit whose tuiuhtioii of lii^h fe\ci tliLU could be no 
mistake, iiid on whom he thou Jit it ulccss u\ t ) lvci sc the tiongtot 
4intii)hlogistu unicclics m his ]iowei lie con olcd the unloitunile 
mother as best he mi lit ind 1 in,^ her the n osl comfuitible a^sin 
ances on which he could \entuii lli t ihcie \\i>noui on ijikspni 
jet, th It evej\thing mi lit stiM 1 1 h pidfiom hi \ nUh, the slicn^ih 
of his constitution, ind soloilh mtlhi\mg dole Ins itino t to illiv 
the hoiiois ot tlie dnnuclmiti i he took the clelci J\iilennis uielc 
into the ^ u \nt loom (\\ iiiin U ns btdioom , loi the purpo e of hold 
ing i hide ( onsull Uion 

fh< eie wwNcij eiiti 1 Ihe fe\(i il nc I nojipeel, nii lu ind 
would cinv oil the n i v ti 1 w Ik mt t be bled leithwith the 

motile 1 must be inloi UK 1 < 1 di i es iv \\ li\ w 1^ th it ollui \ oun^> 

lad) bioii lit witli hei ^h w i < ]i t m 1 i I 10 >11 

‘ And then wi m )di iw mm til be li 11 ed t i it die M ijoi 

Slid ‘‘the the little jieis n who (pined the do >i Jiis i te 1 inliw 
h lel bioujit the ]joni little de\il IhuikI nul ’ iw* out, ind filing 
them upon the stiuh t ibk I>iel ( xnlt nou b know injthiii^ ibout 
the die little tKi on I |u I e ni In i hmpse other i we pissed in, 

the M ijoi s ml, ‘ iml Ik ul she w 1 in oinmi nh ni e lookin^ 1 he 

Doe tm looked ijuec I the I)e» 1 1 simlcd in tin veij ^1 ivest moments, 
widi lile mil cle nil ]»en(bn siiili li n^c eontiist md occ isions of 
hi mom will in c ind luli smiles will piss to itin/e the gloom, as 
it wc le, und t ^ in il e ii moie 1 k m> ’ 

1 hi\c it It 11 I he ml 1 entenn, the ‘"liieh ind he wiote a 
< on pie. ol note li istiU it tin table dicie incl seilul one of them 
Then, t ikm^ ii}) pool I inn\ s sluwl iiul bumet and the notes, he 
wen out lithe ]) is i c t Mint]) i hltk me scn^ci, mil s nj J OujcK, 
nuist \ou must e nn hi to the in non nul bid him come insi ind> 
and the 1 to mj hue i id ask leu iii) sen ant, llarbottle, and tell 
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him to get this prescription prepared, and wait until I — until it 
ready. It may take a little time in preparation." 



So pool Fanny trudged aw ly with her two notes, and found {\\e 
ipolhccir), who lived in the Sti ind hudbv, ind A\bo came i>tT ii^dit- 
wav, his lancet in his prxkcl, to oj»ct ile on lu^ patient; and then 
f anny made for the Dortoi s house, in Hanovci Squaie. 

The Doctoi was at home again before the prescription was nude 
up, vshich took Harbottlc, his servant, such a long time m compound- 
ing, and, during the lemamdcr of Arthurs illness, poor Fanny never 
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made her appearance in the quality of nurse at his chambers any 
more. But for that day and the next, a little figure might be seen 
lurking about Pen's staircase, — a sad, sad little face looked at and 
interrogated the apothecary, and the apothecary’s boy, and the 
laundress, and the kind physician himself, as they passed out of the 
chambers of the sick man. And on the third day, the kind Doctor’s 
chariot stopped at Shepherd’s Inn, and the good, and honest, and 
benevolent man went into the Porter's Lodge, and tended a little 
patient he had there, for whom the best remedy he found was on the 
day when he was enabled to tell Fanny Bolton that the crisis was 
over, and that there was at length every lu»pe for Arthur Pendennis. 

J. Costigan, Ksquire, late of her Majesty’s service, saw tlie Doctor’s 
carriage, and criticised its horses and appointments. Green liveries, 
bedad ! ” the General said, “ and as foin a pair of high-stepping bcc 
horses as ever a gentleman need sit behoind, let alone a docthor. 
There’s no indto the proidcand ar’ganceof them docthors, now-a-days 
^ not but that is a good one, and a scoientific cyarkter, and a roight 
good fellow, bedad; and he’s brought the poor little girl well troo her 
f.ivcr, Bows, me boy;” and so pleased was Mr, Costigan with the 
Doctor’s behaviour and skill, that, whenever he met Dr. Goodenough’s 
carrLige in future, he made a point of saluting it and the physician in- 
side, in as courteous and magnifircnt a manner, as if I )r. Goodenough 
had been the Lord Liftenant himself, and Captain Costigan had been 
in his glory in Pliaynix Paik. 

The widow’s gratitude to the physician knew no bounds— or 
scarcely any bounds, at least. The kind gentleman laughed at the 
idea of taking a fee from a literary man, or the widow of a brother 
practitioner, and she determined when she got back to F*airoaks that 
she would send Goodenough the silver-gilt vase, the jewel of the 
house, and lhe4jlory of the late John rendennis, preserved in green 
baize, and presented to him :\i B.ith, by the Lady Klizabeth Firebracc, 
on tlie recovery of her son, the late Sir Anthony Firebracc, from the 
scarlet fever. Hippocrates, llygeia, King Bladud, and a wreath of 
serpents surmount the cup to this day ; which wms executed in their 
finest manner, by Messrs. Abednego, of Milsom Street ; and the 
inscription was by Mr. birch, tutor to the young baronet. 

This piicelcss gem of art tlu widow determined to devote to 
( 'looclenougli, the preserver of her son ; and there was scarcely any 
other favour which her gratitude would not have conferred upon him, 
except one, which he desired most, and which was that she should 
think a little charitably and kindly of poor Fanny, of whose artless. 
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sad story, he had got something during his interviews with her, and 
of whom he was induced to think vcr>' kindly, — not being disposed, 
indeed, to give much credit to Pen for his conduct in the affair, or not 
knowing what that conduct had been. He knew enough, however, to 
be aware that the poor infatuated* little girl was without stain as yet ; 
that while she had been in Pen’s room it was to see the last of him, as 
she thought, and that Arthur was scarcely aware of her presence ; and 
that she suffered under the deepest and most pitiful grief, at the idea 
of losing him, dead or living. 

lint on the one or two occasions when Goodenough alluded to 
Fanny, the widow’s countenjincc, always soft and gentle, assumed an 
expression so cruel and inexorable, that the Doctor saw it was in 
vain to ask her for justice or pity, and he broke off all entreaties, and 
ceased making any further allusions regarding his little client. There 
is a complaint wliicli neither pt^ppy, nor mandragora, nor all the 
droAvsy syrups of the East could allay, in the men in his time, as we 
arc informed by a popular poet (»f the days of Elizabeth ; and wliich| 
when exhibited in women, no medical di-jcovcrics or practice sub- 
sequent— neither hointcop.ilhy, nor hydiop.ithy, nor mesmerism, nor 
Dr. Simpson, nor Dr. Eocock tan cure, and llial is— we won’t call it 
jealousy, but rather gently dcnoiniiiale it rivalry and emulation in 
ladies. 

Some (»f those miscliicvou, and prosaic people who carp and 
lalrulate at every detail of the lomanccr, and want to know, for 
instance, how, when the characters in the Critic” are at a dead lock 
with their daggers at each other's throat*^, they arc to be got out of 
that murderous complication of circumslanccs, may be induced to ask 
how it Avas possible in a set of ch.imbcrs in the Temple, consisting of 
three rooms, two cupboards, a passage, and a (oabbox, Arthur a sick 
gentleman, Helen his mother, Laura licr adopted daughter, Martha 
their country attendant, Mrs. Whte/cj a nurse from St. Ilartholomew’s 
Hospital, Mrs. Flanagan an Irish laundress. Major Pendennis a 
retired military officer, M<)rgan his \alct, Pidgeon Mr* Arthur Pen- 
dennis’s boy, and others could be arcoinraod.it cd— the answer is given 
at once, that almost everybody in llie Tcmjilc was out of town, .md 
that there was sc.arcely a single occupant of Pen’s house in Lamb 
Court except those who were engaged round the aiek-bed of the sick 
gentleman, about whose fever wc have not given a lengthy account, 
neither shall we enlarge very much upon the more cheerful theme of 
his recovery. 

Everybody we have said was out of town, and of course such a 
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fashionable man as younpr Mr. Sibwright, who had chambers on the 
second floor in Pen’s staircase, could not be supposed to remain in 
London. Mrs. Flanagan, Mr. Pendennis's laundress, was acquainted 
with Mrs. Rouncy who did for Mr. Sibwright, and that gentleman’s 
bed-room was got ready fur Miss Bell, or Mrs. I’endcnnis, when the 
latter should be inclined to leave her son’s sick-room, to try and seek 
for a little rest for herself. 

If that young buck and flower of Baker Street, Percy Sibwright, 
could have knt»wn mIio was the occupant of his bed-room, how 
proud he would have been «)f tli.i‘ a]>aitinenl ! —what poems he 
would have written about Lama ! (several of his things have appeared 
in the iumuals, and m luanusciipt in tin nolnlity’s albums)— he w\as 
a C'amford man and vciy ne.irly got the Lnglish I'ri/c Poem, it w'as 
said— Sibwaight, however, w'as al)>(nt and liis bed given up to Miss 
Bell. It W'as the prettiest little brass boil in t!ic woild, with chintz 
CLirlains lined with pink— he had a nngnonett? box in his bed- 
jtunn window , and the meic sight of his little c\hibiti( n of shiny boots, 
ananged in trim lows over bis waid robe, was a gratification to the 
beholder, lie had a museum of scent, pom.ilum, and bear$’-giease 
pots, quite curious to e\ miinc, loo ; and a choice selection of portraits 
of females, almost .\l\\a)s in sadness and gencrall> m disguise or 
deshabille, glitlcied round llu' neat walls of his elegant little bow’cr 
of repose. Mi'doiawitli dishevelled hair w.is consoling herself ov'cr 
her banjo for the absence of her C'oniad- the Piinccs^c Fleur dc 
!Maric (of Rudolstcin .ind the ^IjslCies de I’an^ was sadly ogling out 
of the bars of her convent <agc, in whkh, ])(H)r pi ironed bud, she was 
moulting away — Dorothea of Don <>uur.tc w. s washing her eternal 
feet in fine, it was such an elegant galluy a» became a ga'llant 
lover of the sex. And in Sibwiigln's sitting-ioom, while thcie was 
quite an infantine law libi.uy tlatl in sl.ins of fresh nevv-b<jrn calf, 
tlierc was a tolerably larg.o colleclixai of classical books which he 
could not read, and of Imglidi .ind rrciieh works of poetry and 
fiction which he read a gieat deal too much. His invitation cards of 
the past season still decorated Ins looking-glass : and scarce anything 
told c»f the lawyer but tlic wig-box beside' the A'enus upon the middle 
shelf of the bookcase, on wlndi the ii.ime of J\ Silnvriglil, Esquire, 
was gilded. 

With Sibwright in chambi r^ was i\lr. Bangh.im. Mr. Bangham 
was a sporting man, married to a rich widow. Mr. Bangham had no 
pvactuc -did not come fo c hambers thrice in a term : went a circuit 
for those niv^lciious Reasons which make men go circuit, — and hi* 
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room served as a great convenience to Sibwriglu when that yoimg 
gentleman gave his little dinners. It must be confessed that these 
two gentlemen have nothing to do with our history, will never appear 
in it again probably, but w'c cjinnol help glancing through their doors 
as they happen to be open to us, and as we pass to Pen’s rooms ; as 
in the pursuit of our own business in life through the Strand, at the 
Club, nay at church itself, we cannot help peeping at the shops on the 
W'ay, or at our neighbour’s dinner, or at the faces under the bonnets 
in the next pew. 

Very many years after the circunistances about which we arc at 
present occupied, Laura, with a blush and a laugh showing much 
humour, owned to having read a French novel t)nce much in vogu#>, 
and when her husband asiced her, wondering where on earth she 
could have got such a voluine, she owned that it was in the Temple, 
when she lived in iMr. l\rr\ Sibw right’s chambers. 

“And, al'^o, J ne\oi confessed," she saul, “on llial sjunc occasion, 
what 1 must now ovsn to : that I opened the japanned box, and took 
out that strangc-looking wig inside it, and put it on and looked at 
myself in the glass in it," 

Sup])osc Percy Silnvii,dii had come in at such a moment as that? 
What would he ha\e said, the eniaptunxl logiic? What would 
have been all the pictuics of disguised beauties in his room compared 
to that living one ? Ah, we arc speaking, of old limes, when Sibwright 
was a bachelor and liefoie he got a county c’ouit, — when j>eo|)le were 
young — when mo6f })oople weie >oimg. Othei ]>eoplc arc young now ; 
but w'c no more. 

When ^liss Laura pln>C(l this piank with the wag, you can’t 
suppose that l*en could have been \ cry ill iijisialrs; otherwise, though 
she had grown to caic fur linn ever so little, c'ominon sense of feeling 
and dcc'orum wonld have prevented her tiom performing any tricks or 
trviog any disguises. 

Hut all sorts of events had occ'urrccl in the c oursc of the last few 
days which had contributed to increase or ^ircount for her gaietv, and 
a little colony of the reader’s old friends line! ac cjuaintanres was by 
this time established in Lamb Court, Temple, and louivl Pen^s 
sick-bed there. First, Martlia, Llrs. Pendennis s scrvaiH, had .irrivcd 
from Kairoaks, being summoned theme by tlic M.ijor, who justly 
thought her presence would be comfoi table and useful to her mis- 
tress and her young master, for neither of whom the constant 
neighbourhood of Mrs. I Janagan (who eluting Pen’s illness rccjuircd 
more .spirituous consolation than ever to support her) could be 
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pleasant. Martha then made her appearance in due season to wait 
upon Mrs. Pendennis, nor did that lady go once to bed until the 
faithful servant had reached her, when, a heart full of maternal 
thankfulness, she went and l.iy down ui)on Warrington's straw 
mattress, and among his mathematical books, as has been already 
described. 

It is true that ere that day a great and delightful alteration in 
Pen's condition had taken place. The fever, subjugated by Dr. 
< roodenough’s Llistcrb, i»utions, and lancet, had left the young man, 
or only returned at inteivaU of feeble inlcnnittcnce ; his wandering 
senses had settled in his weakened brain : he liad had time to kiss 
and bless his mother for coming to him, and calling for Laura and liis 
unde (who were both .'ilTcrtod acrorrling to tlicir diflt rent natures by 
his wan appearance, his lean sliiunkcn hands, his hollow eyes and 
voice, his thin boarded face) t<» press their hands and thank them 
affectionately ; and after this gi coting, and after they had been turned 
out of the room by hih atfoctionate nurse, he bad sunk into a line 
sleep whidi had lasted for about sixteen hours, :i I the cud of which 
period he awoke calling out that he was \ery hungry. If it is hard to 
be ill and to loathe food, oh, liow pleasant to be gelling well and to 
be feeling hungry /w:<’ hiingi*) Ala^, the jo)s of convalescence 
become feebler with incicasmg >cais, as other joys do- and then — 
and then comes that ilhies-» when one does not convalesce at all. 

On the day of tins hajipy event, too, came another arrival in Lamb 
Court. This was introduced into the l*en- W.irrington sitting-room by 
large puffs of tobacco smoke -tlu* j)ufts of smoke w^cre follow^ed by an 
individual with a cigar in his mouth, and a carpet-bag under his arm 
-this W'as Warrington, w'lio had lun back from Norfolk, when Mr. 
Bow’S thoughtfully wrote to inform him of his fricneVs c‘alamity. IJut 
he had Ix'on from liome when IJows’s h'lter had reached his brother’s 
house-- the Kastein C’oimtici did not tie n boast of a railway (for w'C 
beg the reader to understand that we only < ommit anachronisms 
when we choose, and when by a daring xiokition of those natural law'S 
some gicnl ethic id truth n* to be .idvaiued''— in fine, Warrington only 
Aippeared with the rest of the good Iiu k upon the lucky day after 
Pen's coiualcitencc may have been said to have begun. 

His surprise wms, after all, not very grcit when he found the 
<hambcisof his sick fiiend occupied, and liis old acciuaintaiice the 
Major seated demurely in an casy-ch.ilr (Warrington liad let himself 
into the rooms with his own pass-kcy\ listening, or pi etencling to listen, 
to a young kid> wdio wms Rxiding to him a play of Shakspcaic in a low 



PENDI^A.XJS. 


*57 

sweet voice. The lady stopped and started, and laid down her book, 
at the apparition of the tall traveller with the cigar and the carpet-bag. 
lie blushed, he flung the cigar into the passage : he took off his hat, 
and dropped that too, and going up to the Major, seized that old 
gentleman's hand, and asked questions about Arthur. 

The Major answered in a ticmulous, though cheery voice— it 
was curious how emotion seemed to olden him — and returning 
Warrington’s pressure with a shaking hand, told him the news— of 
Arthur’s happy crisis, of his mothers arrival — with Iicr young charge 
— with Miss — 

You need not tell me her name,” Mr. Warrington said with great 
animation, for he was affected and elated with the thought of his- 
fnend’s recovery — “ \oii need m>t tell me your name. 1 knew at once 
it was Laura.” And he held out hi^ hand and took hers. Immense 
kindness and tenderness gleamed liom under his rough eyebrows, and 
shook his voice as he gazed at hci and s])okc to her. “ And this is 
Laura!” his looks seemed to sa>. ‘'And this is Warrington,” the 
generous girl’s heart beat back. “Arthur's hero- -the brave and the 
kind — ho has come hundicds of niilej to succour him, when he heard 
of his friend’s misfortune ! ” 

“Thank you, Mr. Warrington;*’ was all that Laura said, however s 
and as she returned the pressure of his kind hand, she blushed so, 
that she was glad the lamp w as behind her to conceal her flushing 
face. 

As these two were standing in this attitude, the door of Pen’s bed- 
chamber w'as opened stealthily as his mother was wont to open it, and 
Warrington saw another lady, who first looked at him, and then 
turning round towards the bed, said, “ llsh ! ” and put up her hand. 

ft WMs to Pen Helen >Yas turning, .md gi\ing caution. lie called 
out with a feeble, tremulous, but cheery % oirc, “ Come in, Stunner — 
come in, Warrington. I knew it w.is you- by the— by the smoke, old 
boy,” he said, as holding his worn liand riuJ, and with tears at once of 
weakness and pleasure in his eyes, he grertfd his friend. 

“ I — 1 beg pardon, ma’am, for smoking,’’ Warrington said, \vl > now 
almost for the first time blushed for his wi<'ked projicnsity. 

Helen only said, “ God bless you, ]\lr. Warrington ! ” She w^as so 
happy, she w'ould have liked to kiss (jeoigc. 'I'licn, and after the 
friends had had a brief, very brief interview , the delighted and inexor- 
able mother, giving her hand to W.irringlon, sent him out of the room 
too, back to Laura and the Major, w'ho had •ot resumed their play of 
“ Cymbclmc’’ where they had left it off at the an ival of the rightful ow'ncr 
of lien’s chambers. 
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CIIAi TFR XV. 
cow \1 1 -iCT \ci 

I R now IS to record 
i fici conccinin;^ Pen- 
tlcnms, vliich howc\er 
h imeful anil clis^i ice 
liil w he n told re;: ‘i din« 
lh( chi f pci -.oni^c ind 
^odfithci of 1 noccl, 
mils ncvcithcl ss, be 
mull kiown to the 
pubhi who 1C i Is hi 
\tMt bic me mo 11 
Hum uinc to bed dl 
with level md siifiei 
i l > I f ( It iin dcj:iec 
iindci the p i ion of 
I >\c, iftci lie li id -,one 
111 on h his phv ■>!( d 
miluK ind hid been 
bled ind hul bccnblis 
ten el T.nd h id Ind his 
he id sh IV e 1 , ind Ind 
been ticT.tcd and inedn iincntcd as the doctoi oid lined —it is a fict, 
tint, when he iilhid up lienn lu bodilv ulmcnl, Ins mentil nalidv 
hill like wise ([uilti d him md he w is no moie in love with h mnv 
Holton thin mu oi 1 who ne mucli t)owi>e,ot too moril, to illow 
on he iits to m ^uldin iftei poilcis d in^htcis 

lie lin^hdl t himself is lie livon his pillow, tin nkin ^ tf this 
SCI Olid cine which hid been etleeted njioii him He did not circ the 
k isl d)out 1 innv now he wondiicd how he ever should hivccired 
ind ateoidin^ to hd custom inuU' in uitopsv of that dead pibsiem, 
and inUonnsed his own dekinet sensiuon loi his poor little nuisc. 
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Wliat could have made him so hot and ea^cr about her but a few 
wctkb back> Not her u it, not her breeding, not htr beaut) — there 
were liundieds of women better looking th in she It was out of him- 
self that the passion had tjone . it did not icside m her bhc w is the 
s^inc , but the c^cs which saw hci were <hant;cd , and, ills, that it 
should be so ' were not puticularb t igci to see her in> moic He 
ft It \uv well disposed low aids the little tinner, forth, but as for 

violent peisonil such is he hid but i few weeks i^o, it hid 

flid undti the influcnec of the pill and 1 meet, which hidckstro)ed the 
fcvti in Ins fi inu \nd an immense soiiiet of comfort ind gratitude 
ir w IS to Pendenms (though there v\ is somethin cllish in that feclin^, 
IS in mobt others of oui v oun in in , ili it he h id bcf n enabled to resist 
tempt Uion it the lime when the elin>,(i w is .^icitcst, md had no 
piiticulir ciuso of sclfuinoich is It lenicmlxred his conduct 
low lids the )oiing ^ul A fiom i puripue down whit h he might 
hivt fillcn, so fiemi the lc\ei fi in win h lie liicl icroveicd he re 
viewed the I iiinv 1 t lion sn uc low tint he li ul est i])ed out of it, 
but I in not sine tint he vs is imt hnne 1 of the v civ s ilisl irtioii whicli 

Ik c\i)ciicnf td ll ^ \ in« pt hij> hut it i luiinih itin to own 

th It ) ou lov c n ) m i c 

Mexnvvhik tlu ! ind smihs ml tcvdei w it hf line s of the mother 
It his bed side, filled tlu voim mm with pe ice m<l seem it I > see 
111 ll heilth was retain n w i ill th iinw iii o nur t d( n mikcl to 

e\ rale inv t i|) i c t i t id tf iti ]> tient lici (htfeljn md 

1 w ml He felt h n If env i im 1 hv In i 1 »vc md ihoi hi himself 
ilmost IS giate ul f >i it >!e hid bt nwJienweil iiiri hcljiltss in 
hildbo >d 

Some mistv notion le u 1 tbefi 1 put ff hi iT c md tint 
I nrv had nuiscd him, T < n 1 1 1 \ b i\e h ul, but th ) v\ei ‘•o dim th it 
he could not re disc them with Kfiiiuv, or di tin iiish them fioin 
whit he knew l) be dilus on whi h hid ocfiinc 1 md were re- 
membered eluiin the d liiiumof Ins Itvei Si is he hid not ihou dit 
])nipcr on foimer oec isions to m d e in) illusnns ibout I mny I ollon 
to his mothci , of course be tould n tn )w c mlide I ) bei In st iiLirni iits 
Hgirding P innv oi mdc tins vvoitbv 1 idv i ronlulmlc It w is on 
beth sides an imluel \ prec lution md w int of (ontideiiM , md i woid 
oi two in time might hive sj ired the good lid), and tho e connected 
VMthhei, icledcfpim md in uish 

Seein^, Miss l>olton instilled is nuise and tender to l^^n, I am 
soirv to SI) Mrs lendennis hid put tlie woist con*.tiuction on the 
fact of the intimaev of llics^ Iw > unli 1} vnuiii^ pei ns, md hid 
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settled in her own mind that tlie acaisations against Arthui* were truj. 
Why not have stopped to inquire ? —There are stories to a man's 
disadvantage that the women who are fondest of him are always the 
most eager to believe. Isn’t a man’s wife often the first to be jealous 
of him ? Poor I’cn got a g(jod stock of this suspirious kind of love 
from the nurse who was now' watching over him ; and the kind and 
pure creature IhouglU that her boy had gone through a malady much 
more awful and debasing than the mere physical fever, and was 
stained by crime as well as weakened by illness. The consciousness 
of this she had to bear perfoue silently, and to try to put a mask of 
cheerfulness and confidence o\cr her inward doubt and despair and 
horror. 

When Captain Shandon, at Jloulogne, read the i cxl numl)er of the 
‘*PaIl Mall Cazette,” it was to i email: to Mrs. Shandon that Jack 
Kinucane’s hand wms no lunger visible in the leading aiticles, and that 
Mr. Warrington must be at woik theie again. “ i know the crack (T 
his whip in a hundicd, and the tut whiih the fellow’s thong leaves, 
'rhere’b Jaek Jiludyer, goes to w'oik like a butcher, and mangles a 
subject. Mr. Warrington tinislie> a man, and lays his cuts neat and 
regular, str.iight down the h.ick, and tlrawmg blood every line;” at 
wliich dreadful luetajihoi, iMi.s. .Sh.indon saitl, “ Law, Charles, how ran 
you talk so ! I ahv.ijs thought Mi. Warrington very high, but a kind 
gentleman; and I'm sure he was most Kind to the children.” Upon 
which Shandon said, “ Yes ; he's kind to the children ; but lies savage 
to the men ; audio be sure, m> dear, you don’t understand a word 
about w'liat I’m saying ; and it’s bc'^t }oii shouldn’t ; for it’s little good 
comes out of writing for newsp.ipers ; anti it’s better here, living easy 
at Boulogne, where the wane's plenty, and the brandy costs but two 
francs a bottle. Mix us another tumbici, Mary, my clear ; we’ll go 
back into harness soon. ‘ Cras mgens itcrabimus .cquor — bad luck 
to it.” 

In a word, Wariinglon went to work with all his might, in place 
of his piostratc friend, and did Pen's portion of the “Pall Mall 
Cia/ette" “with a vengeance,’ as the saMiig is. He WTote occasional 
articles and literary criticisms ; he attended theatres and musical per- 
foi malices and discoursed a bunt them with his usual savage energy, 
liis hand wa:a too strung for sue h ^niall subjects, and it pleased him to 
tell Arthur’s mother, and unde, and Lama, that tlierc was no hand in 
all tlic band of penmen nioie giatefid and light, more pleasant and more 
cleiMiU, than Arthur’s. “ 'flie people m this country, ma’am, d(»n’t 
undei stand what style is, or they would seethe merits of our young 
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one,’’ he said to Mrs. Pcndennis. “ I call him ours, ma’am, for I bred 
him ; and I am as proud of him as you are ; and,balinjj a little wilful- 
ncss, and a little selfishness, and a little dandyfication, 1 don’t know a 
more honest, or loyal, or gentle creature. } 1 is pen is wicked sometimes, 
but he is as kind as a young lady — as Miss Laura here — and I believe 
he would not do au)’ living mortal harm.” 

At this, Helen, though she heaved a deep, deep sigh, and Laura, 
though she, too, was sadly wounded, nevertheless were most thankful 
for \Varringtt>n's. good opinion of Arthur, and loved him for being so 
attached to their I’cn. And Major Pcndcnnis wa^ loud in his praises 
of Mr. Warrington, - more loud andcnthu'.ia'^tir than it was the Major's 
won't to be. “ He h a gentleman, my dear creature,” he said to Helen, 
every inch a gentleman, my good madam lh(' Suffolk Warringtons 
— Chailcs the First’s baronets :—wlvU (oiikl be be but n gentleman, 
come out of that family — father, .Sir Mile-» Waninglon; ran away 
with- beg your pardon, noil. Sir NJiles was a \ery vcll-known 
man in London, and a li iend of the Ikiiiee of Wales, 'lids gentle- 
man is a man of the gicatcst talents, the \ery highest accomph.'>h- 
incnts, -sure to get on, if he had ainotna to put his energies to 
work.” 

Laura blushed for herself whilst thcMa)oi wa? talking and praising 
Arthur’s hero. A-, slic looked .it W.iriingtonN manly face, and dark, 
melancholy eyes, this \onng ])ei am had been '.jiorulating about him, 
and Jiad settled in hci inin<l that be mu-^t ha\e lK‘en the victim of an 
unhappy allachmcnl ; .ind as she caught herself so speculating, why, 
Miss llcll blushed. 

Warrington got chambers bard b;s (ircnici':) chambers in Flag 
Foiirt ; and liaxing c\ccuted Pen's task witli great energy in the morn- 
ing, his delight and pleasure of an afternoon was to come and sit with 
the sick man’s comjiany in the siinn> autumn evenings ; and he had 
the honour more th.in oikc of giving Miss liell his arm for a walk in 
the Temple Ciardens ; to take which pastime, when the frank l.aiira 
asked of Helen permission, the Major eagerly sajd, “ \'cs, yes, begad — 
of course you go out wa’th him - it’s like the country, you know ; c\c'‘^- 
bocly goes out \vith everybody in the Ckirdens, and there arc beadles, 
you know, and that sort cif thing- everybody walko lu the Temple 
< hardens.” If the great arbiter of morals dul not object, why should 
''implc Helen? She was glad that her girl should have such fresh air 
as the river could give, and to see her return with heightened colour and 
spirits from these harmless excursions. 

Laura and Helen had come, you must know, to a little explanation, 
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When th^ news arrived of Pen’s alarming illness, Laura insisted upon 
accompanying the terrified mother to London, would not hear of the 
refusal which the still angry Helen gave her, and, when refused a 
second time yet more sternly, and when it seemed that the poor lost 
lad’s life was despaired of, and when it was known that his conduct was 
such as to render all thoughts of union hopeless, Laura had, with many 
tears, told her mother a secret with which every observant person who 
reads this story is acquainted already. Now she never could marry 
him, was she to be denied the consolation of owning how fondly, how 
truly, how entirely she had loved him } The mingling tears of the 
women appeased the agony of their grief somewhat, and the sorrows 
and terrors of their journey were at least in so far mitigated that they 
shared them together. 

What could Fanny expect when suddenly brought up for sentence 
before a couple of siu h judges ? Nothing but swift condemnation, 
awful punishment, merciless dismissal! Women arc ciuel critics in 
cases such as that in which jioor Fanny was implicated j and we like 
them to be so ; for, besides the guard which a man places round his 
own harem, and the defences whidi a woman has in her heart, her 
faith, and honour, hasn’t she all her own fi lends of her own sex to keep 
watch that she docs not go astray, and to tear her to pieces if she is 
found Cl ring? When our Mahmouds or Selims of linker Stieet or 
Bclgrave S»juarc visit their J''.itimas with condign punishment, their 
mothers sew up l’\ilima’s sack lor her, and hei sisters and sistcrs-in-Iaw 
sec her well under wMter. And this ])rcscnt writer docs not say nay ; 
he pnjtcsts most solemnly, he is a 'J'uik too. He wears a turban and 
a beard like another, Jincl is all for the sack practice, liismillah ! But 
t) you spotless, who ha\c the light of capital punishment vested in you, 
at least be very cautious that you make aw ay with the proper (if so she 
may be called) person. Be very sure of the fact before you order the 
barge out : and don’t pop your subject into the Bosphorus, until you 
are quite certain that she deserves it. This is all 1 would urge in poor 
Fatima’s behalf - absolutely all— not a w orcl more, by the beard of the 
Prophet, if she’s guilty, down wiili her— heave over the sack, away 
with it into the Goldcrn Horn bubble and squeak, and justice being 
done, give w ay, men, and let us pull back to supper. 

So the Major did not in any w'ay object to Warrington’s continued 
promenades with Miss Laura, but, like a benevolent old gentleman, 
encouraged in every way the intimacy of that couple. Were there any 
exhibitions in town? he was for Wairington conducting her to them. 
If Warrington had pioposcd to take her to Vauxhall itself, this most 
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complaisant of men would have seen no harm,— nor would Helen, if 
IVndennis the elder had so ruled it, — nor would there have been any 

harm between two persons whose honour was entirely spotless, 

between Warrington, who saw in intimacy a pure, and high-minded, 
and artless woman for the first time -in his life, — and Laura, who too 
for the first time was thrown into the constant society of a gentleman 
of great natural parts and powers of pleasing ; who possessed varied 
acquirements, enthusiasm, simplicity, humour, and that freshness o< 
mind which his simple life and habits gtive him, and which contrasted 
so much with Pen’s dandy indifference of manner and faded sneer. 
In Warrington's very uncoiiUm«ss there vas a refinement, which the 
others finery lacked. In his energy, his icspcct, his desire to please, 
liis hearty laughter, or simidc confiding pathos, what a iliflercnce to 
Sultan Pen’s y.iwning sovereignty and languid actcptance of homage ! 
What had made Pen at home such a dtindy and such .i despot } 'fhe 
women had spoiled him, as wc like them and as the> like to do. They 
had cloyed him with obedience, and surfeited him with sweet respect 
and submission, until he grew weary of the sl.ivgs w ho waited upon him, 
and their caresses and cajoleries cxc itcd him no more. Abroad, he was 
biisk and lively, and eager and impassioned enough most men are, 
' o constituted and so nurtured. - Docs this, like the former sentence, 
urn a chance of being misinterpietcd, and docs any one dare to sup- 
l)i)sc that the writer would incite the w'omen to rexolt? Never, by the 
whi'-kers of the I’lophct, ag.iin ho says. He weais a beard, and he 
likes his women to be slaves. Wliat iiKin doesn't } What man would 
be henpecked, I say? Wc wall cut off all the heads in Christendom 
oi 1'iiikc}dom rather than tli.it. 

Well, then, Arthur being so languid, and indifferent, and careless 
about the favours bestowed upon him, how came it that Laura should 
ha\c sucli a love and raptuious icgard for him, that a mere inadequate 
expression of it should have kept the girl talking all the way from 
f .liroaks to London, as she and Helen travelled in the post-chaise ? 

socm as Helen had finished one story about the dc.ir fellow, and 
u.irratcd, with a hundred sobs and ejaculations, and looks up to 
heaven, some thrilling incidents which occurred about the period 
when the hero was breeched, Laura bcg.an another equally interesting 
‘Old equally oimamentcd with tears, and told how heroically he had a 
moth out or wouldn’t have it out, or how daringly he robbed a bird’s 
nest, or how magnanimously he spared it ; or how he gave a shilling 

the old woman on the common, or went without his bread and 
butter for the beggar-boy wdio came into the yard— and so on. One 
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to another the sobbing women sang laments upon theif hero, who, my 
worthy leadci has long since peiceived, is no more a hero than either 
one of us. Being as he was, why should a sensible girl be so fond of 
liim^ 

This point has been aigucd befoie in a prc\ious unfoitunate sen- 
tence (whuli lately drew diwn all the \m ith of Ireland upon the 
writers licad), and wliith siid thit the greilcst lascal cutthroats have 
hid somebody to be fond of them, and if those monstcis, wh> not 
oidmiiy moitils^ And with wlom •‘hill a >oung lidj fall in love 
but with the peison she secs Si e 1 not -.iipposcd to lose her heiit 
in a dream, like i Pii kcs-. in the \i ibi in Nights or to plight her 
>oiing iffcc Lions to the p utr ut of i tntkm in in the I xhibition, 01 
a sketch 111 the ‘ Ilhisti itcd london News \oii Invo an instinct 
within >011 win h Jiuiiiu-* vcmi to it irh joinself to some one you 
meet Somcbocl> )ou lieu Somtbodj const \nll\ pi ii‘-cd you vialk, 
01 iidc, or w lit/, 01 t ilk, 01 sit in the sime pew U eluiieh with Some- 
body you meet 1^1111, ind ignn, md Mum cs ue imde in 
Me ivcii,' y oiii cU u 111 nnni i i>s, jinnin,, voiu 01 in e flovvci wic ith 
on, with hci bl( >> cd c\cs diinimd v\i h tc u uid ihcic is a weddm, 
hied fast, ind >ou tdc off youi white sitin iiul utiieto'oui coich 
ind foui ind vou ind lu iic i hippy p 11 (>i the ill 111 is biokcii 

( If, and tlien, ])() M d 11 wounded lieiit’ wliy then you meet Some 
body list, ukI twine, voui youn^ iffcc turns louiul niimbci two ft i-> 
voiriiiUiie so t) do Do \ 1 siipp ) r ii is dl foi the nuns sdc 
lint you lo\( Old not i b hi \ iii own Do \oii sujipn e you 
would dunk if voii wcu n< 1 llui t\, 1 1 c U if you wcie not hun^iy ^ 

So then I u 1 i liked I cn lici u c si '' iw sc lucb inybody else u 
1 nil) iks except Dodoj Pcilinin uul C i])l un t d uicleis, and because 
lus molhei constmllv pi 1 sed hci \ tlun ind be lusc he was genllc- 
in in like, lolei 11)1) ^oodloduv mil wiu\, ind bcruise, ibove ill, it 
w IS of hci n'lti i( to like somebocK And h i\ in.^ 01 c c icc cived this 
im igi into hii he iit, ''lie theic IcnderK mused it ind clispccl it — she 
there, m lus Ion„ bsenccs uul hei eon tint ‘'olitudes, silcnth biooded 
over it and fondled it— ind when illei tin he cime to 1 ondon, and 
liid in opporiunity of becoiiim^ 1 itlici intinntc with ’Mi George 
Waniiigton, veil it on cutli w i to ])ic\enl her fiom lliinking Imn a 
most odd, on,. in il i/iecibk, nd pic ising pci on ^ 

A long time ifieiw nils whe 1 these dayo vvcie over, and Fate in its 
ownwiy hid disposed of the vaiious pci son ■> now isscinbjcd m the 
chivy building in I imb ( ouit, pcihips some of them looked back 
and thought how htpp^ the tune w is, and how pleisant had been 
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their evening talks and little walks and simple recreations round the 
sofa of Pen the convalescent. The Major had a favourable opinion 
of September in London from that time forward, and declared at his 
clubs and in society that the dead season in town was often pleasant, 
doosed pleasant, begad ! He used to go home to his lodgings in JUiry 
Street of a night, wondering that it was already so late, and that the 
evening had passed awiy so quirkiy. He made his appearance at the 
Temple pretty constantly m the afternoon, and tugged up the lor.g 
black staircase with <[iiite a benevolent activity and pcrscvcraiit c. 
And he made interest nilh the chef at JJays s (that renowned cook, the 
siipcrintendcnce of whose work upon Gastronomy compelled the gifted 
author to stay in the metropohs), to prcj)arc little jellies, delicate 
rlear soups, aspics, and other trifles good for invalitis, which ^lorgan 
the \alet constantly brought down to the little Lamb Court colony. 
And the permission to drink a glass or two of pine sherry being 
.I' Corded to IVn by Doctor Goodenough, the Major told with alino'-t 
tvsirs in his c\es how Ins noble friend the Maiqins of Stejin*, pas^-ing 
till (High London on his way to the Continent, had ordered any 
(niantily of Iiis precious, In » i>ri(ele^s Amontillado, that had been a 
piescnt from King Fculmand to thc‘ noble Maniuis, to be iilatcd at 

disposal of Mr. Ailluii IVn<l<'nni7. '1 he w idow and Laura tasted 
.t with respect (though they didn't in the least like the bitter flavour), 
but the invalid was greatly in\igorated b) it, and W’airinglon jiro- 
nounced it superlatively good, and proposed the Majors health in a 
mock speech after dinner on lire lirsi day when the wine was served, 
.ind that of Lord Steync and the aiistocracy in gcncr.il. 

Major Lendennis K turned thanks with the utmost gravity, and in 
a speech in which he used the wMrd-* “ the pre-sent oct asion," at least 
the proper number of limes. J'en cheered wiiii his feeble voice from 
Ills arm-chair. Warrington taught Miss l/iuia to t ry “ Hear ! hear ! 
.'.nd tapped the table with liis knuckles. J’idgeon the attendant 
grinned, and honest Doctor (a)odcnough fjunil the parly so merrily 
engaged, when he came in to pay his fiitliful gratiiiioiis visit. 

Warrington knew SibwTiglit, who lived bellow, and lliat gallant 
.-.cntleman, in reply to .1 letter informing Inni of the use to wind* ’s 
apartments had been put, wrote baik the ino^'t jiolitc and flow’cry 
letter of ac([uiescen('e. He idaced his ihambeis ,it the service of 
their fair occupants, his bed at their dispoi.il, liis carpets at their feet. 
Lverybody w'as kindly disposed towards the sick man and his family. 
His heart (and ln\ mothei's too, as we may fancy) melted within him 
id the thought of so much good feeling and fjopd nature. Let Pen's 
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biographer be pardoned for alluding to a time not far distant when a 
somewhat similar mishap brought him a providential friend, a kind 
physician, and a thousand proofs of a most touching and surprising 
kindness and sympathy. 

llierc was a piano in Mr. Sibwright’s chamber (indeed this gentle* 
man, a lover of all the arts, performed himself— and exceedingly ill 
too — upon the inslriiment ; and had had a song dedicated to him — 
the words by himself, the ur by his devoted friend Lcopoldo 
Twankidillo) and at this music-liox, as IVIr. Warrington called it, 
Laura, at first witli a great deal of tremor anrl blushing (^which became 
her very much), placed and sang, sometimes of an evening, simple 
airs, and old songs of home. Her voice was a rich contralto, and 
Warrington, who scarcely knew one tune from another, and who had 
but one tune or bray in his rt^perioii^y- a most discordant imitation of 
(iod save the King, - sat rapt in delight listening to these songs, lie 
could follow ihcir ih)thm if not their harmony ; and he coukl watch, 
with a constant and daily growing enthusiasm, the pure and tcndci 
and gcncious <reaturc who made the niusu. 

1 wonder how lli.it pooi pale little giil in the bkuk bonnet, who 
used to stand iit the lamp-post in Land) C'oiiit sonictiines of an 
evening, looking ui) to the ojien windows liom which tlic music c.iine, 
liked to hear it ? Wlien I’en’s bed-time t nine the songs were bushed. 
Lights appealed ui the iijiper nuan . Its loom, whither the widows 
used to condiu I him; and then the Major .mil Mi. Wariinglon, and 
sometimes Miss I^aur.i, W’ould ha\e a game at tiartc b.u'kgainmon ; 
or she would ‘.it bv w'oiking a pair of -.lipiieis in woisled— a pair of 
gentlenicifs sliiipeis- ibc) might ha\c been foi Aithur oi for (k'orge 
or for Major i’endennis : one of those lliiec would have given aii)- 
thing for the slij)pcis. 

Whilst such bu-incss as this was g»)ing on witliin, a rather shabby 
old gentleman woulil come and lead awa> the iialc gill in the black 
bonnet, who had no right to be abroad in the night air, and the 
Temple ])Oileis, the few laundresses, and other amateurs who liad 
been listening to the concert, would .dso disappear. 

Just before ten o'llock there was another musical performance, 
namely that of the chimes of St. Clement’s cloi k in the Strand, which 
played the clear cheerful notes of a psalm, before it proceeded to 
ring Its ten fatal strokes. As they were ringing, Laura began to fold 
up the slippers; Maitha from Fairo;iks appeared with a bed-candle, 
and a constant smile on her face; the Major said, “ (iod bless my 
soul, is It so late?” Warrington and he left their unfinished game, 
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and got up and shook hands with Miss Bell. Martha from Fairoaks 
lighted them out of the passage and down the stair, and, as they 
descended, they could hear her bolting and locking **thc sporting 
door ” after them, upon her young mistress and herself. If there had 
been any danger, grinning Martlia said she would have got down 
** that thar hooky soord which hung up in gantleman's room,”- - 
meaning the Damascus scimetar with the name of the I^rophet en- 
graved on the blade and the red-velvet scabbard, which Percy Sibwright, 
Ksquire, brought back from his tour in the Levant, along with an 
Albanian dress, and which he wore with such elegant effect at Lady 
Mullingcr’s fancy ball, Gloucester Square, Hyde Park. It entangled 
itself in Miss Kewscy s train, who appeared in the dress in which she, 
with licr mamma, had been presented to their sovereign (the latter by 
the L — d Ch-nc-ll-r s lady), and led to events which have nothing to 
do with this history. Is not Miss Kewsey now Mrs. Sibwright ? Has 
Sibwright not got a county court ? — Good night, Laura and Fairoaks 
Martha. Sleep well and wake happy, pure and gentle lady. 

Sometimes after these evenings Warrington would walk a little 
wMy with Major Pendennis— Just a little way -just as far as the 
Temple gate— as the Strand- as Charing Cross- .is the Club— lie was 
not going into the Club? Well, as far as Bury Street, where he 
would laughingly shake hands on the Majors own door-step. They 
had been talking about Laura all the way. It was wonderful how 
enthusiastic the Major, who, as wc know, used to dislike her, had 
grown to be regarding the young lady. Dev’lish tine girl, begad. 
I )ev’lish well-mannered girl— my sister-in-law has the manners of a 
duchess and w’ould bring up any girl ucll. Miss Picll’s a litile countiy'- 
fied. But tlic smell of the hawthorn is jdcasant, demmy. How she 
blushes ! Your London girls uould'givc many a guinea for a bouquet 
like that — natural flowers, begad ! And she’s a little money loo — 
nothing to si>eak of— but a pooty little bit of money.” fn all which 
opinions no doubt Mr. Warrington agreed ; and though he laughed as 
he shook hands with the Major, his face fell as he left liis veteran 
companion ; and he strode back to chamberi, and smoked pipe after 
pipe long into the night, and wrote article uixin article, more and ..iore 
savage, in lieu of friend Pen disabled. 

'Well, it was a happy time for almost all parties concerned. Pen 
mended daily. Sleeping .and eating were his constant occupations. 
His appetite was something frightful. He was ashamed of eichibiting 
it before Laura, and almost before his mother who laughed and ap- 
plauded him. As the roast chicken of his dinner went away he eyed 
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the departing friend wiili sad longing, and began to long for jelly, or 
tea, or what not. He was like an ogre in devouring. The Doctor 
cried stop, but Pen woyld not. Nature called out to him more loudly 
than the Doctor, and that kind and friendly physician handed him over 
with a very good grace to the other healer. 

And here let us speak very tenderly and in the strictest confidence 
of an event which befcl him, and to A\hicli he never liked an allusion. 
During his delirium the ruthless (»oodcnough ordered ice to be put to 
his head, and all his ]o\cly hair to be cut. It was done in the time of 
— of the other nurse, who loft evciy single hair of course in a paper 
for the widow to count and treasure up. She ne\ er believed but that 
the gill h.id taken away some of it, but then wtanen .iic so suspicious 
upon these inattcis. 

When thi-i direful loss was made viable to Major rendennis, as of 
course it w’as the first time the elder saw the j)oor >oung mans shorn 
pate, and when Pen was (piitc out of dangei, and g.iining daily vigour, 
the Major, w'ilh something like bludies and a ipiccr wink of his ejes, 
s.iid he knew of a — a pci^on a coilieui, iii fac t — a good man, whom 
he would send down to the Tcinjdc, and who would — a -ajiply — a—a 
temporary lemcdy to that misfoitunc. 

Laura looked at Wainngton with the ajthcst spaikic in her eyes — 
Warrington faiil> buist out into a botihoo oi l.uighter. e\en the v\id(nv 
wa.s obliged to laugh ; and the Ma)i»i eiiibostcnt (onfounded the im- 
pudence of the young iolks, and said when he had his hair cut he would 
keep a lock of it for Miss Lain a. 

Wairington voted lhallkn shouUl wcai a b.tiiistc!'i> wig. There 
■was Sibwnght’s down below, whu li would betome him hugcl). Pen 
said SluOV’ and seemed as confused as Ins undo; and the end w'as 
that a gentleman liom Puilinglon Arcade waited nc\t diy upon 
Mr. Pendennis, and h.id a pin ate inleiMCw with him in his bedroom; 
and a Avcck afterwauls the same indnidual appealed with a box under 
bis arm, and an ineffable gun of politeness on his face, and announced 
that he had bi ought 'omc Mr. Pendennis’s Vad of ’.lir. 

It must ha\c been a grand but melancholy sight to see Pen in 
the recesses of his apaitmcnt, sadly contemplating his ra\agcd beauty 
and the artificial means of biding it^. rum. lie appeared at length 
in the 'cad of 'aii ; but Warrington laughed so that Pen grew sulky, 
and w'cnt back for his vehet cap, a neat turban which the fondest of 
mammas had woikcd for him. iJien Mr. Warrington and Miss JJell 
got some flowcis off the ladies' bonnets and made a wTcath, with 
which they decorated the wig and brought it out in procession, and 
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did homage before it. In fact they indulged in a hundred sports, 
jocularities, waggeries and peiits jeux innocens: so that the second 
and third floors of Number 0, Lamb Court, Temple, rang with more 
cheerfulness and laughter than had been known in those precincts for 
many a long clay. 



1 


At last, after about ten days of this life, one evening when the little 
spy of the court came out to take her usual post of obscn^alion at the 
1-imp, there was no music from the second-floor window', there w'crc no 
lights in the third-story chambers, the windows of each w'cre open, 
and the occupants were gone, Mrs. h'lanagan, tlie laundress, told 
Fanny what had happened. The ladies and all the party had gone to 
Richmond for change of air. The antique travelling chariot was 
brought out again and cushioned with many pfllow s for Pen and his 
mother; and Miss Laura went in the most affable manner in the 
omnibus under the guardianship of Mr. George Warrington. He came 
l)ack and took possession of his old bed that niglit in the vacant and 
cheerless chambers, and to his old books and his old pipes, but not 
perhaps to his old sleep. 

The widow had left a jar full of flowers upon his table, prettily 
arranged, and when he entered they filled the solitary room with 
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odour. They were memorials of the kind, gentle souls who had gone 
away, and who had decorated for a little while that lonely, cheerless 
place. He had had the happiest days of his whole life, George felt — 
he knew it now they were just gone : he went and took up the flowcr:> 
and put his face to them, smelt them — pci haps kissed them. As he 
put them down, he rubbed his rough hand across his eyes with a bitter 
word and laugh. He w'ould have given his whole life and soul to win 
that pri/c which Arthur rejected. Did she want fame? He would 
have won it for lier: — devotion? — a great heart full of pent-up tender- 
ness and manly lo\e and gentleness was there for her, if she might 
take it. liut it might not be. Fate had lulcd otherwise. “Even if I 
could, she would not have me,” < ieorge thought. ‘‘ Wh.it has an ugly, 
rough old fellow like me, to make anv ^voman like him? I’m getting 
old, and IVc made no mnik in life. Tve neither good looks, nor youth, 
nor money, nor reputation. A man must be able to do something 
besides stare at her and offer on his knee*' his uncouth devotion, 
to make a woman like him. What (‘an 1 do? l.ots (»f young fellows 
h.ive passed mo in the lace- what they call llic prizes of life didn't 
seem to me woith the trouble of the stiuggle. JJiit for her. If she 
had been mine .uul liked .i diamond ah! shouldn't she have worn 
it! Vsha, what a foid 1 am to brag of what 1 would have clone’ \\c 
aie the sla\c> of dest'n>. Our lots aic shaped for us, and mine !■> 
ordained long ago. Come, let us have a pipe, and pul the smell of 
these flowers out of coiiit. Poor little silent flowcis! You’ll be dead 
to-morrow. WIi.iT biisines-. h.ul )i)ii to show )oiir red checks in tins 
dingv plac c ? ” 

IJy his bed side (icoigc found a new Bible which the widow' had 
placed there, with a note inside sa>ing lh.it she h.id not seen the book 
amongst his collec'tion in a room wheic she had spent a number of 
hours, and wlu*re God had vouchs,it<*d to her ]jra\crs the life of hei 
hon, and Ihnt she g.nc to Aithui’s fiiend the best thing she could, and 
besought him to le.id in the \ohnne sometimes, and to keep it as a 
token of a grateful mother’s rc'gard and affection. Boor George mourn- 
fully kis.sed the book as he had done the flowers; and the morning 
found him .still reading in its awdiil pages, in which so many stricken 
heart •>, in which so main tender and faithful souls have found comfort 
under calamity, and refuge and hope in affliction. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

FANNY’S OCCITPATION’S GONE. 



00 D Helen, ever 
since her son^s ill- 
ness, had taken, 
as we have seen, 
entire possession 
of the young man, 
of his drawers and 
r closets and all 
which they con- 
tained : whether 
shirts that wanted 
buttons, or stock- 
ings that required 
mending, or, must 
it be owned ? 
letters that lay 
amongst those 
articles of raiment, 
and which of course it was necessary that somebody should answer 
during Arthur's weakened and incapable condition. I*erhaps Mrs. 
Pendennis was laudably desirous to have some explanations about 
the dreadful Fanny Bolton mystery, regarding which she had never 
breathed a w'ord to her son, though it was present in her mind always, 
and occasioned her inexpressible anxiety and disquiet. She had 
caused the brass knocker to be screwed ol'f the inner door of the 
chambers, whereupon the postman's startling double rap would, as she 
justly argued, disturb the rest t)f her patient, and she did not allow him 
to see any letter which arrived, whether from boot-makers who impor- 
tuned him, or hatters who had a heavy account to make up against 
itext Saturday, and w'ould be very much obliged if Mr. Arthur Pen- 
dennis would have the kindness to settle. &c. Of these documents, 
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Pen, who was always freehanded and careless, of course had his 
share, and thou;Th no "real one, one quite enough to alarm his scrupu- 
lous and conscientious mfither. She had some savings ; Pen’s magni- 
ficent self-denial, and her own economy, amounting from her great 
simplicity and avoidance of show to parsimony almost, had enabled 
her to ])ul by a lillle sum of money, a part of which she delightedly 
consecrated to the paying off the young gentleman’s obligations. At 
this j>ri( c, many a worthy youth and rc.s])erte(l reader would hand over 
his rorrespondenre to his ])aron1s ; and perhaps there is no greater 
test of a man’s ivgulaiity ami easiness of const ience than his readiness 
to face tlie pO'.tman. Illessed is he who is made hai)py by the sound 
(»f a rat-tat ! The good are eager for it : but llie naughty tremble at 
the sound thereof. So it was very kind of Mrs. Pendennis doubly to 
spare Pen the irouldc of hcaiingor an->\vc‘ring letters during his ill- 

Jiess. 

TJicrc could h ive bc^n nothing in tne \ oiing man’s chests of drawrers 
and wardrobes wdiicli < (add be consideicd as iiiLulpating him in any 
w’ay, nor any satisfactorv docunienls reg.iidinj’ the K inny Holton affair 
found there, ft)!' the wad ow' had to ask her broihcr-indaw’ if he knew 
anything about the odious tiMnsactimi, and the d’-eadfiil intrigue in 
w’hich her son w'as engaged. When th<*> weieat Kuhinond one day, 
and Pen with W.nnngton had taken a seit on a bench on the terrace, 
the widow kept Major 1‘cndennis in c onsullalion, end laid her terrors 
and perplcMlio** before him, sue h of them at 1 (m ,t for as is the wont of 
men and women, she did not make (fifi/c ,i t lean c onfession, and 1 
snpj)osc no spendthrift asked for a schedule of his debts, no lady of 
fa‘-hion asked by her husband for her dres^makc^'s bills, ever sent in 
the whole of them yet'' -such, we sav, of her i)erj)lc\ities, at least, as 
she chose to confide to her Director for the time being. 

When, then, she asked the Major what course she ought to pursue, 
about this dreadful —this horrid affair, and whether he knew anything 
regarding it? the old gentleman piukcicd up his face, so that you 
c ould not tell whether he was smiling or not ; gave the w'idow one 
cpiccr look with his little eves ; cast them (low n to the carpet again, 
and said, My dear, good cicature, I don’t know' anything about it ; 
and I don't w'ish to know an> thing .about it ; and, as you ask me my 
opinion, I think you had bes* know" nothing about it too. '\’oung 
men wall be young men ; and. ]>cgad, my good ma’am, if you think 
our boy is a Jo — ” 

“ IVay, spare me this," Helen broke in, looking very stately. 
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“My dear creature, I did not commence the conversation, permit 
me to say,*^ the Major said, bo\vin;r very blandly, 

“ 1 can’t bear to hear such a sin - such a dreadful sin - spoken of 
in such a way,’* the widow said, with tears of annoyance starting from 
her eyes. “ I can’t bear to think that my boy should commit siu'h .l 
mine. I 'wish he had died, almost, before he had done it. I don't 
know how 1 survive it niy.sidf ; lor it is breaking my heart, Major 
rendeiinis, to think that his fathers son -my child-- uhom I remem- 
ber so good— oh, so go(»d, and full of honour !- should be fallen so 
dreadfully low, as to— as to ” 

“As to lint with a little grisclte, my dear crcalurc.^” said the 
Major. “Kgad, if all the molheis in Kngland were to break their 
heal is bei ause — N.iy, na> ; upon lu) word and honour, now, don’t 
agitate 30111 self, don't ciy. 1 can’t bear to see .1 woman’s tears — I 
nc\cr could — never. Hut how do wt* know that an\ thing serious has 
happened lias Arthur said anything 

“His lilencc conlirms it,’’ sobbed Mrs. I‘cndennis, behind her 
pof ket-liandkiTc hief. 

“,\otatull. Thcic arc subjects, my dear, aliout whicha)Oiing 
fellow cannot surely bilk to Iuj nnimna,*’ insinuated the brother-in- 
laws 

“ .She has wiiilcn to him,” cijid the lad\, behind the cambru. 

“What, before he was ill? Nothing inon* likely,” 

“ No, since,” llie inoiiriK 1 with llie bauNtc mask out ; “ not 

lu'forc ; that n, 1 don’t tlieak so - that is, 1 - ” 

“Ckil) sime ; and \ou ha\c- )es, I understand. I suppose when 
lu* was too ill to rc.ul hi') own eoirespondciice, )ou took charge of it, 
did you ? ” 

“ I am the most unhappy int>thci in the worlil,’’ cried out iheunfor- 
li'nate Helen, 

“The most unhappy mother in the 'world, because )our son is a 
man and not a hermit ! Have a care, my dear sister, if you have 
" oppressed any leltcis to him, 3011 may hav’e done 3 ourself a great 
iajuiy ; and, if 1 know an3'lhing of Arthur's spirit, in.iy c.iuse a dilTcr- 
(iif c between him and you, whith 3’oiril me all 3 our lifc—a diti'crerice 
that’s a dev’lish deal more important, my good madam, than the little 
- litile— inmipcry cause which originated it.” 

“There was only one letter,” bioke out Helen,— “only a very little 
one— (»n]y a few words. Here it is— oh— how (an 3011, how can you 
"'peak so } '' 

\Vhen the good soul said “only a very little one,’* the Major could 
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not speak at all, so inclined was he lo laugh, in spite of the agonies of 
the poor soul before hhn, and for whom he had a hearty pity and liking 
too. But each was looking at the matter with his or hdr peculiar eyes 
and view of morals, and the Major’s morals, as the reader knows, were 
not those of an ascetic. 

“ I recommend you,” he gravely continued, “ if you can, to seal it 
up — ^those letters ain't unfrcqucntly sealed with wafers — and to put it 
amongst Pen’s other letters, and let him have them when he calls for 
them. Or if we can't seal it, we mistook it for a bill.” 

I can’t tell my son a lie,” said the widow. It had been put 
silently into the letter-box two days ])rcvious to their departure from 
the Temple, and had been brought to Mrs. Pendennis by Martha. 
She had never seen Fanny’s handwriting, of course ; but when the 
letter was put into her hands, she know the author .'tt once. She had 
been on the watch for that letter every day since I*cn had been ill. 
She liad opened some of his other letters because she wanted to get at 
that one. She had the horrid priper poisoning her bag at that moment. 
She took it out and olTerecl it to her brother-in-law. 

Arthcr Pendainh^ he read, in a liiiiid little sprawling 

handwriting, and with a sneer on his face, “No, my dear, I won’t 
rc.ad any more. But 5011, who have lead it, may tell me what the 
letter contains— only prayers for his health in bad sjielling, you say — 
and a desire to see liim t W ell- there’s no harm in that. And as 
you ask me here the Major began to look a little queer for his own 
part, and put on his demure look— “as you ask me, my dear, for inhu- 
mation, why, 1 don’t mind telling you that— ah tli<il -Morgan, my 
man, has made some inquiries icgarding tins affair, and that — my 
friend Doctor (ioodenough also looked into it and it appears that 
tins person was greatly smitten with Arthur ; that he paid for her and 
took her to Vauxhall (jardens, as Morgan heard from an old acquaint- 
ance of Pen’s and ouis, an Irish gentleman, who was very nearly once 
having the honour of being the-fiom an Irishman, in fact that the 
girl’s father, a violent man of intoxicated habits, lias beaten her mother, 
who persists in declaring her daughter’s entire innocence to her 
husband on the one hand, while on tlic other she told Goodenough 
that Arthur had acted like a brute to lier child. And so you see the 
story remains in a mystery. W’lll you have it cleared up? I have but 
to ask Pen, and he will tell me at once— he is as honourable a man as 
ever lived.*’ 

“ Honourable ! ” said the widow, with bitter scorn. “ Oh, brother, 
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what is this you call honour ? If my boy has been guilty, he must 
marry her, I would go down on my knees and pray him to do so,’^ 

‘‘Good (iod ! are you mad?” screamed out the Major; and 
remembering former passages in Arthur's history and Helen’s, the 
truth came across his mind that, wgre Helen to make this prayer to 
her son, he would marr\' the girl : he was wild enough and obstinate 
enough to commit any folly when a woman he loved was in the case, 
“ My dear sister, have you lost your senses?” he continued (after an 
agitated pause, during whicli the above dreary reflection crossed him) ; 
and in a softened lone, “Wliat right have we to suppose that anything 
has passed between tins giil and him? Let’s see the letter. Her 
lioart is breaking ; pra>, pray, write to me— home unhappy— unkind 
father- your nurse — poor little Fanny— spelt, as you say, in a manner 
to outrage all sense of decorum. I'lUt, g<KHl heavens ! my dear, what 
ib there in this ? only that the little devil is making love to him still. 
Why she didn^t come into liis chambcis until he was so delirious that 
he didn’t know her. WhaUlyoiu allein, Managan, the laundress, told 
Morgan, my m«in, so. She i amc in company of an old fellow’, an old 
Mi. Hows, who came most kindly down to Stillbrook and brought me 
:n\ay- by the way, 1 left him in llie cab, and never paid the fare ; and 
dev 'iish kind it was of linn. No, lln rcS nothing in the story.” 

“ Do you think so ? Thank Heaven- thank (iod ! ” Helen cried. 
“ ril take the letter to Arthur and ask him now. Look at liim there, 
lie's on the tciracc with Mr, Warrington. They arc talking to .some 
children. .My boy was always fond of children. He's innocent, thank 
( iod— thank God ! Let me go to him." 

Old Lendennis had his own opinion. When he briskly took the 
not guilty side of tlu‘ case, but a moment before, very likely the old 
gentleman had a different view from that which he chose to advocate, 
and judged of Arthur by what he himself would have done. If she 
goes to Arthur, and he sjicaks the truth, as the rascal will, it sjioils all, 
he thought. And he tried one more effort. 

“ My dear, good soul," he said, taking Helen's hand and kissing it, 
“ as )oiir son has not acquainted you with this affair, think if you have 
my right to examine it. As you Wievc him to be a man of honour, 
uhat right have you to dtiubt his honour in this instance ? Who is his 
eruscr? An anonymous scoundrel who has brought no specific 
• harge against him. If there were any such, wouldn't tlie girl's parents 
liavc come forward? He is not called upon to rebut, nor you to 
entertain an anonymous accusation ; and as for believing him guilty 
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because a gnl of tint link Inppened to be in hi > looms acting as nur»e 
to him, begad >ou might is well insist upon his marrying that dem’d 
old Irish gin-diinking liundro s, Mis 1 lanigin ' 

Ihe widow blast out liagliing thioui^h hei tci.s thcMCtoiy was 
g lined by the old genci il 

“Marry Mis I lanigin b\ (icd he continued, tapping hd slcndei 
hand “ No The boy h is told nou n< thin djout it, and you know 
nothing about it llu bos is iniuxent ot (oui^c And whit, nn 
I'ood soul, IS the coiiist foi us 1 » puiMK) ^ Supjjosc he is alluhed to 
this gill don t looks id i^iin, its niitlv i supposiiion ind begid i 
young fellow ni i\ hivi in iituhniLnl iniyni la —Directly he leti 
V cll he will be it lu 1 i an 

“ He must conic home We lau t > l ihicdl to I n odvS,’ llu 
widow c ned out 

“My good CIO itiiu, h( 11 bou him-,c If to dc ah ii ( aioik Hell 
h ive nothing to do hi t to tlanl d) ul hs ]>issi<n lluu flKicsno 
phceinthc woi Id loi in il ai 1 I tih pi 1 n into i bi one rulwhcie 

a fellow feeds on hi'^ own llu u hi 1 1 ( 1 1 inch c >ui tn liinise when 

thcres nothiiv t> d> Wc niii i t ups Ian muse li’n w'* nu st 
like hinidibioid lu s nc u be n ibioid except > Vaisfoj i Ink 
We must ti i\c 1 i bilk lb nnisi b i c iinnsew blan lot kc "rt it 
< IK oflnm, dciiou 1 i\ lu hid i ik li hnni)\\ ju ik of 

it (^iloi t look fu lilcntd ail > x 1 1 1 1 t i in i l\ teh ind I 
suppose voull I il t Miss lull a d 1 sh ul 1 ki l k W ann^ ton to 

<oiiu* Ailhui s dcN il h loud f W 111 1 t 1 II r ait do witliou 

W aiin^-lon W 1 actons t an 1 1 c t ot ihc i kkst ai In hnd 

aid Ik 1 (Uic of the best \ )in till \'. I i u a i in my life I like 
lain cxcecdin h 

“Docs Ml W Ul n Ic i 1 \ in thin ib ul lias this ilfur^ 

111 cd Helen * lU hid bic 1 iw i I 1 n )w 1 u two inontlis befoic it 
Ji ipjuncd , 1 c n \ lott im 

* Not iwoid I 1 \e i 1 1 1 I n iboul 1* I \ c pumped lam He 
iiexcr head of ibe ti m i t m n mi I pk d^c \ou tun xvoid tried 
^nit the M 1)01 m i me dam \ d an dt a, I llu 1 xcu hid much 
be I not I ilk to liiin ibout i mu h best not cd coiiisc not the 
•tubject is mo t dtlu ilc aid ])antul 

Ihc simpDwidow took In 1 bioih i haul nnd pusscil it “ Ilnnk 
\ou,biolhci he id ‘ Noihn bee n mix , \ei\ kind to me \ou 
hive ^’^ivcn mo i at it de il of tomi it 1 11 o to nn room, and think 
of wh It you hue s ad 'I hi dims i tl the these emotions -h uc 
a lilted me i k it ck d i ul 1 1 ttxen liong, vru ki ov\ But 
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ni go and thank God that my boy is innocent. He is innocent 
Isn’t he, sir?” 

“ Yes, my dearest creature, yes,” said the old fellow, kissing her 
affectionately, and quite overcome by lier tenderness. He looked after 
her as she retreated, with a fondness which was icndercdmore piquant, 
as it were, by the mixture of a certain scoin which accompanied it. 
“ Innocent ! ” he said ; “ I’d swear, till I was black in the face, he was 
innocent, rather than give that good soul ]>ain.*’ 

Having achieved this victory, the fatigued and happy warrior laid 
himself down on the sofa, and put his >ello\v silk pocket-handkerchief 
over his face, and indulged in a snug little naj), of which the dreams, 
no doubt, were very pleasant, as he snoicd with icfrcshing regularity. 
The young men sate, meanwhile, d.iwdlmg a\\a\ the sunshiny hours 
K n the terrace, \try happy, and Pen, at lea’'t, \ci> talkative. He was 
narrating to Warrington a plan for a new no\el, and a new tragedy. 
Wanington laughed at the idea of his writing a liagctlx . liy Jo\ c, he 
would show that he could ; and he began to spout some of the lines of 
Ins play. 

The little solo on llie w’ind instuiment w’huh the Major w'as per- 
forming w’as interrupted by the entr.incc of Miss Pell. She had been 
on a visit to her old friciul, Lad> Rot kinmsicr, who had taken a summer 
Mila m the neighbourhood ; and who, hcainig of Auhurs illness, and 
his mother’s arrival at Richmond, had visited the latter ; and, for the 
bcnclit of the former, whom she didn't like, had been piodigal of grapes, 
piitridgcs, and other attentions. Tor Laura the old lady h.id a great 
lopdness, and longed that she should come and stay wMih her ; but 
Iiiiiia lould not leave lici mother at this junctuic. Worn out by 
onstant watching over Ailluu's health, Helen's own had siitiorcd very 
msideiably ; and Doctor Goodenoiigh h.ad hadicason to presenbe 
f* 1 her as well as for his younger patient. 

Did Pendennis started up on the entrance of the young lady. His 
‘Unnbers were easily broken. He made her a g.dlant speech- he had 
been full of g illantry tow arcK hei of Lite. Where had she been gatlier- 
ni.; those ro.ses which she wore on her (hecks? ,1 low haj)py he was 
to b(* disturbed out of liis dieains by such a charming icalit> ! Laor.i 
had plenty of humour and honesty ; and these two caused her to have 
hci side something very like a contempt for the old gentleman. It 
d< iii^hted her to draw out his woildlincss, and to make tlie old habituC? 
of clubs and drawl ng-iooms tell his twaddling tales about great folks, 

» “ id espouud his views of morals. 
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Not in this instance, however, was she disposed to be satirical. 
She had been to drive with Lady Rockminstcr in the Park, she said ; 
and she had brought home game for Pen, and dowers for mamma. 
She looked very grave about mamma. She had just been With 
Mrs. Pendennis. Helen was very much worn, and she feared she was 
very, very ill. I Icr large eyes filled with tender marks of the sympathy 
which she felt in her beloved friend’s condition. She was alarmed 
about her. Could not that good — that dear Doctor Goodenough — cure 
her? 

** Arthur’s illness, and other mental anxiety,’* the Major slowly said, 
“had, no doubt, shaken Helen.” A burning blusli upon the girl’s face 
showed that she understood the old man's allusions. But she looked 
him full in the face and made no reply. “lie might have spared me 
that,” she thought. “ What is he aiming at in recalling that shame to 
me ? 

That he had an aim in view is very possible. 'J'lie old diplomatist 
seldom spoke without some such end. J )octor Cioodenough had talked 
to him, he said, about their dear friend's health, and she wanted rest 
and change of scone -yes, chang<‘ of scene. l*ainfii! circumstances 
which had occuned must be foi gotten and never alluded to ; he begged 
pardon for even hinting at them to Miss Bcll—hc never .should do so 
again — nor, he was sure, would she. Kverylhing must be done to 
soothe and comfort their friend, and his proposal was that they should 
go abroad for the autumn to a ^\atering-place in the Rhine neighbour- 
hood, where Helen might rally her exhausted sinrits, and Arthur try 
and become a new man. Of course, Laura would not forsake her 
mother ? 

Of course not. It was about IT(‘lcn,and Helen only — that is, about 
Arthur too for her sake, that Laura was anxious. .She would go abroad 
or anywhere willi Helen. 

And Hel(‘n having thought the matter over for an hoiii in her 
room, had by that lime grown to be as anxious for the tour as any 
school- boy, who ha.s been reading a book of voyages, is eager to go 
to sea. Whither should they go.^ the farther the belter — to some 
])Iacc so remote that even rccollc<tion could not follow them thither : 
so delightful that I’cn should ne\er want to leave it — anywdicrc so 
that he could be hnjipy. .Slie oiKiied her desk with trembling 
lingers and took out her bankei’s book, anil counted up her little 
savings. If more was w’anlcd, she had the diamond cross. She 
would borrow from Laura again. “ i.et us go -let us go.” she 
thought ; “directly he can beai the journey let us go away. Come,"" 
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kind Doctor Goodcnough— -come quick, and give us leave to quit 
England.” 

The good Doctor drove over to dine with them that very day. 
“ If you agitate yourself so,” he said to her, “ and if your heart beats 
so, and if you persist in being so anxious about a young gentleman 
who is getting well as fast as he can, we shall have you laid up, and 
hlisb Laura to watch you ; and then it will be her turn to be ill, and 
1 should like to know how the deuce a doctor is to live who is 
obliged to conic and attend >ou all for nothing? Mrs. (loodcnough 
is already jealous of you, and says, with perfe('t justice, that I fall in 
love ivith my patients. And >ou must please to get out of the 
country as soon as c\ cr you can, that 1 may have a little pe.icc in my 
family.” 

When the plan of going abroad was proposed to Arthur, it was 
received by that gentleman with the greatest alacrity and enthusiasm. 
He longed to be off at once. i-Ic let Ins muslafhios grow irom that 
\ery moment, in older, I suppose, that he luiglu get his mouth into 
naming for a perfect Fienrh and (Iciman pHxmuuiation ; and he was 
sonouhJy di.squictcd in his mind because the nuistachios, when they 
came, were of a de( idcclly icd colour. He had l(K>kcd forward to an 
autumn at Tail oaks; and pci haps the idea of ])assing two or three 
months there did not amuse the > oung man, There is not a soul to 
spe.ik to in the plac c,” he said to Warrington. “ I Ctiii't stand old 
J’ortman’s sermons, and pompous after-clmner coincrsation. J know 
all old Glanders’s stones about the I’cninsular war. The Claverings 
arc the only Christian people in the neighbourhood, and they are not 
to be .It home before Christmas, m> uncle says : bcsicles, Warrington, 
I want to get out of the country. Whilst you wore away, confound it, 
I had a temptation, from wliirh I am very Ih.inkful to have escaped, 
and which I count that even my illness came very luckily to put an end 
to.'* And here he narr.atcd to his friend the ( irrumstances of the 
V.iuxhall affair, with w'liich the reader is alre.idy acquainted. 

W.arrington looked very grave wlicn he heaid this story. Putting 
the moral delinciuency out of the question, he wns extremely glad for 
Arthurs sake that the latter had escaped fioin a danger wliirh luighl 
liave made his whole life wTctchcd ; “ whic h certainly,” said Warrington, 
‘ would have occasioned the waetchedne.-^s and lum of the other party. 
And your mother and-.ind your friends- what a pain it would have 
been to them ! ” urged Pen’s companion, little knowing what grief and 
annoyance these good people had already sulTcrcd. 

*• Not a word to my mother !” Pen cried out, in a state of great 
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alarm. " She would never get over it An csclandre of that sort 
would kill her, 1 do believe. And,*’ he added, with a knowing air, 
and as if, like a young rascal of a Lovelace, he had been engaged in 
what are called affaires de ca'ur dX\ his life; “the best way, when a 
danger of that sort menaces, is not to face it, but to turn one’s back on 
it and run.^’ 

“ And were you VC17 much smitten s ” Warrington asked. 

“ II m ! ” said Lovelace. “ She dropped her h’s, but she was a dear 
little girl.” 

O Clarissas of this life, O you poor little ignorant vain foolish 
maidens ! if you did but know the wav in whicli the Lovelaces speak 
of you ; if you could but hear Jack talking to Tom across the coffee- 
room of a Club ; or see Ned taking your poor little letters out of his 
cigar-casc, and handing them o\cr lo Chailcy, and Jiilly, and Harry 
across the mess-room table, you would not he so eager to write, or so 
ready to listen ! There’s a sort of ciimc which is not complete unless 
the lucky rogue boasts of it afterwards ; and the man who betrays your 
honour in the first place, is pretty sure, icmcmber that, to betr.iy your 
secret too. 

“ It’s hard to fight, and it*s easy to fall," Warrington s.iid gloomily. 
“ And as you say, I’endennis, when a danger like this is imndnent, the 
best way is lo turn )our back on it and run.” 

After this little discouise upon a subject about which Pen would 
have talked a great deal moie eloquently a month back, the conversation 
reverted to the plans for going abto.icl, and Arthur eagerly pressed his 
fiicnd to be of the i)arty. W.iiiington was a part of the family -a part 
of tlic cuic. Anhui s.iid he should not have h.ilf the pleasure without 
Warrington. 

But (icorge said No, he couldn’t go. He must slop at home and 
take Pen's ])lace. The other icmaiked that that was needless, for 
Shandon was now come bark to London, and Arthur was entitled to a 
holiday. 

“ 1 )on’t press me,” Warrington said. “I can't go. IVe particular 
engagements. I’m best at home. I've not got the money lo 
travel, that’s the long and short of it— for tiavelliiig costs money, 
you know." 

This little obstacle seemed fatal to Pen. He mentioned it lo his 
mother: Mrs. Pendcnni.s was very sorry; Mr. Warrington had been 
exceedingly kind ; but she siqiposed he knew' best about his affairs. 
And then, no doubt, she reproac hed herself for selfishness in wishing to 
carry the boy off and have him to licrsclf altogether. 
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**What is this I hear from Pen, my dear Mr. Warrington?^' the 
Major a&ked one day, when the pair were alone and after Warrington's 
objection had been stated to him. “ Not go with us ? We can't hear 
of such a thing— Pen won't get well without you. I promise you, Pm 
not going to be his nurse. He miist ha\c somebody ^^ith him that's 
stronger and gayer and better able to amuse him than a rheumatic 
old fogy like me. I shall go to Cailsbad \ cry likely, when IVc seen 
you people settle down. Travelling costs nothing now-a-days- or so 
little ! And- and pray, Waiimglon, I icmembcr that I was >our 
father’s verj old friend, and if you and >oui bi other arc not on such 
terms as to enable 30U to— to antinpate )our joungcr brothers allow - 
ante, 1 beg you to make me \tnii banker, foi hasn’t Pen been getting 
into jour debt these ihicc weeks pa-»t,dunng which >ou ha\e been 
doing what he mfoniis me is his woik, with such cxcinplaiy talent and 
genius, begad ? ” 

Still, in spite of this kind offer and iinheaid of gcneiositj on llie 
part of the Majoi, (jcmge Waiiington ulii^td, and said he would stay 
at home. Ihit it was with a faltcung nokc and an iiiCjolute arcent 
whith showed how^ mutli hr would like lo go, though liis U nguo per- 
sisted in sajin; iiaj. 

Put the Ma)(u s pt is(‘\( 11 i ; lxne\oh nc e \\a not to he b lulkecl in 
tills wMy. At ih( u ii-iablc th \t t vt nin. , I kU n h i])j>cning to be absent 
fiom the loom foi the niomont, lookm ; f(»> Pc 1 who li id gone to roost, 
old Pendennu ictinmcl to tin <li *i^e, 1 1 1 1 utd Waiiinglon for lefiij- 
in^ to join m tlici. e\i ai >1. “ I n t il iin ' ill int, Miis Pell ? ” he said, 

tinning to that joimg lad). Isn’t it unfiiendl) i } 1 010 wc have been 
the happiest pait\ in the w >ild, .ind this otlu>u:» seif.jli cic<iturc bteaki 
Jt up ! ’’ 

I^Iiss Pell's Ion** c)c-lashes looked down towaids her tci-ciip : and 
Wainngton blushed luigeh but did not speak. Neitlici did Miss Poll 
speak * but when he blushed she bliislKtl too. 

“ You ask him to c (onc, m> dc 11,’’ s.ud tlic benc\ olent old gentleman, 
and then peihaps he wiU listen to \ oil ' , 

“Why ‘hould Mi. \\anin;tou listen to asked the young 

lid), putting the quii\ t> lici loa-spoun st.emingl\ and not lo the 
Major. 

“Ask him ; jou have not ...ked han,” >aKl Pen’s aitli ss uncle. 

“I should be \ci> gkid, indeed, if Mi. Waiiington would come/' 
*cmaikcd Lain a to the tea ^poon. 

“ VV'ould \ou said (icorgc. 

bhe looked up and sa»d., “Yes.’’ llit.i' e>cs met. ‘‘I wull go 
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anywhere you ask me, or do anythipg,’’ said George, lowly, and forcing 
out the words as if they gave him pain* 

Old PendennU was delighted; the afifeclionate old creature 
clapped his hands and cried “Bravo! bravo! It’s a bargain— a 
bargain, begad ! Sliakc hands on it, young people ! ” And Laura, 
with a look full of tender brightness, put out her hand to Warrington. 
He took hers ; his fa( c indicated a strange agitation. He seemed to 
be about to speak, when, from Pen’s neighbouring room Helen entered, 
looking at them as the candle which she held lighted her pale frightened 
face. 

Laura blushed more icd than ever and withdrew hci hand. 

“ What is it ?" Helen asked. 

“ It’s a bargain we have been making, my dear ncaliire,’' said the 
Major in his most tarcssing voice. “We have jusi bound over Mr. 
Wanington in a pioinr>e to come abroad with us.‘^ 

“ Indeed !’’ llcle!i said. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

IN WHICH TANNY ENGAGES A NEW MEDICAL MAN, 

or LI) Helen have suspe^Etcd 
th.ii, with Pen's returning 
*.l length, his unhappy partiality 
Un little Fanny would also rc-* 
a^\ iken? Though she never 
*-l>oke a word regarding that 
jcaing person, after her conver- 
sation with the Major, and 
though, to all appeal ance, she 
utterly ignoicd Fanny's exist- 
ence, yet Mrs. Pendennis ke]»t 
.1 p.irticularly close watch upon 
all Master Arthur’s actions; on 
the plea of ill-health, would 
scarcely let him out of her 
siglit; and ^\as especially 
anxious that he should be 
spared the trouble of all cor- 
respondence for the picsent at 
least. Very likely Arthur looked at his own letters with some tremor; 
\c*iy likely, as lie received them at the f.unily table, feeling his mother's 
watch upon him (^ilioiigh the good soul’s eye seemed fixed upon her 
tca-rup or her book), he expected daily to see a little handwriting, 
which he would have knoAvii, though he had niever seen it yet, and his 
hcait beat as he received the lelteis to his address. Was he t..orc 
jdcased or annoyed, that, d.iy after day, his expectations weic not 
icalised; and w^as his mind relieved, that there came no letter from 
Fanny? Though, no doubt, in these luatteis, when Lovelace is tired 
of Clarissa (or the contr.irj), it is best for both parties to break at once, 
•ind each, after the failure of the attempt at union, to go his own way, 
and pursue his course through life solitary ; yet our self-love, or our 
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pity, or our sense of decency, does not like that sudden bankruptcy, 
Before we announce to the world that our firm of Lovelace and Co, 
can’t meet its cnjjafjomcnts, uc try to make compromises; we ha\e 
mournful meetings of paitncrs • uc delay the jniUingup of the shuttew, 
and the dreary announcement of the failiue. It must come: but we 
pawn our jewels to keep things going a little longer. On the whole, I 
dare say, l*en w^as ratlior annojed that he had no remonstrances from 
Fanny. What! couM she ]Mit fiom him, ami never so much as once 
look lotind? could she siuk, and nc\c! ome hold a little hand out, or 
cry, “ Help, Arihur ' ’* W'ell, well : they don't all go down wdio venture 
on that VO) age. Some few di own when the \essel founders ; but most 
arc Old) diiiked, and sciaiiiMc to shoic. And the reader’s experience 
of A. iVmUniiis, 1 segne, of the I’ppcr Temple, will enable him t) 
stale whether ihatgcolleinan he! m^^edlothe cl jssof poi .nn.->\\ho weie 
ld:ely to sink ot to swim. 

'I'hough Ten was as )ct too w'cak t«> walk half .1 inde; and might 
not, on account of his picc jou-. hedth, bo tiuslcd to take a diivc in i 
carriage by hnnsvdf, and withoMi a nui e ni altendamc; )Ct Helen 
« ould not keep wall h (»\u Mi W.inington too, and h.id no authority 
to jircvcnt that j;cnl]i.inon fiom going to London if bii incsstalled liim 
thithci. Indeed. i( be bad jguie and a i)e(!, ])eihap-> the widow, fiom 
jcasons of her own, vo^idd hoe been glad , but ‘be checked the 
scltish wishes as siton es she asicMtanvd o; owned them; .ind, ic 
mimiberiii". \V«imn ;toii > ’jie.t ic,ud aial s^viic^, and constant 
friendship for lun* bo' , nc^'nid linn i. \ icen.b' i ol 1 ki fainil) alum . 
with her usual mehiv hi'l\ kind If .s .eifl -.ubni *si\ c .u quiesccm c. \l' 
somehow, one moinmg when In .ill in ^ f allid him tf) tow n, she disincd 
what Warrington’s (ik 1 d wa^.iiij iliat he w.a. ''one to London to gtt 
nc\s about fauns foi I'en. 

Indeed, Arthur had iiad '■ome t dk with In » fiiend, and told him 
moiv at large whit he. .ulvenlni' s h ul Uen with f an ny (.id venture > 
which the leader know . ahcid\ .uul whil weu' his feelingsrespectin, 
hiM*. He was \ei) thinkful th.il he had escaped the gre.at clanger, to 
which Waiiington saul Amen hc.iitil\ ; ih.vt he had no great fault 
wherewith to lepmadi hiiuself in regnd of his behaviour to her, but 
that if they fiarlcd, .is they must, he would be 'gkul to sa\ .1 (lod blcs> 
her, and to hope llial she v ould icmcmbei him kindly. In his dis 
couisewith Warrington he spoke ujMm these mattcis with so much 
gravity, and so miidi emotion, that (icorte, who had pronounced him- 
self most strongly for the separation too, beg.in to fear that his fiiend 
was not so wtU cured as lie boasted of being ; and that, if the two were 
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to come together again, all the danger and the temptation might have 
to be fought once more. And with what result? “It is hard to 
struggle, Arthur, and it is easy to falV^ Warrington said: “and the 
best courage for us poor wretches is to fly from danger. I would not 
Ijave been what I am now, had 1 prjictised what I prcacli.” 

“And what did you pnxetise, George?” Pen asked, eagerly. “I 
knew there was something. 1 ell us about it, Warrington.’' 

“There was something that can’t be mended, and that shattered 
my XX hole fortunes early,” Warrington answered. “I said I would 
tell you about it some day, Pen ; and will, but not now. Take the 
moral without the fable now, Plmi, my b(xy : and if you want to see 
a man whose whole life has been wrc( ked, by an unlucky rock against 
which he struck as a boy -here he is, Aithin, and so I warn you.” 

We have shown how ?klr. Ifuxler, in wiiling home to his Clavering 
fi lends, mentioned that theie was a faslmm.ihlc club in London of 
w’hich he was an attendant, and that he was there in the habit of 
meeting an Irish (ilfuerof distinrlion, wdio, amongst other news, had 
given that intclligom o regaiding J'cndeimis w'lnch the \oung surgeon 
had transmitted to ( layering. Thi> <lub was no other than the Back 
Kitchen, where the disciple of .Saint IJaitholomew' was accustomed to 
meet the General, tlic pcMiharities of whose brogue, ap()earanrc, dis- 
position, and genei.d < on\cisaUon,gre.Ul\ thverted m«in> young gentle- 
men who used the Ikuk Kit< hen as a ]»la« e of nightly entertainment 
and refreshment. J Inxlei , wlu) had a line natm\d genms for mimicking 
everything, w'hether it was a faxoiiritc tiagic or lomic actor, a cock on 
a tliingliill, a coiUsciew’ goin,» into .i lu>tllc and a cork issuing thence, 
or an Irish ofiicer of ,‘;enteel conncctnajs wlio oiieicd himself as an 
ol>ject of imitation wath onl) too miuh iCiidmess, talked his talk, and 
twanged Ins poor old long-bow whenever diiiik, a Jicarer, and an 
oijporUinity occurred, studied our Ineiul tiie (ioneral with iwculiar 
gusto, and drew the honest fellow out man) a night. A bait, consist- 
ing of sixpcnnywoilh of bi.indy and watei, the w'ortliy old man was 
sure to swallow': .md under the influence of tliis hqiior, who was more 
luippy than he to tell In', stories of his daughters triiimjjhsand his own 
m love, war, drink, and jjolitc society? 'rims Iluxtcr w.is enabled to 
nresent to his fiicnds many pictures of Cosiigan : of C'ost’gan fighting 
a jcw'cl in the Phavnix of Co^tigan and his intci view with the Juke 
of York — of Costigan at hi^ sonunlaw’s tecblc, surrounded by the 
nobilitec of his counlrce -of Cosiigan, when crying drunk, at which 
time he w-as in the habit of ccmtidcnlialiy lamenting his daughter’s 
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ingratichewd, and stating that his grey h«ins wcic hastening to apray- 
machure greeve. And thus our friend was the means of bringing a 
number of young fellows to the Back Kitchen, who consumed the 
landlord’s liquors whilst they relished the General’s peculiarities, so 
that mine host p irdoncd many of the latter s foibles, in consideration 
of the good which they bi ought to his house Not the highest position 
in life w IS this ccrtiinl), or one which, if wc had a reverence for an 
old man, we would be anxious ih it he should occupy but of this aged 
butfoon It miy be mentioned tint he h id no pailic ular idea that his 
condition of life not \ high om incl thu m his whiskeyed blood 
Ihcic was not .i bl ick dioj), nor in his muddled bi nns a bitter feeling, 
i^nnst iny mortal bein »■ I \cn histli Id, his duel 1 mil>, he would 
hi\c taken t(» his he ut ind foi^ivcn wilhlc iis, and what more ran 
one si> of the Chiisti in thiiitv of i m ui th in tint h^ i actu ill> rcad\ 

10 foj give those who hive done him cvci> kindness, and with whom 
I r j wrong in i dispute '' 

Ihc^c was some kU i imon i tlic \oung men who frequented the 
I ck Kitchen, rnd mule tlumsclics incm v\ith the socictj of C captain 
( o^tignn, that the C ipt iin m id( i m\ -»td\ rcgiiding li s lodgings i u 
f n ofemns, 01 fiom leUsitt ofpnvuN, md lived in som^ wondeifil 
) 1 u e Nor would the 1 mdloiel of tlu pie mises when epicstu ned upon 

11 IS sub|crt an v\ei in> ii (luiue hi m i\im b( in »■ that he onlj knew 
,cri’enicn who fidjiuntecl tint r oin /;/ tint room that when thc\ 
e|uitltd th It room luvin ])u I tlu i ‘,cou t ( nlle nu n, ind behaved 
is e nth nun, hi* (omnuiiii iti n wiili ihim ct istd md th l, as a 
ci lie mm himselt, he tlu u^lit it w i onh impdlnun cuiiosit\ to a k 

while in> othei I \(d ( i in in Ins most intOMcatcel 

i ul < onheh nti \1 niouu nt il o c\ uU d n n u plit I > cjiu siions or hints 
u e’u eil to liini oi dn ^iibjcrt time w i n > pnlieuJ ii secret iboet 
It i we hue ecn wh)ht\e h id m u thm uui the honour of entci 
in hs n iiinunts but i \ the \ui siiiuU i( i Ion life he had been 
, t I olteii in ill hibit of lesilig in li use wlicie pm ary w is 
M c 11 V to 111 Kiiifoit, ind whcie llu ppc it nice ot some visitois 
.< 1 hue biou hi him m>lhm but pleiiiio Ilcncc ill sorts of 
e^e 1 w(u foi lied 1)\ v\ i s oi neiluloiis peisons respecting his 
j 1 Ul if iboik It w i-» stiled lli t he sUpi h bitu ilh m i watch box 
in ti i t ii\ m i ( di It 1 mews wluu i i ib pi ipuLloi gi\c him a 
sliL-tcr in the Duke of \oiks Column iVr the wildest of these 
the ir ». bcin^ put ibroiel b> tlu fuetioiis iiul imi"initi\e Huxter 
t oi 11 i\CN when not ilcnccd b> tlu crm})in\ of* swells md when 
in the ocictv of his own fnciids vms i \ci} ditfercnt fellow to the 



PJENI)ENN/S. 


i87 

youth whom we have seen cowed by Pen's impertinent airs, and, adored 
by his family at home, was the life and soul of the ciicle whom he met, 
cither round the festive board or the dissccting-table. 

On one brilliant September morning, as Huxter was regaling liim- 
sclf with a cup of coffee at a sUU in Covent Garden, having spent a 
delicious night dancing at Vauxhall, he spied the General reeling down 
Hciiiietta Street, with a crowd of hooting blackguaid bo>s at his heels, 
who had left then beds under the arches of the river betimes, and 
wcic prowling about already for bicakfast, and the strange livelihood 
of the day. The poor old Gcncial was not in that condition when the 
sneeis and jokes of those young bcggais hid much eficct upon him : 
the cabmen and w<itcimcn at the < ib stand knew him, and passed 
then comments upon him the police men ga/ccl aftci him, and 
warned the bo)s off him, with looks cif sroin and pily what did the 
sroiii and pit> of men, the jokes of ubilcl childien, matter to the 
(icnciaP He icclccl alon ; the sticct with ghi/ccl (>es, having just 
sense' enough lo know whithci he wis bound, and to pursue his 
ac (ustomecl beat lion It w lids 11c went to bed not knowing how he 
hul leiched il, as often as iny m in in London. He woke and found 
Jiinisclf then*, iiul asked no questions • and he was lacking about on 
this dail> tluHieh pcnloiH \o> i o, when, fiom his station at the 
< ottoc-still, ITuxtei spud him lo note iii-> fnend, lc> pi) his two- 
pence indeed, he had but c'l^htiiciuc It It, or lie would have had a 
< lb fiom Vauxhill to I ike him home , w is with the cagei lluxtci the 
woik (if an instint Costly in dnccl down the' aJIejs by Diury Lane 
riicatic, wlicic gin shops, 0)sUi -.hops, ind ihealiiCcal wsaidiobcs 
abound, the piopiiotois of which vicic now asloc]) behind their 
shnttci t, as the pink moirin^’- lighted up then < liimiic)s , and ihiough 
these courts Ihixter followed the (icnci il, until he icaehcd Oklcastlc 
StJcet, in which is the .. ito of Shcpheids Inn. 

Here, just as he was within si Jit of home, a luckless slice of 
01 ingc peel c imc between the (uneiat , heel and the pavement, ind 
caused the pooi old fellow to fiilbukw iids 

Huxter i.in up to him mstanih, incl aftci i pause, dm ing which 
the \cteian, giddy with his fall and his pu vmas whiskey, githeied, as 
he best might, Ills di7/) biams togcthci,th >ouiv surgeon Jiftcil up 
the limping (icncral, and \ci) kindl) and good-natuicdly offered to 
c onduel him to his home I oi some tiim. and in rcj}l> to the queries 
which the student of medicine put to him, tlic mu//> Gcncr.il refused 
to say where his lodgings were, .ind decl.iied that they were hard b>, 
and that he could reach them without dildeulty ; and he disengaged 
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himself from Huxtcr s arm, and made a lusli, as if to get to his own 
home unattended: but he reeled and luichcd so, that the young 
surgeon insisted upon accompanying Inm, and, ^vlth many soothing 
expressions and cheering and consolatory phia^es, succeeded in 
getting the Gcncral’T duty old liancl undei nhat lie called bis own 
fin, and led the old fdlou , moaning pitcousI>, acioss the stieet. He 



stopped when In ( n' llu iiKici i to, om pi < uIinI with the 
nriuoiid bcaiin s ot tlu Kidilp sluph( ul ‘ IJiic ti'),’ s iid he, 
<lra\Mng up at thl poitd, and he m uh a MicfO .ful p dl at the gats 
hell, whuh pir rntU hiotijit out nUl Tli Ihdton, liic poitcr, owling 
fieKch.and « nblin<’ as hr w is d d(» t\ci\ moiniiig ^^hcn it 
be( amc hi-> turi to h t in th it ( nl\ h id 

Costi‘;an tuod to ludd lhd» in foi a iiuinuMit in gcnieci convei*si- 
ti >11, but thr ollu I aiihh \%oald not “ Don t h(»t)ici me.” lu sud; 
“go to \oui ho'\»\ Ud, C aplinj, . »ui <l< nl ktc,> li »nc t non out of 
thciis” S) the C ipt un loUd kiov the m.M' and icached his 
own maiiciso, up aliuh lie saiiiiblcd, with the voitli> ll'’xtoi at his 
hccU. Co ti: ’Ti h id a Uc> of lus own, whu^' llu'tcr inscitcd into the 
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keyhole for him, so that there was no need to call up liiilc Mr. Bow& 
from the sleep into which the old musician had not long since fallen, 
and Iluxtcr having aided to disrobe his tipsy patient, and ascertained 
that no bones were broken, helped him to bed, and applied com- 
presses and water to one of his knees and shins, which, with the pair 
of-trowsers which encased them, Costigan had severely torn in his fall. 
At the General’s age, and with his habit of body, such wounds as he 
had inflicted on liimself arc slow to heal : a good deal of inflammation 
ensued, and the old fellow lay ill for some days suffering both pain 
and fever. 

Mr. lliixter undertook the case of his interesting patient with 
great confidence and alacrity, and conducted it with becoming skill. 
He visited his friend day after day, and consoled him with lively rattle 
and conversation, for the absence of the society which Costigan 
needed, and of \\lii( h he was an ornament; and he gave special 
instructions to the invalid's nurse about the quantity of whiskey 
which the patient wa.s to lake- insiniclions which, as the poor old 
fellow could not for many days get out of Itis bed or sofa himself, he 
could not by any means infiinge. Dows, Mrs. Bolton, and our little 
friend Fanny, when able to do so, officiated at the General’s bedside, 
and the old warrior was made as comfortable as possible under his 
caliimity. 

Thus Huxter, w^hosc affable manners and social turn made him 
quickly intimate with pcr'*ons in whose society he fell, became pretty 
-soon intimate in Shepherd’s Inn, both with our acquaintances in the 
garrets and those in the J^orter s Lodge. He thought he liad seen 
l anny somewhere ; he felt certain that he had ; but it is no wonder 
that he .should not accurately remember her, for the poor little thing 
never chose to tell him wdicrc she had met him : he himself had seen 
her at a period, when his own \iews both of persons and of right and 
wrong w'cre clouded by the excitement of drinking and dancing, and 
also little Fanny was very much changed and worn by the fever and 
agitation, and passion and despair, which the past three weeks had 
poured upon the head of that little victim. Borne down was the head 
now, and very pale and wan the face ; and in.'/ny and many a time 
the sad eyes had looked into the postman's, as he came to the Ii.n, 
and the sickened heart had sunk as he passed away. When Mr. 
Fostigan’s accident occurred, Fanny was rather glad to have an 
opportunity of being useful and <loing something kind — something 
that would make her forget her owm little sorrows perhaps : she felt 
^he bore them better whilst she did her duty, though 1 dare say many 
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a tear dropt)ed into the old Irishman's gruel. Ah, me! stir the gruel 
well, and have courage, little Fanny ! If everybody who has suffered 
firom yout complaint were to die of it straightway, what a fine year the 
undertakers would have ! 

Whether from compassion for his only patient, or delight in his 
society, Mr. Huxter found now occasion to visit Costigan two or 
three times in the day at least, and if any of the members of the 
Porter's Lodge family were not in attendance on the Oeneral, the 
young doctor was sure to liavc some ]>.irtirular directions to address 
to them at their own place of liahitaiion. lie was a kind fellow; he 
made or ])urchased toys for the children ; he brought them apples 
and brandy balls ; he brought a mask and frightened them with it, 
and caused a smile ui)on the f.icc of pale Fanny. He called Mrs. 
ilolton Mrs. J5., and was vciy intimate, familiar, and facetious with 
that lady, quite different from that “aughly artless beast,” as Mrs. 
Holton now denominated a certain young gentleman of our ac- 
quaintance, and whom she now vowed she never (‘<mld abcar. 

It was from this lady, who was very fiec in her conversation, that 
Huxter presently learnt what was the illness which was evulcntly 
preying tqK)n little Fan, and what had been Icon's behaviour regarding 
her. Mrs, Holtons account of the Irmisaction was not, it may b(^ 
imagined, entirely an impartial nair.uive. One would have thought 
from her story ihat the young gentleman had employed a course of 
the most persevering .incl tlagitious artifices to win the girl’s heart, had 
broken the most solemn j»ronusos made to her, and was a wTCtch to 
be hated and chastised by evciy thnmpion of woman. I luxter, in his 
present frame of mind icspeiting Arthiii, and suflering under the 
latter’s contumely, was readv, of course, to take all for granted that 
was said in the disfavour of this unfortunate convalescent. Hut w'hy 
did he not write home to Claveiing, as he had done previously, giving 
an account of Hen’s misconduct, .and of the iinrticulars regaidmg it, 
which had now oome to his knowledge? He once, in a letter to his 
brother-in-law, announced that that Jiiic Mr. Honcicnnis, 
had esca])ed narrowly from a fever, and th.it no doubt all Clavering, 
/ic sfl popuhir^ would be pleased at his recovery’ ; and he 
mentioned that he had an interesting case of compound fracture, .an 
officer of tlistinction, whic h kept him m town ; but as for Fanny 
Holton, he made no more mention <'f her in his letters — no more than 
Hen him'^clf had made mention of her. . (> you mothers at home, how 
much do you think you know about vour lads ? How much do you 
tbink you know i 
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But with 'Bows, there was no reason why Huxter should not speak 
his mind, and so, a \exy short time after his conversation with Mrs. 
Bolton, Mr. Sam talked to the musician about his early acquaintance 
with Pendennis ; described liim as a confounded conceited blackguard, 
and expressed a determination to puncli his impudent head as soon as 
ever he should be well enough to stand up like a man. 

Then it was that J3ows on his part spoke, and told his version of 
the story, whereof Arthur and little Kan were the hero and heroine ; 
how they had met by no contrivance of the former, but by a blunder 
of the old Irishman, now in bed with a broken shin — how Pen had acted 
with manliness and self-control in the business -how Mrs. Bolton was 
an idiot ; and he related the conversation which he, Bows, had had 
with Pen, and the sentiments uttered by the young man. Perhaps 
Bow^s’i story caused some twinges of < onscienc e in the breast of Pen's 
accuser, and that gentleman frankly owned that he had been wrong 
with regard to Arthur, and withdrew Jiis project for punching Mr. 
Pendenms’s head. 

But the cessation of his hostility for Pen did not diminish HuUero 
attentions to Fanny, wluth unlucky Mr. Bows’ marked with his usual 
jealousy and bitterness of spirit. “ 1 have but to like anybody,'’ the 
old fellow thought, and somebody is sure to be preferred to me. It 
has been the same ill luck with me since 1 was a lad, until now' that 
J am sixty years old- What can 1 expect better than to be laughed 
at It is for the young to succeed, and to be happy, and not for old 
fools like me. Kve plajed a second liddlc all through life,” hcsiid, 
with a bitter laugh ; ‘‘how can I suppose the luck is to change after 
it has gone against me so long ?” This was the selfish w’ay in \\h\< Ii 
Bows looked at the stale of nff.rirs : though fc*w persons wcmld have 
thought there was any cause for his jealousy, w'ho looked at the pale and 
gricf-stricken countenance of the liapless little girl, its object. Fannv 
received Huxter’s good-natured efforts at consolation and kind atten- 
tions kindly. She laughed now and again at his jokes and games 
with her little sisters, but lelapscd cjukkly into a dejection which 
ought to have satisfied Mr. liows that the ncw^coinc^r had no pl.icc 
in her heart as yet, had jealous Mr. Bows been ^enabled to see wit^ 
clear eyes. 

But Bows did not. Fanny attributed Pen’s silence somehow to 
Bows's interference. Fanny hated him. Fanny treated Bows with 
constant cruelty and injustice. She turned from him wlicn he spoke 
— she loathed his attempts at consolation. A hard life had Mr. Bows 
and a ciucl return for his regard. 
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When Warrington came to Shepherd’s Inn as Pen’s ambassador^ 
it was for Mr. Bows’s apartments he inquired (no doubt upon a 
previous agreement with the principal for whom he acted in this 
delicate negotiation), and he did not so mi eh as catch a glimpse of 
Miss Fanny when he stopped at the inn-gate and made his inquiry, 
Warrington was, of course, directed to the musician’s chambers, and 
found him tending the patient there, from whose chamber he came 
out to wait upon his guest. We have said that they had been 
previously known to one another, and the pair shook hands with 
sufficient cordiality. After a little preliminar>^ talk, Warrington said 
that he had come from his friend Aithur Pendennis, and from his 
family, to th.mk Bows for his atlcnli(>n at the commencement of 
Pen's illness, and for liis kindness in hastening into the country to 
fetch the Major. 

Bows replied that it was but his duly : he had never thought to 
have seen the young gentleman alive again when he went in search of 
Pen’s relatives, and he was very glad of Mr. 1‘endcnnis’s recovery, 
and that he had his fi lends with him. “ Lucky are the} who have 
friends, Mr. Warrington,” said the musitian. “ 1 might bo up in this 
garret and nobody wimld care for me, oi mind whether I w’as alive oi 
dead.'* 

*‘\Vhal ! not the (icncral, Mr. Bows’” Wairington asked. 

“The (lencral likes his whiskiw-hotlle inoic than anything in 
life,*’ the other answered ; “we live together from habit and conveni- 
ence ; and he cares for me no more thin }ou do. What is it you 
want to ask me, Mr. Wanington ? \ou ain't come to vibil ;w, 1 know 
very well. Nobody comes to visit me. It is about Fanny, the 
porter’s daughter, you arc come— I sec that verv well. Is Mr. I’en- 
dennis, now' he has got well, anvious to see her again ? Docs his 
lordship the Sultan piopo^c to throw' his 'ankerrhicf to her ? She has 
been very ill, sir, ever since the day when Mrs. Pendennis turned her 
out of doors—kind of .i lady, wMsn’t it? The poor girl and myself 
found the young gentleman raving in a fcv'cr, know ing nobody, w'ith 
nobody to tend him but his dninkcn l.uiiulrcss— she watched day 
and night by him. I set oft to fetch liis unde. Mamma comes 
and turns I’anny to the light .about. Unde comes and le.aves me to 
pay the cab. C arry my compliments to the ladies and gentleman, 
and say we aie both vciy thankful, ery. Why, a countess couldn’t 
have behaved better ; and for an apothecarv’s lady, as I’m given to 
undcrstaml Mr>. Pendennis was— I'm sure her behaviour is most 
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tincommon ai ibtocratic and cjenteel She ought to have a double gilt 
l>cstlc and moitar to her coach ' 

itc\a»fiom Ml Huxterthit Bows had learned Pens parentage, 
no doubt, and if he look Pen s p irt ag iinst the } oung surgeon, and 
1 anm s against Mr Pcndcnnis, it was because the old pentleman 
w is m so sa\age a mood, th U his humour w is to contiadict c\er>bod>. 

Wairington was cm ions, and not ill pleased at the musicians 
t Hints and iiascibihu * I nc\u heard of these tians utions,” he 
‘lid, * or gut but i ven impeifcrt iciount of them from Maioi 
1 endenms Whit w is i 1 uh to do-* 1 think (T hi\c nevci spoken 
with liLi on the sllb)ect^ she had some notion lint the > oung woman 
iml in\ iiicnd Pen wcu on on tcims of of in intimic) which Mrs 
P( ncU mis could not, of c ouisc , uc o msc 

‘ oh, of course not, sii Spe ik oi t sii si\ wlnt \ on mean at 
om c, th It the \oung -,entkm in of the Icinplc hid mult i victim of 
thf ^iil of Shcphcids Inn < h •* \iul so sht w i to be tinned out of 

1 is 01 bi i\ccl line n tlu dcubU ilt]KstK ind mo!ta,b\ love* 

\ , Ml \\ iiiingt jn, tlicu \ is i o si h linn thoic w is novictim 

m oi 1* Ilk le w IS, Ml \ithui w is the viftiiu, not the Mil Ik i> 

n honest f How, he i , though he n conceited, inel a puj)p> some 
times He c in led lil c i min, ml run iw n fion tcin|)tition like i 
mill 1 own it, thou li 1 miH i b\ it 1 own it He In licul, he 

his Init the ^ 11 1 In nl, sir lint nl will do invthin*- to wm i 

in in, ind llin^ him iw iv wiihoiil i pm^, sii If slu s Hung iw i> 

Ik r df, SI 1 shell kd jl ind ei) She hid a ftvti when Mis I^n 

(icnnis liiMKel hci out of door’^ ind she mule lo\e to tie Doctoi, 
Hocloi (loodciiou w lio e line t > me hei Now she In tikcn on 

with inothci tlnj) ini thci siwbuus 1 i, hi’ d it, sii, die likes 

lliL pestle mil iiioiUi, ind lnn^> loinid tlu pill boxes, he s so fond 
of ei 1 , md he Ins ot i fellow fion Sunt B irlholoniew s, who 
, tills tluoikh a horse c dlii for h r i Ins, ind elniins iw i> lui 
mclmchoh Go ind see, sir ver> hkch he in the lod^e now It 
Vui w int news iboiit Mis } mii), vou mu t ask it tlu Doctors 
imp, bii, not of in oil heUlIei like me Goodlnp, bii Jlieies in) 
|)Uicnt c lUin 

\nd i \ new s he ii 1 1 om the C ipt iin bed i >oi i i well known 

u e, which s ud, ‘Id I il i « dthie p e f elthi nl , I >w ■*, I ii thiistec 

\n I not son\, peilnps, to he ii tint u li w n the st ite ot thin mil 
’1 It Pens f 1 lien w 1 et im lin^ luisdf, \\ min m took his Icive 
t f the 11 ise 1 )h miisu i m 

K 1 M » 1 1 li i\e S he i IS I tl ( I ul c n i id is Hi xter 

V l 1 
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was in the act 6f frightening the children with the mask wd 

have spoken^ and Fanny was smiling languidly at his farces/ Whrring- 
’ ton laughed bitterly. “ Are all women like that ? ” he thought " I 
think there’s one that’s not/’ he added, with a sigh. 

At Piccadilly, waiting for the Richmond omnibus, George fell in 
with Major Pendennis, bound in the same direction, and he told the 
old gentleman of what he had seen and heard respecting Fanny. 

Major Pendennis was highly delighted : and as might be expected 
of such a philosopher, made precisely the same observation as that 
which had escaped from Warrington. ‘‘All women are tlie same,” 
he said. “/-<? /r/Z/t* jr t<m\olc. Daymy, when 1 used to read 
^TdMmaque’ at school, Calyfiu) nc poitvait \c iousoIcr,—yoM know 
the rest, Warrington,- I used to say it was absaid. Absard, by Gad, 
and so it is. And so she's got a new soupirant^ has sheathe little 
portercss? Dayvlish niec little gill. How mad Pen will be— eh, 
Warrington ? lint wc must break it to Imn genth , or lie’ll be in such 
a rage that he will be going after her .again. Wc must inCnagcr the 
young fellow.’’ 

“ 1 think Mis. Pendennis ought to know th.it Pen at ted very well 
in the business. She evidently thinks him guilty, and according to 
Mr. Bow's, Arthur beluued like a good fellow,” Warrington said. 

“My dear Wainngton,’’ slid the Major, with .i look of some alarm. 

“ In Mrs. Pendennis’s agitated state of heallh and that .sort of thing, 
the best way, I think, is not to say a single word about the subject — 
or, stay, leave it to me : and I’ll talk to her — break it to her gently, . 
you know, and that sort of thing. 1 give you m> w'ord I will. And 
so Calypso s consoled, is she?’’ And he sniggered over this gratify- 
ing truth, happy in the corner of the omnibus during the rest of tjie 
journey. 

Pen W’as v'eiy anxious to hear from his envoy what had been the 
result of the hitler’s mission ; and as soon as the two young men 
could be alone, the ambassador spoke in reply to Arthur's eager queries. 

“ You rcnicnibcr your poem. Pen, of * Ariadne in Naxos,’ ” Warring- 
ton said ; “ devilish bad poetry it was, to be sure.” 

“ Aprils ? ” asked Pen, in a great state of excitement, 

“ When Theseus left Ariadne, do you remember what happened to 
her, young fellow ? ” 

** It’s a lie, it’s a lie ! You don’t mean that ! ” cried out Pen, 
starting up, his face turning red. 

“ Sit down, stoopid,’’ Warrington said, and with two fingers pushed 
Pen back into his seat again. It’s better for you as it is, young one>’’ 
be said sadly, in reply to the savage flush in Arthur’s face. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
FOkLiov ( koi \r» 


■ AJOR Pcndcnnis fulfilled his pit)- 
inibc to \\ inington so fai as to 
itisf^ his own tonscicnce, and in 
• ) Jn lo c ise poor Helen with 
ircl to h( 1 on, as to m ikc her 
unckist iiul til It til conncMon be- 
\ithiii ind the odious little 
^ t( kttper w u it an end, and 
ih It she nted have no fvrther 
i\icl\ wuh rt pcct to an mipiu- 
iit lU iHuncnt oi a degiading 
n inn<c on iVn s pait And that 
) un; fellow’s mind was also le- 
li(\cd (iltci he had recovered the 
shock to hib vanitj) by thinking 
that Miss 1 ann> was not going to 
die ot love foi him, and that no 
impleasint consequences were to 
be apprehended from the luddess 
md b;'ief connexion 

So the whole pirtywere ficc lotarrj^into effect their projected 
Continental trip, and Aithur Pendennis, rentier, voyageant avec 
^ladame Pendennis and Mademoiselle Bell, and (^eorge Warrington, 
p irticulicr, age de 32 ans, l idle 6 picds (Anglais), figure ordinaire, 
cheveux noirs, barbe idem, d.c, proem ed passports fiom the consul 
of H M the King of the Belgians at Dover, and passed over from 
th It port to Ostend, whence the party took their way leisurely, visitiag 
hinges and Ghent on their way to Brussels and the Rhine. It 1$ 
our purpose to desenbe this oft-travelled tour, or Laura’s delightM 
the tranquil and ancient cities which she saw for the first titaijipjck 
Helen’s wonder and interest at the B< 5 guine convents which wey 
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visited, or the almost terror with which she saw the black-veiled nuns 
with outstretched arms kneeling before the illuminated altars, and 
beheld the strange pomps and ceremonials of the Catholic worship. 
Barc-footed friars in the streets, crowned images of Saints and Virgins 
in the churches before which people were bowing down and worship- 
ping, in direct defiance, as she held, of the written law ; priests in 
gorgeous robes, or lurking in dark confessionals, theatres opened, and 
people dancing on Sundays ; —all these new sights and manners 
shocked and bewildered the simple countr)^ 1 idy ; and when the young 
men after their evening drive or walk returned to the w'idow and her 
adopted daughter, they found their books of devotion on the table, and 
at their entrance Laura would commonly cease reading some of the 
psalms or the sacred page^ which, of all others, Helen loved. The 
late events connected with her son had ciiielly shaken her; Laura 
watched with intense, though hidden anxiety, every movement of her 
dearest friend ; and poor 1‘cn w’as mo->t constant and affectionate in 
waiting upon his inotlier, whose wounded bosom \ earned with love 
towards him, though there was a secret between them, and an anguish 
or rage almost on the mothers part, to think that she was dispossessed 
somehow of her son’s heart, or that there w cie recesses in it which she 
must not or dared not enter. She sickimed as she thought of the 
sacred days of boyhood when it had not been so — when her Arthur’s 
heart had no secrets, and she was his all in all : w'hcn he poured his 
hopes and pleasures, his childish griefs, vanities, triumphs into her 
willing and tender embrace ; when her home was his nest still ; and 
before fate, selfishness, nature, had driven him forth on wayward 
wings— to range on his ow n flight— to sing his owm song — and to seek 
his own home and his own mate. Watching this devouring care and 
racking disappointment in her friend, Laura once said to Helen, “ If 
Pen had loved me as you wished, I should have gained him, but I 
should hayc lost you, mamma, 1 know I should ; and I like you to 
love me best. Men do not know' what it is to love as wc do, I think,” 
— and Helen, sighing, agreed to this portion of the young lady's 
speech, though she protested against the former part. Fortify part, 
I suppose Miss Laura w'as right in both statements, and ]ivith regard 
to the latter assertion especially, that it is an old and received truism 
— love is an hour with us : it is all night and all day avith a woman. 
Damon has taxes, sermon, parade, tailors’ bills, parliamehtary duties, 
and the deuce knows what to think of; Delia has to think about 
Damon — pamon is the oak (or the posth and stands up, and Delia i$ 
the Ijliy or honeysuckle v.ho-e arms iw’inc about him. Is it not so. 
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Delia ? Is it not your nature to creep aljout his feet and kiss them, to 
twine round his trunk and hang there ; and Damon’s to stand like a 
British man with his hands'in his breeches pocket, while the pretty 
fond parasite clings round him ? 

Old Pendennis had only accompanied our friends to the water’s 
edge, and left them on boaid the boat, giving the chief charge of the 
little expedition to Warrington. He himself was bound on a brief 
visit to the house of a great man, a friend of his, after which sojourn 
he proposed to join his sister-in-law at the German watering-place,, 
whither the party was bound. The Major himself thought that his 
long attentions to his sick family had e.irncd for him a little relaxa- 
tion — and though the best of the parti iclgcs were thinned off, the 
pheasants were still to be shot at Stillbrook, where the noble owner 
then was ; old Pendennis betook Ifimsclf to that hospitable mansion 
and disported there with gicat comfoit to himself. A royal Duke, 
some foreigners of note, some illustrious siatc-siuen, and some pleasant 
people visited it ; it did the old fellow s heiii I good to see his name in 
the “Morning Post " amongst the list of the distinguished company 
which the MarquiS of btc)ne was entertaining at his country-house at 
Stillbrook. lie w as a v cry useful and plea->ant personage in a country- 
house. lie entcitained llu’ young men with (piccr little anecdotes 
^rivohes stories on their shooting panics or in ihcir smoking- 
room, where they laughed at liiin and with him. He w^as obsequious 
with the ladies of a morn.n<^ in the namis dedicated to them. He 
walked the new arr.\nls about the pail; and galden^, and showed them 
the carte du pays, and where thcic was the best view of the mansion, 
and where the most favouiable point to look at the lake : he showed 
where the timber was to be felled, and where the old road went before 
the new bridge w^as built, and the hill cut clown ; and where the place 
in the wood was where old Lord Lynx,discovcrcd Sir Phelim O’Neal 
on his knees before her lady ship, &.c. &£. ; he called the lodgc-kcepcrs 
and gardeners by their names : he knew the number of domestics that 
sati^down in the housekeeper's room, and how many dined in the 
servants’ hall ; he had a w ord for everybody, and about everybody, and 
a little against evei*}body. He was invaluable in a country-house, in 
a word ; and richly merited and enjoyed his vacation after his labours. 
And perhaps whilst he was thus deservedly enjoying himself with bi$ 
country friends, the hlajor was not ill pleased at transferring to 
Warrington the command of the family expedition to the Continent, 
and thus perforce keeping him in the service of the ladies, — a servitude 
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which George was only too willing to undergo, for his friend's sake, 
and for tliat of a society which he found daily more delightful. 
Warrington was a good German scholar, and was willing to give Miss 
Laura lessons in the language, who was very glad to improve herself ; 
though Pen, for his part, was too weak or lazy now to resume his 
German studies. Warrington acted as courier and interpreter ; 
Warrington saw the baggage in and out of ships, inns, and carriages, 
managed the money matters, and put the little troop into marching 
order. Warrington found out where the English church was, and, if 
Mrs. Pendennib and Mi^s Ltima were inclined to go thither, walked 
with great decorum .along with them. War/ington walked by Mrs. 
Pendennis's donkey, when that lady went out on her evening excur- 
sions ; or took carriages fur her; or got Galignani ” for her; or 
devised comfortable sc.its under the lime-tree^ for her, when the guests 
paraded after dinner, and the Kuisaal band at the bath, w here our tired 
friends stopped, peiformcd their pleasant music under the trees. 
Many a fine whiskered 1‘iusiian or French dandy, come to the bath 
for the ** TrciUc-eUquaraiiU\' < asl glances of longing towards the 
pretty fresh- coloured F.nglisa giil who accompanied the pale widows, 
and would have longed to take a turn with her at the galop or the 
waltz. Ilut Laura did not npj)e:ir in the ball-room, except once or 
twice, when Pen vouchsafed to walk with her ; and as for Warrington, 
that rough diamond had not had the ]>ohhh of a dancing-master, and 
he did not know how to wall/.- though he would have liked to learn, 
if he could have had sucl^ a ])artncr as Laura - Such a partner ! psha, 
what had a stiff bachelor to do witli ])aitncis and w'alt/mg ? w’hat -was 
he about, dancing alK nd.i ue here? diinking in svvccl pleasure at a 
risk he-knows not of whal .ific'r sadness, and regret, and lonely longing ? 
liut yet he stayed on. Ycai would ha\e said he was the widow’s son, 
to watch his constant care and watchfulness of her; or that he w^as 
an adventurer, and wanted to marry lier fortune, or, at any rate, that 
he w'anled somcvciy gicat I’Caaue or benefit from her,— and very 
likely he did,— for ours, as il.c leader has possibly already discovered, 
is a Sellish Story, and almost ever}' person, according to his nature, 
more or less generous th \n < leorge, and according to the way of the 
world as it seems to us, is occupied about N umber One. So Warring- 
ton selfishly devoted him’-cll to Helen, w'ho selfishly devoted herself 
to Pen, who selfishly devoted liimself to himself at this present period, 
having no other personage or object to occupy him, except, indeed, 
his mother's health, which ga\c him a serious and real disquiet ; but 
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though they sate together, they did not talk much, and the cloud was 
always between them. 

Every day Laura looked for Warrington, and received him with 
more frank and eager welcome. He found himself talking to her ak 
he didn^t know himself that he could talk. He found himself perform- 
ing acts of gallantry which astounded him after the performance : he 
found himself looking blankly in the glass at the crows^ feet round his 
eyes, and at some streaks of white in his hair, and some intrusive silver 
bristles in his grim, blue beard. He found himself looking at the 
young bucks at the bath — at the blond, tight-waisted Germans — at ll>e 
capering Frenchmen, with their lacquered mustachios and trim 
varnished boots— at the English dandies, Pen amorgst them, with 
their Cedm domineering air, and insolent languor : and cn\icd each one 
of these some cxcclloncc or quahtv of >oulh, or good looks, which he 
possessed, and of which Warrington felt the need. And every night, 
as the night came, he (putlcd the little t ircle with greater reluctance ; 
and, retiring to his ow n lodging in tlieii neiglibourhood, felt himself 
the more lonely and unhaj)])y. The widow could not help seeing his 
attachment. She undci stood, now% why Major Pendeniiis (abvays a 
tacit enemy of her darling pioje( 0 had been so eager that Warrington 
should be of their pai t) . L.iuia fiankly owned lier great, her enthusi- 
astic, regard for him : and Aitluir w'ould make no movement. Arthur 
did not choose to sec what w.is going on ; or did not care to prevent, 
or actually encouraged, it. She icmembcrcd his often having said 
that he could not understand how a man pioposed to a woman twice. 
She was in toiture — at seciet feud with her son, of all objects in the 
world the dearest to her -'in doubt, w'hich she d.ired not expresF to 
herself, about Laura— a\ei sc to Warrington, the good and generous. 
No wonder that the healing waters of Rosenbad did not do her good, 
or that Doctor ^on Glauber, the bath phv si( ian, when he tame to visit 
her, found that the poor lady made iioJjjrogress tt) recovery. j\Iean- 
while Pen got w'ell rapidly ; slept wiili immense pcisevcia’cc twelve 
hours out of the twenty-four; ate huge meals; and, at the end of a 
couple of months, had almost got back the bodil) strength And weight 
which he had possessed before his illness. 

After they had p.isscd some fifteen days at their place of rest and 
refreshment, a letter came fioin Major Pendennis announcing liis 
speedy arrival at Rosenbad, and, soon after the letter, the Major him^ 
i*elf made his appearance accompanied by Morgan his faithful valet^ 
Without whom the old gentleman could not move. When the Major 
travelled he wore a jaunty and juvenile travelling costume ; to see his 
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back still you would have taken him for one of the young fellows whose 
slim waist and youthful appearance Warrington was beginning to 
envy. It was not until the worthy man began to move, that the ob- 
server remarked that Time had weakened his ancient knees, and had 
unkindly interfered to impede the action of the natty little varnished 
boots in which the gay old traveller still pinched his toes. There 
were magnates, both of our own country and of foreign nations, present 
that autumn at Rosenbad. The elder l^cndennis read over the 
strangers’ list with great gratification on the night of his arrival, was 
plc«iscd to find several of his acquaintances among the great folks, and 
would have the honour of presenting liis nephew to a German Grand 
Duchess, a Russian I’rinccss, and an English Marquis, before many 
days were over ; nor was Pen by any means averse to making the 
acquaintance of these great personages, having a liking for polite life, 
and all the splendours and amenities belonging to it. That very even- 
ing the resolute old gentleman, leaning on his nephew’s arm, made his 
appearance in the halls of the Kursaal, and lost or won a napoleon or 
two at the table of Trentc-ct-qitaranti\ He did not play to lose, he 
said, or to win ; but he did as other folks did, and betted his napoleon 
and took his luck as it came. He pointed out the Russians and 
Spaniards gambling for heaps of gold, and denounced their eagerness 
as something sordid and barbarous ; an English gentleman should 
play where the fashion is play, but should not elate or depress himself 
at the sport ; and he told how he had seen his friend the Marquis of 
Steyne, when Lord Gaunt, lose cigluccn thousand at a sitting, and 
break the bank three nights running at Pari^>, without ever showing 
the least emotion at his defeat or victory And that’s what I call 
bein^ an English gentleman, Pen, my dear boy,’’ the old gentleman 
said, WMrming as he prattled about his recollections — “ what I call the 
great manner only remains with us and with a few families in France.” 
And as Russian Piincesscs passed him, whose reputation had long 
ceased to be doubtful, and damaged English ladies, who are constantly 
seen in company of their faithful attendant for the time being in these 
gay haunts of dissipation, the old Major, with eager garrulity and 
mischievous relish, told his nephew wonderful particulars regarding 
the lives of these heroines ; and diverted the young man with a 
thousand scandals. Egad, he felt himself quite young again, he 
remarked to Pen, as, rouged and grinning, her enormous chasseur 
behind her bearing her shawl, the Princess Obstropski smiled and 
recognised and accosted him. He remembered her in *14 when she 
was an actress of the Paris Boulevard, and the Emperor Alexander’s 




and he pointed out to the latter a half-dozen of other personages 
Hhose names ^\eic as famous, and whose histones were as edifying. 
What would poor Helen have thouf^ht could she have heard those 
t lies, or known to wh'it kind of people her brother in-law was present- 
ing hci son ^ Only once, leaning on jArthur s arm, she hid passed 
thioiigh the loom wlieie the green tables weic prepared fo’ nlay, and 
the croaking croupiers were calling out their fatal words of Rouge 
and LouUuf pitd She had sliuuik tciiihcd out of the Pandc 
monium, imploring Pen, extorting from him a promise, on his word of 
honour, that he would never play at those t iblcs ; and the scene which 
‘'O fnghtened the simple widow, only amused the worldly old veteran, 
dnd made him young again * He could breathe the air cheerfully 
which stifled her. Her right was not his right his food was her 
poison Human creatures aic constituted thus differently, and with 
this \anety the marvellous world is peopled. To the credit of Mr. 
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Pen, let it be said, that he kept honestly the promise made to his 
mother, and stoutly told his uncle of his intention to abide by it. 

Wlien the Major arrived, his presence somehow cast a damp upon 
at least three of the persons of our little party— upon Laura, who 
had anything but respect for him ; upon Warrington, whose manner 
towards him showed an involunlar>' haughtiness and contempt ; and 
upon the timid and alarmed widow, who dreaded lest he should inter- 
fere with her darling, though almost desperate, projects for her boy. 
And, indeed, the i\laj()r, unknown to himself, was the bearer of tidings 
which were to bring about a catastiophe in the affairs of all our 
friends. 

Pen with his two ladies had apartments in the town of Rosenbad ; 
honest Warrington had lodgings haul 1»\ ; the Major, on arrival at 
Rosenbad, had, as befitted his dignity, taken up his fpiartcrs at one of 
the great hotels, at the *• Roman hanperor *’ or the ‘‘ Four Seasons,’' 
where two or three luindied gamblers, pleasure-seekers, or invalids, 
sate down and over-ale themselves daily at the enormous tablc-d’hotc. 
To this hotel I'cn went on the morning after the Major’s arrival, duti- 
fully to pay liis respects to his uncle, and found the latter’s sitting- 
room duly prepared and arranged by Mr. Morgan, witli the Majoi's 
hats brushed, and his coats l.iid out : his despatch-boxes and umbrcUa- 
cascs, his guide-books, ])assjK»rts, maps, and other elaborate neces- 
saries of the English traveller, all as tiim and ready as they could be 
in their master’s own loom in Jcrm>n Street. ICvcry thing was rctidy, 
from the medic inc-bottle liesh tilled from the phannacien’s, down to 
the old fellow'.s praver-book, without which he never travelled, for he 
made a point c’^f appealing at tlu' English church at every place which 
he honoured with a stay. “ Evervbody did it/' he said; “every 
English gentleman did it : ” and this pious m.in w^ould as soon have 
thought of not calling uixrn the b'nglish ambassador in a continental 
town, as of not show ing himself at the national place of w'orship. 

The old gentleman had been to lake one of the baths for which 
Rosenbad is famous, and which everybody takes, and his after-bath 
toilet was not yet completed when Pen arrived. The elder called out 
to Arthur in a cheery voice from the inner apartment, in which he 
and Morgan were engaged, and the valet presently came in, bearing a 
little packet to Pen’s address — Mr. Ariluir’s letters and papers, Morgan 
said, wliich he had brought from Mr. Arthur’s chambers in London, and 
which consisted chiefly of numbers of the ‘‘ Pall Mall Gazette," which 
our friend Mr. Finucanc thought bis coUaborateur vvsuld like to see^ 
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The papers were tied together : the letters in an envelope^ addressed 
to Pen^ in the last-named gentleman’s handwriting. 

Amongst the letters there was a little note addressed, as a former 
letter we have heard of had been, to Arther Pendehnis, Esquire,** 
which Arthur opened with a start and a blush, and read with a very 
keen pang of interest, and sorrow, and regard. She had come to 
Arthur's house, Fanny liolton said— and found that he was gone — 
gone away to Germany without ever leaving a word for her — or answer 
to her last letter, in which she prayed but for one word of kindness — 
or the books which he had promised her in happier limes, beforelie . 
was ill, and which she should like to keep in remembrance of him. , ShO 
said she would not reproach those who had found her at his bedside 
when he was in the fever, and knew nobody, and who had turned the 
poor girl away without a word. She thought she should have died, she 
said, of that, but Doctor ( loodcnougfi had kindly tended her, and kep 
her life, when, perhaps, the keeping of* it was of no good, and she for- 
gave everybody : and as for Arthur, she would pray for him for ever. 
And when he was so ill, and they cut off his hair, she had made so 
fice as to keep one little lock for herself, and that she owned. And 
might she still keep it, or would his mamma order that that should be 
^avc up too ? She was willing to obey him in all things, and couldn’t 
Imt remember that once he was so kind, oh I so good and kind ! to his 
poor Fanny. 

When Major Pendennis, fresh and smirking from his toilet, came 
out of his bed-room to his sitting-room, he found Arthur, with this 
note before him, and an expression of savage anger on liis face, which 
surprised the elder gentleman, “What news from London, my 
l>o> ? ” he rather faintly asked ; “ arc the duns at you, that you look 
''0 glum ? ” 

‘‘ Do you know anything about this letter, sir ? ” Arthur asked. 

“ Wliat letter, my good sir?’’ said the other drily, at once perceiving 
^vhat had happened. 

‘‘You know what 1 mean— about, about Miss — about Fanny 
lu^lton — the poor dear little girl,” Arthur broke out. “When was 
in my room? Was she there when 1 was delirious — I fancied 
'lie was — was she? Who sent her out of my chambers? Who 
iitciTcpted her letters to me? W'ho dared to do it? Did you do it, 
incle? 

“ It’s not my practice to tamper with gentlemen’s letters, or to 
*^swcr damned impertinent questions,” Major Pendennis cried out, 

^ a great tremor of emotion and indignation. “ There was a girl in 
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your rooms when I came up at great personal inconvenience, daymy^ 
and to meet with a return of this kind for my affection to you, is not 
pleasant, by Gad, sir— not at all pleasant.” 

“That^s not the question, sir,” Arthur said hotly — “and~and, I 
beg your pardon, uncle. You were, you always have been, most kind 
to me : but I say again, did you say anything harsh to this poor girl? 
Did you send her away from me?” 

“ I never si)oke a word to the girl,” the uncle said, and I never 
sent her away from you, and know no more about her, and wish to know 
no more about her, than about the man in the moon.” 

“Then ifs my mother that did it,” Aithur broke out. “Did my 
mother send that poor child away?” 

1 repeat I know nothing about it, sir,*’ the elder said testily. “ Let's 
change the subject, if you please.” 

“ ril never forgive the pcibon u ho did it,” raid Arthur, bouncing up 
and seizing his hat. 

The Major cried out, Stop, Arthur, for God’s sake, stop ! ” but 
before he h.ad ultered his sentence, Aithur had lushcd out of the room, 
and at the next minute the Major saw him striding rapidly down the 
street that led tow’arcls his home. 

“ Cict breakfast ! ” said the old fellow to Morgan, and he wagged his 
head and sighed as he looked out of the window. “ Poor Helen— poor 
soul ! There’ll be a low. 1 knew ilicie would : and begad all the fat's 
in the fire.” 

When Pen i cached home heonl> found Warrington in the ladies* 
drawing-room, waiting then ai rival in oidcr to conduct them to the 
place here the little English colony at Rosenbad held their Sunday 
church. Helen and Laura had not appeared as yet ; the former was 
ailing, and her daughter was with her. Pen’s wrath was so great that 
he could not defer cxpicssing it. He flung Fanny's letter across the 
table to his friend. “ Look there, W.irrington,” he said ; “ she tended 
me in my illness, she tcscucd me out of the jaws of death, and this is 
the w'ay thej have treated the dear little creature. They have kept her 
letters from me ; thev have treated me like a child, and her like a dog, ' 
poor thing ! My mother has donejLhis.'' 

“ If she has, you must rememdrr it is your mother,” Warrington 
interposed. k 

“ It only makes the crime the gi eater, because it is she who has 
done it,” Pen answered. “.She ought to have been the poor girl's 
defender, not her enemy ; she ought to go dowm on her knees and] 
ask pardon of her. 1 ought ! 1 will ! 1 am shocked at the cruelty 
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which has been shown her. What? She gave me her all, and 
this is her return ! She sacrifices everything for me, and thfey spurn 
her ! 

“Hush!” said Warrington, “they can hear you from tlie next 
room.” 

“ Hear ? let them hear ! ” Pen cried out, only so much the louder. 
“ Those may overhear my talk who intercept my letters, I say this 
poor girl has been shamefully used, and I will do my best to right 
her ; 1 will.” 

The door of the neighbouring room opened, and Laura camcf 
forth wkh pale and stern f.ice. She looked .it Pen with glances from 
which beamed pride, defiance, averuion. “Arthur, your mother' is 
very ill,” she said ; “ it is a pity that you should speak so loud as to 
disturb her.” 

“ It is a pity that I should have been obliged to speak at all,” Pen 
answered. And 1 have more to say before I have done.” 

“ 1 should think what you have to say will hardly be fit for me to 
hear,” Laura said, haughtily. 

“You arc welcome to hear it or not, as you like,” said Mr. Pen. 
“ I shall go in now, and speak to my mother.” 

Laura came rapidly forward, so that she should not be overheard 
byhci friend within. “Not now', sir,” she said to Pen. “You may 
kill her if )ou do. Your conduct has gone far enough to make her 
wTetched.” 

“What conduct ?” cried out Pen, in a fury. “ Who dares impugn 
it ? Who dares meddle with me ? Is it you wdio arc the instigator 
of this persecution ? ” 

“ 1 said before it was a subject of w'hich it did not become me to 
bcc-ir or to speak,” Laura said, “ lint as for mamma, if she had acted 
otherwise than she did wfih regard to— to the jierson about whom you 
seem to take such an interest, it would; have been I that must have 
quilted your house, and not that— that person.” 

“ liy heavens ! this^ is too much,” Pen cried out, with a violent 
execration. 

“Perhaps tltat is what you wished,” Laura said, tossing her head 
up. “ No more of this, if >ou jde.isc; I am not accustomed to hear 
sucli subjects spoken of in such language; ” and with a stately curtsey 
the young lady passed to her friends loom, hioking her adversary full 
in the face as she retreated and closed the dooi upon him. 

Pen was bewildered with wonder, pcrj)Ic\ity, fury, at this mon- 
M r O’ s and unreasonable persecution. He burst out into a loud and 
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biher laugh as Laura quitted him, and with sneers and revilings, as a 
man who jeers under an operation, ridiculed at once his own pain aiid 
his persecutor's anger. TTie laugh, which was one of bitter humour, 
afnd no unmanly or unkindly expression of suffering under most cruel 
and unmerited torture, was heard in the next apartment, as some of 
his unlucky previous expressions had been, and, like them, entirely 
misinterprclcd by the hearers. It struck like a dagger into the 
wounded and tender heart of Helen ; it pierced Laura, and inflamed 
the high-spirited girl with scorn and anger. “And it was 10 this 
hardened libertine,’' she thought— “to this boaster of low intrigues, 
that I had given my heart away.*' “ lie breaks the most sacrfedlaws,” 
thought Helen. “ He prefers the rrc«iturc of his passion to his own 
mother; and wlicn he is upbraided, he laughs, and glories in his 
crime. ‘ She g?i\c me her all,' I heard him say it," argued the poor 
widow; “and he boasts of it, and laughs, and breaks his mother's 
heart.” The emotion, the shame, the grief, tlic mcfrtification almost 
killed her. She felt she should die of his unkindness. 

Warrington thought of Lama's speech— “ I'ertiaps that is wllat 
you wished.” “ She loves Pen still,” he said. “ k was jealousy 
made her speak.'’— “ Come away, Pen. Come away, and let us go to 
church and get calm. You must explain this matter to your mother. 
She does not appear to know the tuith : nor do )on quite, my good 
follow. Come away, and let us talk about it." And again he muttered 
to himself, “M'erh.ips that is what you wished.' Yes, she loves him. 
Why shouldn’t she love him? Whom else \vonld I have her love? 
What can she be to me but the dearest and the la iicst and the best of 
women ? ” 

So, leaving the women similaily engaged within, the two gentle- 
men walked away, each occupied with his ow’ii thoughts, and silent 
for a considerable space. “1 must set this matter right,'* thought 
honest George, “as she loves him still — I must set his mother's mind 
right about the other w'oman.” And with this charitable thought, the 
good fellow began to tell more at large what Hows had said to him 
regarding Miss Holtor/s behaviour and fickleness, and he described 
how the girl was no better than a light-minded flirt ; and, perhaps, he 
exaggerated the good humour and contentedness which he had him- 
self, as he thought, witnessed in her behaviour in the scene with 
Mr. Huxter. 

Now, all Bow's’s statements had been coloured by an insane 
jealousy and rage on that old man's part ; and instead of allaying 
Pen’s renascent desire to see his little conquest again, Warrington's 
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accounts inflamed and angered Pendennisi and made him more 
anxious than before to set^ himself right, as he persisted in phrasing 
It, with Fanny. They arrived at tlie church-dooi presently, but 
scaice one word of the service, and not a st liable of Mr. Shamble^s 
sermon, did either of them comprehend, probably — so much was each 
engaged with his own private speculations. The Major tame up to 
them after the service, with his v\cll-biushed hat and wig, and his 
jauntiest, most cheerful, air. lie complimented them upon being seen 
at chiaicli , again he said that eveiy commc-il-ftmt person made a 
point of attending the English seivice abroad, and he walked back 
with the young men, piattlmg to them in gairulous good-humour, and 
m ikmg bow s to his acquaint inccs as they passed ; and thinkmg 
innocently th^t Pen and George were both highly delighted by his 
anecdotes, which they suflcicd to lun on in a scornful and silent 
acquiescence. 

At the time of Mi Shamble’s scfmon lan eiiatic Anglican divine, 
hiicd for the season at places of English icsoit, and addicted to debts, 
diinkinff, and even to loukttc, ii w is said), Pen, chafing under the 
pcisccution which his womankind inflicted upon him, had been medi- 
tuing a great act of ic\olt and of justice, as he had woikcd himself 
iiji to believe , and Winington on his pm had been thinking that a 
<iiMSinhis affiiis had likewise come, and tint it was ncccssaiy for 
him to break awiy fiom a connexion which every day made more 
incl more wretched and dear to him. Yes, the time was come. He 
took those fatal words, “ Pci hips that Js what you wished,” as a text 
for a gloomy homil), which he pleached to himself, in the dark cr>pt 
<ifhisown heart, whilst Mr bhamblc was feebly giving utterance to 
his sermon. 



PENDENKIS. 


20S 


CHAPTER XI \ 

F MROAKS *30 LI I ” 

UR pool widow ^witli the nssistance of he^ 
fiithful Martlii ot 1 iiioiks, who laughed 
and wondeicd .>t the (ictinin wa>s, and 
supenntended the afUnrs of the simple 
houbcliold) h id made a Iktlt feast in honour 
of Mi]oi Pcndenniss anvil, of which, how- 
cvci, onl\ ih M ijor and his two younger 
fiicnds putook, foi Helen sent to say that 
she w is too unwell to dint at their table, and 
Laura bore lier compiny The M ijor talked for the parU, and did 
not perceive, or choose to perceive, whit a gloom and ‘Silence i/crvadcd 
the other two slnrcis of the modest dinnei It was evening before 
Helen and Laura came into the sitting loori to join the company 
there, She came in leaning on L iiiia, with hci back to the waning 
light, so that Ailliui could not see how pillid and woc-stiicken her 
face was ; and as she went up to Pen, whom she had not seen during 
the day, and placed hoi fond inns on his shoulder and kissed him 
tendcil), Laura left licr, and moved awa> to another part of the room. 
Pen rcmaikcd that his mothci s voue and her whole fi ime trembled, 
hot hand was clximn> cold as she put it up to his forehead, piteously 
embracing him The spec tick of hci miser} onlv added, somehow, 
to the wrath and lestmess of thevoung mm He scarcely returned 
tlie kiss vihich the sufUiing lidy g«ive him and the countenance 
with which he met the appeal of hei look wao hard and cruel. “She 
persecutes me,” he thought within himself, “and she comes to me 
with the air of a maitvr ^ “^oll look ven ill, mi child,” she said. 
“ T don’t like to see )oii look in tint wa} And she tottered to a 
sofa, still holding one of his passive hands m hci thin cold clinging 
fingers. 

“ I have had much to annov me, mothci. Pen said, with a 
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throbbingibfeast - nni fiui he spoke Helix’s hejirt began to beat so» that 
she sate afanoil: <)ead and sfib^hless with terro% 

Wanin^ox^ I^ura, and }ffajor Pendennxs, all remained breathless, 
aware that the stoi^ was dibout to break 

have bad letters from London/^ Arthur continued, *'and one 
that has gived mOmore pam than I ever had m my life. It tells me 
that former lettdrs of mime havd been intercepted and^ j^urloined away 
from me that— that a y8ung''cieatuie who has sho^ the greatest 
love and care foi me, has been most oruelly used by — by you, 
mother ” 

« 

“For God’s sake stop*’ cned out W'lninjton “She’s ill— don’t 
}ou see she is 

“ Let him go on,” said the widow, fimtl> 

“ Let him go on and kill her, ’ said L lura, rushing up to hci motheifs 
side “ Speak on, sir, an<| see her die,” ^ 

“It IS you who aie cruel,’ cried Pen^ more e\isperatcd and more 
savage, because his own heart, naturillv soft and weak, revolted in- 
di^jHantly at the injustice of the \er> Suffenng which wis laid at his 
door “ It IS you who are cruel, who attribute all this pain to it 
IS >ou who are cruel with your wicked repro iches, >our wirkcd doubts 
of me, yonr wicked persecutions Of those who love me, cs, those who 
love me, and who brave everything for me, ind whom you despise and 
trample upon because the) aic of lower degiec than you Shall I tell 
you what I will do, — ^what I am icsolved to do, now that I know what 
V our conduct has been^ — 1 will go back to this poor girl whom you 
turned out of my doors, ind ask her to come bacl- and share my home 
with me 111 defy the pnde v^ich persecutes her, and the pitiless 
su pi cion which insults her and me ” 

“ Do you mean, Pen, that you — ” hcifs the widow, with eager eyes 
nd outstretched hands was breaking out, but Laura stopped her 
‘ Silence, hush, dear mother,” Oic cued, and the widow hushed 
Sivagely as Pen spoke, she was only too e{igci to hear what more he 
hid to say “ Go on, Aitliur, go on, Arthur,’ was all she said, dmost 
swooning away as she spoke 

“ By Gad, I say he sh in’t go on, or I won t hcai him, by Gad, ’ the 
Mv^or said, ticmbhng too in his writh “ K you choose, sir, ifter all 
"c VC done for you, after all I ve done for you myself, to insult your 
nioihci and disgrace your name, bv allying v ourself with a low born 
hue hen girl, go and do it, by (jid, — but let us, maam, have no moie 
to do with him. I wash my hand^ of you, sir,— I w xsh my hands p£ 
J I m an old fePow, —I amt long for tins world. I come of as 
VOL n P 



ancient and tonourabte k i&mily as any in England^land I diij ltOt>e, 
before 1 went off the hooks^ by Gad> that th^ fellow that Vd liked, and 
btought up, and nursed through life, by Jove, wouldf do something 
to show me that our name— yes, the name of Pendenms, was left 
undishonoured behind us i but if he won’t, dammy, | say, amen. By 
G — , both my father and my brother Tack were the proudest men in 
England, and I never would have bought that there would come 
this disgrace to my name,--(-]|ever— and— and I’m ashamed that it’s 
Arthur Pendennis.” The old fellow’s voice here broke off into a sob : 
it was the second time that Arthur had brought tears from those 
wrinkled lids. ^ 

» The sound of his breaking voice stayed Pen’s ang^ instantly, and 
ha stopped pacinfg the room, as he had been doing until that moment. 
. Lfiura was by Helen’s sofa ; and Warrington had remained hitherto 
an almost silent but not uninterested spectator of the family storm. 
As the parties were talking, it had grown almost dark ; and after the 
lull which sucteeded the passionate outbreak of the Major, George’s 
deep voice, as it here broke trembling into the twilight room, was 
heard with no small emotion by all. 

'‘•Will you let me tell you something about myself, my kind 
friends.^” he said, — you have been so good to me, ma'am— ».you have 
been so kind to me, T-aurri - 1 hope I may call you so sometimes — my 
dear Pen and I have been such friends that — that I have long wanted 
to tell you my story siuh as it is, and would have told it to you earlier 
•but that it is a sad one and contains another’s secret. Howetcr, it 
may do good for Arthur to know it— it is right that every one here 
should. It will divert you from thinking about a subject which, out of 
-a fjilal misconception, has caused a groat deal of pain to all of you. 
May I please tell you, Mrs. Pendennis?” 

“ Pray speak,” was all Helen said ; and indeed she was not much 
heeding; her mind was flill of another idea with which Pen’s words 
had supplied her, and she w'as in a terror of hope that what he had 
hinted might be as she wished. 

ticoigc filled himself ii bumper of wine and emptied it, and began 
to speak. You all of } on know^ how ) ou see me,” he said, — “ a man 
without a desire to make an acUance in the woild: careless about 
reputation; and living in a ganct .md fiom hand to mouth, though I 
have friends and a name, and I daic say capabilities of my own, th»it 
would serve me if I bad a mind. Put inmd I have none. I shall diff 
in that garret most likely, and alone. I nailed myself to that doom m 
early life. Shall I tcU you what it was that interested me about Arthur 
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years ago^ and t|ia4e me i&clmed tonrards him when I ISrst sair him? 
The mpn from our poUege at Oxbridge brought up accounts pf 4iak 
early affair Math the Chattens actress, about whom Pen has often talbed 
to me since; and who, but for the Major’s generalship, might have 
been your daughter-m-law, ma’am. 1 can’t sec Pen m the dark, but 
he blushes, I’m sure; and 1 dare say Miss Bell does; and my ^nd 
Major Pendenms, 1 d^ say, Idhghs as he ought to do-*-for he won. 
What would have been Arthur s lot now had 1)c been tied at nineteen 
to an illiterate v^oman older than himself, with no qualities in common 
between them, to make one a companion for the other, no equalnyf no, 
confidence, and no love speedily ^ What could he hafij^been but most 
miserable^ And when he spoke just now and threatened a similar 
union, be sure it was but a thicat occasioned by angev, which you must 
give me leawe to say, ma’am, vvis ver> natural on his part, for aftei a 
generous and manly conduct — let me say who know tile circumstances 
wcll-^most generous and manly and self-denying (which is rare with 
him),— -he has met fiom some fiicnds of his with n most unkind 
suspicion, and has liad to compH.n of the unfaii lieatmcnt of another 
innocent person, tuwaids whom he and >ou all aic under much obliga- 
tion ” 

The widow was going to get up here, and Wairmgton, seeing her 
attempt to rise, said, “ Do I tire you, ma im ’ 

0 no — go on — go on,” said Helen, delighted, and he continued. 

1 liked him, jou see, because of that early history of his, which 
had come to my cais in college gossip, and because I like a man, if 
you will paidon me for sajing so, Mibs Laura, who shows that he 
cm have i great unieasonable attaenment foi a woman. That was 
why we became fuends— and are all fiiends hcie— for always, aren’t 
wc^” he added, m a lowci voice, leaning over to her, ‘‘and Pen 
his been a gicat comfoit and companion to a lonely and unfortunate 
man 

“ 1 am not complaining of my lot, jhu see , for no man’s is what 
he would have It, and up in my gan et, where ) 0 u left the flowers, 
'ind with my old books and my pipe foi .i wife, I am pretty contented, 
^nd onlv occasional!) cnv> other men, whose cirecrs in life are more 
1 iiUiant, 01 who can solace their ill fortune b) what I ate and my own 
1 lull has depnved me of— the adection of a woman or a child ” Here 
there came a sigh from somewhere near \\ unnt^ton in the dark, and 
xhmd was held out in his ducclion, which, however, was instantly 
withdrawn, foi the piiidcr) of our femdes is such, that before all 
expression of feeling, or natural kindness and regard, a woman is 
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taught to think of herself and the propneties^and to be ready to blush 
at the very slightest notice ; and checking, as, of course, it ought, this 
spontaneous motion, modesty drew up again, kindly friendship sluaok 
back ashamed of itself, and Warrington resumed his history. ** My 
fate is such as I made it, and not lucky for me or for others involved 
in it 

I, too, had an adventure before I went to college ; and there was 
no one to save me as Major Pendennis saved Pen. Pardon me, Miss 
Laura, if 1 tell this story before you. It is as well that you all of you 
should hear my confession. Before I went to college, as a boy of 
eighteen, I was at a private tutor’s, and there, like Arthur, 1 became 
attached, or fancied 1 was attached, to a woman of a much lower 
^degree and a greater age than my own. You shrink from me — ” 

“ No, I don’t,” Laura said, and here the hand vrent out resolutely 
and laid itself in Warrington’s. She had divined his story from some 
previous hints let fill by him, and his first words at its commence- 
ment. 

" She was a yeoman’s daughter in the neighbourhood,” Warrington 
said, with rather a faltering voice, ” and I fancied— what all young 
men fancy. Her parents knew who my father was, and encouraged 
me, with all sorts of coarse artifices and scoundrel flatteries, which I 
see now% about their house. To do her justice, I own she never cared 
for me, but was forced into what happened by the threats and compul- 
sion of her family. Would to God that I liad not been deceived : but 
in these matters wc are deceived because we wash to be so, and I 
thought I loved that poor woman. 

“ What could come of such a marriage 7 I found, before long, that 
I was married to a boor. She could not comprehend one subject that 
interested me. Her dullness palled upon me till I grew to loathe it. 
And after some time of a wretched, furtive union — I must tell you all 
— I found letters somewhere (and such letters they were!) which 
shovved me tliat her heart, such as it was, had never been mine, but 
had always belonged to a person of her own degree. 

“At my father’s death, I paid what debts I had contracted at 
college, and settled every shilling which remained to me in an annuity 
upon— upon those who bore my name, on condition that they should 
hide themselves away, and not assume it They have kept that con* 
dition, as they would break it, for more mone>\ If I had earned fame 
or reputation, that w^oman would have come to claim it : if I had 
made a name for myself, those who had no right to it would have- 
borne it ; and 1 entered life at twenty, God help me— hopeless and 
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ruined beyond remission. 1 was the boyish victim of vulgar cheats^ 
and, perhaps, it is only of .late 1 have found out how hard— ^ah, how 
hard — it is to forgive them. I told you the moral before, Pen ; and 
now I have told you the fable. Beware how you marry out of your 
degree. I was made for a better lot than this, 1 think : but God has 
awarded me this one— and so, you see, it is for me to look on, and sec 
others successful and others happy, with a heart that shall be as 
little bitter as possible.” 

" By Gad, sir,” cried the Major, in high good-humour, " I intended 
you to marry Miss Laura here.” ' • 

^ And, by Gad, Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound/’ 
Warrington said. • 

How d'ye mean a thousand ? it was only a pony, sir,” replied thb 
Major simply, at which the other laughed. 

As for Helen, she was so delighted, that she started up, and said, 
<‘God bless you— God for ever bless >ou, Mr. Warringtpn!” and 
kissed both his hands, and ran up to Pen, and fell into his arms. 

Yes, dearest mother,” he said as he held her to him, and with 
a noble tenderness and emotion, embraced and forgave her. I ant 
innocent, and my dear, dear mother has done me a wrong.” 

Oh, yes, my child, I have wronged you, thank God, I have 
wronged you ! ” Helen whispered. Come away, Arthur — not here 
— I want to ask my child to forgive me— and— and my God, to forgive 
me ; and to bless you, and lo\e you, my son.” 

He led her, tottering, into her room, and closed the door, as the 
three touched spectators of the reconciliation looked on in pleased 
silence. Ever after, ever after, the tender accents of that voice falter- 
ing sweetly at his ear — the look of the sacred eyes beaming with an 
affection unutterable— the quiver of the fond lips smiling mournfully 
—were remembered by the young man. And at his best moments, 
and at his hours of trial and grief, and his times of success or wclh 
doing, the mother’s face looked down upon him, and blessed him with 
Its gaze of pity and purity, as Be saw it m that night when she yet 
lingered with him ; and when she seemed, ere she quite left him, an 
angel, transfigured and glorified with love— for which love, as for the 
greatest of the bounties and wonders of God’s provision for us, let us 
kneel and thank Our Father. 

The moon had risen by this time ; Arthur recollected well after- 
wards how it lighted up his mother’s sweet pale face. Their talk, or 
his rather, for she scarcely could speak, was more tender and confi- 
dential than it had been for )cars before. He was the frank and 
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fenerotts boy of her eatly days and love. He told her the »kiry» te 
mistake regarding which had caused her so much pain<^i8 stieggita 
to dy from temptation^ and his thanldfdlness that he had been able to 
0 vertome.it He never would do the girl wrong, never; or wound 
his own honour or his mother’s pure heart. Tlie threat that he would 
return was uttered in a moment of exasperation, of which he repented. 
He never would see her again. But his mother said. Yes he should ; 
and it Was she who had been proud and culpable — and she would 
like to give Fanny Bolton something — and she begged her dear 
boy’s pardon for opening the letter — and she would write to the young 
girl, if, — if she had time. Poor thing ! was it not natural that she 
should love her Arthur? And again she kissed him, and she blessed 
him. 

As they were talking the clock struck nine, and Helen reminded 
him how, when he was a htlle boy, she used to go up to his bed-room 
at tliat hour, and hear him say Our Father. And once more, oh, once 
more, the young man fell down at his mother’s sacred knees, and 
sobbed out the prayer which the Divine Tenderness uttered for us, 
and which has been echoed for twenty ages since by millions of sinful 
and humbled men. And as he spoke the last words of the supplicao 
tion, the mother’s head fell down on her boy’s, and her arms closed 
round him, and together they repeated the words for ever and ever,’* 
and Amen.’’ 

A little time after, it might have been a quarter of an hour, Laura 
heard Arthur’s voice colling from within, “ Laura ! Laura ! ” She 
rushed into the room instantly, and found the young man still on his 
knees, and holding his mother’s hand. Helen s head had sunk back 
and was quite pale in the moon, l^en looked round, scared with a 
ghastly terror. “Help, Laura, help!’’ he said— “she’s fainted — 
she’s- ” 

Laura screamed, and fell by the si dp of Helen. The shriek 
brought Warrington and Major Pendennis and the servants to the 
room. The sainted woman was dead. The last emotion of her soul 
here was Joy, to be henceforth unchequered and eternal. The tender 
heart beat no more ; it w^as to have no more pangs, no more doubts, 
no more griefs and trials. Its last throb was love ; and Helen’s last 
breath was a benediction. 

The melancholy party bent their way speedily homewards^ and 
Helen was laid by her husband’s side at Clavering, in the old ebuf^ 
where she had prayed so often. For a while Laura went to stay wit)i 
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Poctor Poitttumi who read the service over his dear sister departed^ 
amidst his own sobs and those of the little congregation irhidi 
assembled round Helen’s * tomb. There were not many who cared 
fbr her, or who spoke of her when gone. Scarcely more than of 
nun in a cloister did people know of that pious and gentle lady» 
A few words among the cottagers whom her bounty was accustomi^ 
to relieve, a little talk from house to house at Clavering, where this 
lady told how their neighbour died of a complaint of the heart ; 
whilst that speculated upon the amount of property which the widow 
had left ; and a third wondered whether Arthur would let Fairoaks q;r 
live in it, and expected that he would not be long getting through his 
property, — ^this was all, and except with one or two who ch^shed 
her, the kind soul was forgotten by the next market-day. Wobld you 
desire that grief for you should last for a few more weeks ? and does 
after-life seem less solitary, provided that our names, when we ‘‘go 
down into silence,” are echoing on* this side of the grave yet for a 
little while, and human voices are still talking about us ? She was 
gone, the pure soul, whom only two oi three loved and knew. The 
great blank she left was m Laura’s heart, to whom her love had been 
everything, and who had now but to worship her memory. “ I am 
glad that she gave me her blessing before she went away,” Warrington 
said to Pen ; and as for Arthur, with a humble acknowledgment and 
wonder at so much affection, he hardly dared to ask of Heaven to 
make him worthy of it, though be felt that a saint there was inter- 
ceding for him. 

All the lady’s affairs were found in perfect order, and her little 
property ready for transmission to her son, in trust for whom she held 
it. Papers in her desk showed that she had long been aware of the 
complaint, one of the heart, under which she laboured, and knew 
that it would suddenly remove her : and a prayer was found in her 
handwriting, asking that her end might be, as it >^as, in the arms of 
her son. ' 

Laura and Arthur talked over her sayings, all of ^hich the former 
most fondly remembered, to the young man’s shame somewhat, who 
thought how much greater her love had been for Helen than his own. 
He referred himself entirely to Laura to know what Helen would 
have wished should be done ; what poor persons she would have 
liked to relieve ; what legacies or remembrances she would haVe 
wished to transmit. They packed up the vase which Helen in her 
gratitude had destined to Doctor Goodenough, and duly sent it to 
the kind Doctor ; a silver coffee-pot, which she used, was sent off to 



316 PENDENNIS. 

Doctor Portnum ; a diamond nng, with her hair, was given wfth 
afiectionate greeting to Warrington. 

It must have been a hard day for poor Laura when she went over 
to Fairoaks first, and to the little room which she had occupied, ahd 
which was hers no more, and to the widow's own blank chamber in , 
which those two had passed so many beloved hours. There, of 
coarse, vrere the clothes in the wardrobe, the cushion on which she 
prayed, the chair at the toilette : the glass that was no more to 
reflect her dear sad face. After she had been here awhile, Pen 
knocked and led her downstairs to the parlour again, and made her 
drink a little wine, and said, “ God bless you,” as she touched the 
glass. “Nothing shall ever be changed in your room,” he said— 

“ it is always your room — it is always iny sister’s room. Shall it not 
be so, Laura ?” and Laura said, “ Yes ! ” 

Among the widow’s papers was found a packet, marked by the 
widow “ Letters from Laura’s father,” and which Arthur gave to her. 
They were the letters which had passed between the cousins in the 
early days before the marriage of either of them. The ink was faded 
in which they were written : the tears dried out that both perhaps had 
shed over them : the grief healed now whose bitterness they chro- 
nicled ; the friends doubtless united whose parting on earth had caused 
to both pangs 30 cruel. And Laura learned fully now for the first 
time what the tie was which had bound her so tenderly to Helen : how 
faithfully her more than mother had cherished her father's memory, 
how truly she luid loved him, how meekly resigned him. 

One legacy of his mother’s Pen remembered, of which Laura could 
have no cognizance. It was that wish of Helen's to make some present 
to Fanny Bolton ; and Pen wrote to her, putting his letter under an 
envelope to Mr. Bows, and requesting that gentleman to read it before 
he delivered it to Fanny. “ Dear Fanny,” Pen said, “ I have to acknow- 
ledge two letters from you, one of which was delayed in my illness ” 
(Pen found tlie first letter in his mother’s desk after her decease, and 
the reading it gave him a strange pang), “ and to thank you, my kind 
nurse and friend, who w^^ched me so tenderly during my fever. And 1 
have to tell you that the last words of my dear mother, who is no more, 
were words of good-will and gratitude to you for nursing me : and she 
said she would have written to you, had she had time — that she would 
like to ask your pardon if she had harshly treated you — and that she 
would beg you to show your forgiveness by accepting some token of 
friendship and regard from her.’' Pen concluded by saying that his 
friend, George Warrington, Esq., of Lamb Court, Temple, was trustee 
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ef a little ran of money, of which the interest would be paid to her 
until she became of age, or changed her name, which would always be 
affectionately ^membered hy her grateful friend, A* Pendennis. The 
eum was in truth but small^ although enough to make a little heiress of 
Fanny Bolton ; whose parents were appeased, and whose father said 
Mr. P. had acted quite as the gentleman — though Bows growled out 
that to plaster a wounded heart with a bank-note was an easy kind of 
sympathy ; and poor Fanny felt only too clearly that Pen's letter was 
one of farewell. 

" Sending hundred-pound notes to porters’ daughters is all de^lish 
well,” old Major Pendennis said to his nephew (whom, as the proprietor 
of Fairoaks and the head of the family, he now treated with marlmd 
deference and civility), " and as there was a little ready money at the 
bank, and your poor mother wished it, there’s perhaps no harm done. 
But, my good lad, Pd have j ou to remember that you’ve not above five 
hundred a year, though, thanks to me, the world gives you credit for 
being a doosid deal better off; and, on my knees, I beg you, my boy, 
don’t break into your capital. Stick to it, sir ; don’t speculate with it, 
sir ; keep your land, and don’t borrow on it. Tathain tells me that the 
Chatteris branch of the railway may— will almost certainly pass through 
Chatteris, and if it can be brought on this side of the Brawl, sir, and 
through your fields, they’ll be worth a dev’lish deal of money, and your 
five hundred a year will jump up to eight or nine. Whatever it is, keep 
it, I implore you keep it. And I say, Pen, I think you should give up 
living in those dirty chambers in the Temple and get a decent lodging. 
And I should have a man, sir, to wait upon me ; and a horse or two 
in town in the season. All this will pretty well swallow up your income, 
and I know you must live close. But remember you have a certain 
place in society, and you can’t afford to cut a poor figure in the world. 
MrTiat are you going to do in the winter ? You don’t intend to stay 
down here, or, I suppose, to go on wTiiing for that — \\hat-d’ye-call’cm 
—that newspaper ? ” * 

“ Warrington and I are going abroad again, sir, for a little, and then 
we shall see what is to be done,” Arthur replied. 

“ And you’ll let Fairoaks, of course. Good school in the neighbour- 
hood ; dieap country : dev’lish nice place for East India colonels, or 
families wanting to retire. I’ll speak about it at the club ; there are 
lots of fellows at the club want a place of that sort” 

“ I hope Laura will live in it for the winter, at least, and will make 
h her home,” Arthur replied : at which the Major pish’d and psha’d, 
^nd said that there ought to be convents, begad, for English iadies^ 
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and wished that 'Miss Bell had not been there to interfere with the, 
arrangements of the family^ and that she would mope herself to deadi 
alone in that place. 

Indeed, it would have been a very dismal abode for poor 
who was not too happy either in Doctor Portman’s household, and in 
the town where too many things reminded her of the dear parent 
whom she had lost But old Lady Rockminster, who adored her 
young friend Laura, as soon as she read in the paper of her loss, and 
of her presence in the country, rushed over from Baymouth, where 
the old lady was staying, and insisted that Laura should remain six 
months, twelve months, all her life with ner ; and to her ladyship’s 
house, Martha from Fairoaks, as femme de chambre^ accompanied her 
young mistress. 

Pen and Warrington saw her depart. It was difficult to say which 
of the young men seemed to icgaid her the most tenderly. “Your 
cousin is pert and rather vulgar, my dear, but he seems to have a good 
heart,’’ little Lady Rockminster said, who said her say about everybody 
— “ but I like Bluebeaid best. Tell me, is he touJid an cccurf^* 

“ Mr. Warrington has been long- -engaged,” Laura said, dropping 
her eyes. 

“ Nonsense, child ! And good heavens, my dear ! that’s a pretty 
diamond cross. What do you mean by weai ing it in the morning?” 

“Arthur — ^my brother, gave it me just now. It was — it was — ’ 
She could not finish the sentence. "Ihc cairiage passed over the 
bridge, and by the dear, dear gate of Fairoaks — home no more. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

OLD FRIENDS. 

T chanced at that great EngKsh fes- 
tival, at which all London takes a 
holiday upon Epsom Downs, that 
a great number of the personages 
*to whom wc have been introduced 
ii\ the course of this history, were 
assembled to see the Derby. In 
a comfortable open carriage, which 
had been brought to the ground by 
a pair of horses, might be seen 
Mis. Bungay, of Paternoster Row, 
altiicd like Solomon in all his glory, 
.ind having by her side modest 
Mis. Shandon, for whom, since the 
I ommcnccment of their acquaintance, the worthy publisher’s lady had 
meuntamed a steady friendship. Bungay, having recreated himself 
with a copious luncheon, was madly shying at the sticks hard by, till 
the perspiration ran off his bald pate. Shandon w^as shambling about 
among the dnnking-tents and gipsies: Finucanc constant in attendance 
on the two ladies, to whom gentlemen of their acquaintance, and 
.onnected with the publishing house, cj^c up to pay a visit. 

Among others, Mr. Archer came up to make her his hov* and. told 
l^Irs. Bungay who was on the course. Yonder was the Prime Minister* 
his lordship had just told him to back Borax, for the race ; but Archer 
thought Muffineer the better horse. He pointed out countless dukes 
and grandees to the delighted Mrs. Bungay. Look yonder in the 
iirand Stand,” he said. “There sits the Chinese Ambassador with 
the Mandarins of his suite. Fou-choo-foo brought me over letters of 
introduction from the Govemor-Cjcncral of India, my most intimate 
friend, and 1 was for some time very kind to him, and he had his 
chopsticks laid for him at my table w henever he chose to come and 




PENDEUms. 


9 » 

4 

dine. But he brought his own cook with him, and— would you fadicve 
Mrs. Bungay ? — one day^ when I was out, and the Ambassador was 
with Mrs. Archer in our garciciy eating gooseberries, of which tte 
Chinese are passionately fond, the beast of a cook, seeing my wif(^s 
dear little Blenheim spaniel, (that we had from the Duke of Marl- 
borougfh himself, whose ancestor's life Mrs. Archer’s great-great-grand- 
father saved at the battle of Malplaquet,) seized upon the poor little 
devil, cut his throat, and skinned him, and served him up stuffed with 
forced-meat in the second course.” 

" Law ! ” said Mrs. Bungay. 

“ Vou may fancy my wife's agony .vhen she knew what had 
happened ! The cook came screaming upstairs, and told us that she 
had found poor Fido's skin in the area, just after we had all of us 
tasted of the dish ! She nc\cr would speak to the Ambassador 
again — never ; and, upon my word, he has nevex been to dine with us 
since. The Lord Mayor, w^ho did me the honour to dine, liked the 
dish very much ; and, eaten with green peas, it tastes rather like 
duck.” 

You don’t say so, now ! ” cried the astoni‘>licd publisher’s lady. 

** Fact, upon my word. Look at that lady in blue, seated by the 
Ambassador : that is Lady Flamini;o, and they say she is going to be 
married to him, and ictuin to Pekin with his Lxcellcncy. She is 
getting her feet squeezed dow^n on purpose. But she’ll only cripple 
herself, and will never be able to do iL — nc\cr. My wife has the 
smallest foot in England, and wears shoes for a six-years-old child ; 
but what is tliat to a Chinese Lul>’o foot. Mis. Bungay ?” 

“Who is that carriage as Mr. Pcndciinis is with, Mr. Archer?” 
Mrs. Bungay presently asked. “ He and Mr. Warrington was here 
jest how. He’s ’aughty in his manners, that Mr. Pendennis, and well 
he may be, for I’m told he kcepa tip-top company. ’As he ’ad a large 
fortune left him, Mr. Archer ? He’s in black still, I sec.” 

“ Eighteen hundred a year in land, and twenty-two thousand five 
hundred in the Thrcc-and-a-lialf per Cents. ; that’s about it,” said 
Mr. Archer. 

“ Law ! why you know everything, Mr. A. ! '’ cried the lady of 
Paternoster Row. , 

“ 1 happen to know, because I was called in about poor Mrs. Pen- 
dennis’s will,” Mr. Archer replied. “Pendennis's uncle, the Major, 
seldom does anything without me ; and as he is likely to be extra^- 
gant we’ve tied up the property, so that he can’t make ducks-a^- 
drakes with it. — How do you do, my lord.>— Do you know that 
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gehtleman, liulies? You have read his speeches in the House ; it is 
Lord Rochester.” 

^ Lord I^ddlestick,” cried out Figucane, from the box. « Sum it's 
Tom Staples, of thC'^* Morning AdvOTRcr,’ Archer,” 

"Is it?” Archer said, simply. "Well, Tm very short-sighted, 
and upon my word I thought it was Rochester. That gentleman with 
the double opera-glass (another nod) is Lord John ; and the tall man 
with him, don't you know him ? is Sir James.” 

"You know 'em because you see 'em in the House,” growled 
Finucane. 

" I know them because they are kind enough to allow me to* call 
them my most intimate friends,” Archer continued. " Look at the 
Duke of Hampshire ; what a pattern of a fine old English gentleman t 
He never misses * the Derby.' ‘ Archer,' he said to me only yesterday,. 

* I have been at sixty-five Derbies J appeared on the field for the first 
time on a piebald pony when 1 was seven years old, with my father, 
the Prince of Wales, and Colonel Hanger ; and only missing two races,. 

-one when I had the measles at Eton, and one in the Waterloo year, 
when I was with my friend Wellington m Flanders.' ” 

"And who is that yellow^ carnage, with the pink and yellow 
parasols, that Mr. Pendennis is talking to, and ever so many gentle- 
men?” asked Mrs. Bungay. 

"That is Lady Cla\ering, of Clavering Park, next estate to my 
friend Pendennis. That is the young son and heir upon the box f 
he’s awfully tipsy, the little scamp I and the young lady is Miss 
Amor>% Lady Clavering’s daughter by a first marriage, and uncommonly 
sweet upon my friend Pendennis ; but I've reason to think he has 
his heart fixed elsewhere. You have heard of young Mr. Foker — the 
great brewer, Foker, you know— he was going to hang himself in 
consequence of a fatal passion for Miss Amory, who refused him, 
but was cut down just in time by his \alct, and is now abroad, under 
a keeper.” ; 

"How happy that >oung fellow is!” sighed Mr^ Bungay. 
“Who'd have thought when be came so quiet and demure to dine 
with us, three or four ycais ago, he would turn out such a grand 
character 1 Why, I saw his name at Court the other day, and 
presented bgr the Marquis of Stcync and all ; and in every party of 
the nobility his name’s down as sure as a gun,” 

" I introduced him a good deal when he first came up to town,®* 
Mr, Archer said, "and his uncle. Major Pendennis, did the rest. 
Hallo ! There's Cobden here, of all men in the world ! I must 
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go Ami gpesdt «o him. Qood^b])re^ lito. Bungay. Cnod jagirnblifA IVik 
Shandon.^ 

An hour pt^vious to this tixM^d at a difierait p0tt of the marst^ 
there ndght have been seen axilla stage<^coach|||pi Jibe battjbhed foot 
4C UPSndi a crowd of shabby raffs were sumpmg and1ia)looing, ni the 



great event of the da> -the I)crb> race uislicd o\cr the green sward^ 
and b> the shouting millions of people isscnibled to \iew that magni- 
ficent scene This is ^^heelc^s (the “ ilarlcqum^s Head”) dt;agf 
which had bi ought down a compin> ot choice spiiits fiom Bow Strqpt; 
with a si ip up luncheon in the “ boot * As the whirling rare flashed 
by, cich ot the choice spirits bellowed out the name of tbp horse oi 
the colours which he thought or he hoped mi^,ht be foicislhst. <‘Thc 
Comet'” “Its Muftincci ’ ’ “Its blue sleeves^” “Yallow cap’ 
yaiiow cip ’ > allow c ip ’ " and so foith, soiled the gcntlbinen sportsmen, 
dunng that delirious and thrilling minute befoie the cpntest was 
decided , and as the fluttering signal blew out, showing the number 


jpmpsm/s. ^ 

of Ae tmwm hoM PodflMK>kvs winner of Ae race> of Al» 
geotlein^ on Ae ** HojAeqoin’s Head” dreg sprang up off the 
a^ if he wam d giigedn and^about awayto London or YoA wiA 
Aenews. 

But hi$ ehaiiln did not lift him many inches from his standingN 
place^ to which he came do^n again on the instanti causing the 
boards of the crazy old coach-ioof to crack with the weight of hni joy. 
Hurray, hurray » ^ he bawled out, “ Podasokns A tfife horse | Suppet 
ftur ten, tVheeler, my boy. A$jk you all lound of course, and damn the 
expense,” 

And the gentlemen on the carnage, the shabby swaggererf^ the 
dubious bucks, said, “ Thank >otinrcongratulatc you, Colonel ; sup with 
you with pleasure ” and whispeAd to one another, ^ The Coldbel 
stands to fifteen hundred, and he got the odds from a man, 
too ” * 

And each of the shab&y bucks and dusky dandies began to eye 
hts neighboui with suspicion, lest that neighbour, taking his advan* 
tage, shouk get the Colonel into a lonely pi ice and borrow money of 
him^ And the winner on Podasokus could not be alone during the 
whole of that afternoon, so closely did his friends watch him and each 
other. 

At another part of the course you might have seen a velncle, 
certainly more modest, if not more shabby, thin that battered coach 
whidfahad bioughs down the choice spirits from the ^^Hailequins 
HesuJ ; ” this was cab No. 2002, which had conveyed a gentleman and 
two ladies from the cab-stand in the Strand whereof one of the ladies, 
as she sate on the box of the cab enjoying with her mamma and their 
companion a repast of lobster-salad and bitter ale, looked so fresh and 
pretty that many of the splendid young dandies whb weie strolling 
about the course, and enjoying themselves at the noble diversion of 
Sticks, aUd talking to the bcautifullj .dicsscd ladies in the beautiful 
carriages on the hill, forsook these f iscinations to ha^ c a glance at the 
Smiling and losy -checked lass on the cab 'Ihc blushes of youth and 
good**humoui mantled on the giiN cheeks, and phyed o\ci that fair 
countenance like the pretty shining cloudlets on the serene sky over- 
head, the cldci lady’s cheek was red too , but that was a permanent 
mottled roue, deepening only as it leccivcd fresh draughts of pale ale 
and brandy-and-watcr, until hoj face emulated the rich shell of the 
lobster which she devoured. 

The gentleman yvho escorted these two ladies-* was most active 
Attendance upon th 6 m . here ort the couisc, as he had been dunn this 
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^t^revioos joumey. During the whole of that anlfiiULtedi and 
drive from London, his jokes had never ceased. He spoke up un- 
dauntedly to the most awful dr^yn full of the biggest and most solemn 
guardsmen; as to the humblest Sonkey-chaise in v^hict^ Bob the^ dust- 
man was driving Molly to the race. He had hred as^ishing volleys 
df tirhat is called chaff” into endless windows as he passed ; into lines 
of grinning girls’ schools; into little regiments of shouting urchins 
hurraying behind tl^ railings of their Classical sdtd Commercial 
Academies ; into casements whence smiling maid-^ervants, and nuri^s 
tossing babies, or demure old maiden ladies with dissenring counten- 
ances, were looking. And the pretty girl in the straw bonnet with pink 
ribbon, and her mamma, the devourer of lobsters, had both agreed that 
when he was in spirits ” there nothing like that Mr. Sam. He 
had crammed the cab with trophies won from the bankrtljf!it)|>roprietors 
of the Sticks hard by, and with countless pincushions, wooden apples, 
backy-boxes, Jack-in-the- boxes, and little soldiers. He had brought 
up a gipsy with a tawny child in her arms to tell the fortunes of the 
ladies : and the only cloud which momentarily obscured the sunshine 
of that happy party, was when the teller of fate informed the young 
lady that she had had reason to beware of a fair man, who was false to 
her : that she had had a bad illness, and that she would find that a dark 
man would prove true. 

» The girl looked very much abashed at this news : her mother and 
the young man interchanged signs of wonder and intelligence. Perhaps 
the conjuror had used the same words to a hundred different carriages 
on that day. 

Making his way solitary amongst the crowd and the carriages, and 
noting, according to his wont, the various circumstances and characters 
which the animated scene presented, a >oung friend of ours came 
suddenly upon cab 2002, and the little group of persons assembled on 
the outside of the vehicle. As he caught sight of the young lady on 
the box, she started and turned pale : her motlier became redder than 
ever : the heretofore gay and triumphant Mr. Sam immediately assumed 
a fierce and suspicious look, and his eyes turned savagely fromPFanny 
Bolton (whom the reader, no doubt, has recognised in the young lady 
of the cab) to Arthur Pendennis, advancing to meet her. 

Arthur, too, looked dark and suspicious on perceiving Mr. Samuel 
Huxter in company with his old acquaintances: but his suspicion wa» 
that of alarmed morality, and, 1 dare say, highly creditable to Mr. 
Arthur : like the suspicion of Mrs. Lynx, when she sees Mr. Brown 
and Mrs. Jones talking together or when she remarks Mr^. Lamb 
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twice or thrice in a handsome opera-box. There 9nay be no harm in 
the conversation of Mr. B. and Mrs. J. : and Mrs. LamVs opera-box 
(though she notoriously catf t afford 6ne) may be honestly come by : 
but yet a moralisj like Mrs. Lynx has a right to the little precautionary 
fright; and ArthUr was no doubt justified in adopting that severe 
demeanour of his. 

Fanny's heart began to patter violently: Huxter's fists, plunged 
into the pockets of his paletot, clenched themselves involuntarily, and 
armed themselves, as it were, in ambush: Mrs. Bolton began to talk 
with all her might, and with a wonderful volubility : and Lor! she was* 
so 'appy to see Mr. Pendennis, and.how well he was a lookin', and we'd 
been talkin' about Mr. P. only je9t before; hadn't wc, Fanny.? and « if 
this was the fis^jious Hepsom races that they talked so much about, 
she didn’t care, for her part, if she never saw them again. And how 
was Major Pendennis, and that kind Mr. Warrington, who brought Mr. 
P.'s great kindness to Fanny ; and sl^e never would forget it, never : 
and Mr. Warrington was so tall, he almost broke his 'cad up against 
their lodge door. You recollect Mr. Warrington a knockin' of his head 
—don't you, Fanny? 

Whilst Mrs. Bolton was so discoursing, I wonder how many thou- 
sands of thoughts passed through Fanny's mind, and what dear times, 
sad struggles, lonely griefs, and subsequent shame-faced consolations 
were recalled to her ? What pangs had the poor little thing, as she 
thought how much she had loved him, and that she loved him no 
more? There he stood, about whom she was going to die ten months 
since, dandified, supercilious, with a black crape to his white hat, and 
jet buttons in his shirt-front : and a pink in his coat, that some one 
else had probably given him ; with the tightest lavender-coloured 
gloves sewn with black : and the smallest of canes. And Mr. Huxter 
wore no gloves, and great Blucher boots, and smelt very much of 
tobacco certainly; and looked, oh, it mu^t be owned, he looked as if a 
bucket of water would do him a great deal of good ! All these thoughts, 
and a myriad of others, rushed through Fanny's mind as her mamma 
was delivering herself of her speech, and as the girl, from under her 
eyes, surveyed Pendennis — surveyed him entirely from head to foot, 
the circle on his white forehead that his hat left wben he lifted it (his 
beautiful, beautiful hair had grown again), the trinkets at his watch- 
ehain, the ring on his hand under his glove, the neat shining boot, 
so, so unlike Sam's high-low !— and after her hand had given a little 
twittering pressure to the lavender-coloured kid grasp which w^as held 
to it, and after her mother had delivered herself of her speech, all 
VOL. IL Q 
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Faany could find to say 'was,-<-“ This is Mr. Sannid Huxter iAmn 
you knew fonnerly, I believe, sir; Mr. Samuel, you know you Ibiew 
Mr. Pendennis fonnerly— and*-and, will you take a littto refresh* 
ment?” 

These little words, tremulous and unooloured as they were, yet 
were understood by Pendennis in such a manner as to take a great 
load of suspicion from off his mind — of remorse^ perhaps^ from his 
heart* The frown on the countenance of the prince of Fairoaks dis- 
appeared, and a good-natured smile and a knowing twinkle of the eyes 
illuminated his highness’s countenance. “ I am very thirsty,” he said, 
^‘and 1 will be glad to drink your health, Fanny; and I hope Mr. 
Huxter w’ill pardon me for having been very rude to him the last time 
we met* and when I was so ill and out of spirits, that indeed I scarcely 
knew what I said.” And herewith the lavender-coloured dexter kid- 
glove was handed out, in token of amity, to Huxter. 

The dirty fist in the young surgeon’s pocket was obliged to undoublc 
itself, and come out of its ambush disarmed. The poor fellow himself 
felt, as he laid it in Pen s hand, how hot his own was, and how black — 
it left black marks on Pen’s gloves; he saw them, — he would have 
liked to have clenched it again and dashed it into the other’s good- 
humoured face; and have seen, there upon that ground, with Fanny, 
with all England looking on, which was the best man —he Sam Huxter 
of Bartholomew’s, or that grinning dandy. 

Pen, with ineflablc good-humour, look a glass — he didn’t mind what 
it was— he w^as content to drink after the ladies ; and he filled it with 
frothing lukewarm bcci, which he pronounced to be delicious, and 
which he drank cordially to the healtli of the parly. 

As he was drinking and talking on in an engaging manner, a young 
lady in a shot dove-colourcd dress, with a w^hite parasol lined with 
pink, and the prettiest dove-colourcd boots that ever stepped, passed 
by Pen, leaning on the arm of a stahvart gentleman with a military 
moustache. 

The young lady clenched her little fist, and gave a mischievous 
side-look as she passed Pen. He of the mustachios burst out into a 
jolly laugh. He had taken off his hat to the ladies of cab No. 2002. 
You should have seen Fanny Bolton’s eyes watching after the dove- 
coloured young lady! Immediately Huxter perceived the direction 
which they took, they ceased looking after the dove-colourcd nymphi 
and they turned and looked into Sam Huxter’s orbs with the most 
artless good-humoured expression. 
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What a beautiful creature Fanny said. What a lovely dxess ! 
Did you remark, Mr. Sam, such litde, little hands? ” 

« It was Capting Strong/’ said Mrs. Bolton : ^ and who was the 
young woman, I wonder? ” 

A neighbour of mine in the country—Miss Amory,” Arthur said, 
— ^*‘Lady Clavering’s daughter. You’ve seen Sir Francis often in 
Shepherd’s Inn, Mrs. Bolton.” 

As he spoke, Fanny built up a perfect romance in three volumes— 
lo\’e — ^faithlessness — splendid marriage at St. George’s Hanover Square 
-broken-hearted maid — and Sam Huxter was not the hero of that* 
story — ^poor Sam, who by this time had got out an exceedingly rank 
Cuba cigar, and was smoking it under Fanny’s little nose. • 

After that tonfounded prig Pendennis joined and left the paky, the 
sun was less bright to Sam Huxter, the sky less blue — the Sticks had 
no attraction for him— the bitter beer was hot and undrinkable — the 
world was changed. He had a quanthy of peas and a tin pea-shooter 
in the pocket of the cab for amusement on the homeward route. He 
didn’t take them out, and forgot their exislcnce until some other wag,, 
on their return from the races, fired a volley into Sam’s sad face ; upon 
which salute, after a few oaths indicative of surprise, he burst into a 
savage and sardonic laugh. 

But Fanny was charming all the w^ay home. She coaxed, and 
snuggled, and smiled. She laughed pretty laughs; she admired every- 
thing; she took out the dirling little Jack-in-the-boxes, and was so 
obliged to Sam. And when they got home, and Mr. Huxter, still with 
daikness on his countenance, was taking a frigid leave of her — she 
bui&t into tears, and said he was a naughty unkind thing. 

Upon which, with a burst of emotion almost as emphatic as hers, 
the young surgeon held the girl in his arms — swore that she was an 
angel, and that he was a jealous brute ; owned that he was unworthy 
of her, and that he had no right to hate^ Pendennis ; and asked her, 
implored her, to say once moie that she — 

That she what? — The end of the question and Fanny's answer 
were pronounced by lips that were so near each other, that no 
bystander could hear the words. Mrs. Bolton only said, " Come, come, 
Mr. H. — no nonsense, if you please ; and 1 think you’ve acted like a 
WiCked wretch, and been most uncommon cruel to Fanny, that I do.” 

^Vhen Arthur left No. 2002, he went to pay his respects to the 
^'irriagc to which, and to the side of her mamma, the dove-coloured 
author of Mes Larmes had by this time returned. Indefatigable old 

Q2 
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Major Pendennis Tvas in waiting upon Lady Clavering, and had 
occupied the back seat in her carriage; the box being in possession of 
young Hopeful, under the care of Captain Strong. 

A number of dandies, and men of a certain fashion — of military 
bucks, of young rakes of the public offices, of those who may be 
styled mcn^s men rather than ladies' — ^liad come about the carriage 
during its station on the hill — and had exchanged a word or two with 
Lady Clavering, and a little talk (a little chaff” some of the most 
elegant of the men styled their conversation) with Miss Amory. They 
had offered her sportive bets, and exchanged with her all sorts of frcc- 
talk and knowing inucndocs. They poirted out to her who was on the 
course : and the “ who ” was not always the person a young lady should 
know. 

When Pen came up to Lady 'Clavering’s carriage, he had to push 
his way through a crowd of these young bucks who were paying their 
court to Miss Amory, in order to arrive near that young lady, who 
beckoned him by many pretty signals to her side. 

“ Jc I’ai vue,” she said ; “elle a dc bien beaux yeux ; vous 6tes un 
monstre ! ” 

“Why monster?” said Pen, with a laugh; “Honi soit qui mal 
y pense. My young friend, yonder, is as well protected as ^ny young 
lady in Christendom. She has her mamma on one side, her 
tendn on the other. Could any hann happen to a girl between those 
two ? ” 

“One does not know what may or may not arrive,” said Miss 
Blanche, in French, “ when a girl has the mind, and when she is 
pursued by a wicked monster like you. Figure to yourself, Colonel, 
that I come to find Monsieur, your nephew, near to a cab, by two 
ladies, and a man, oh, such a man ! and who ate lobsters, and who 
laughed, who laughed ! ” 

“ It did not strike me that the man laughed,” Pen said. “ And as 
for lobsters, 1 thought he would have liked to eat me after the lobsters. 
He shook hands with me, and griped me so, that he brusied my glove 
black and blue. He is a young surgeon. He comes from Clavering 
Don’t you remember the gilt pestle and mortar in High Street ? ” 

“ If he attends you when you are sick,” continued Miss Amory, ''he 
will kill you. He wiU serve you right ; for you arc a monster.” 

The perpetual recurrence to the word “ monster ” jarred upon Pc*'* 
“ She speaks about these matters a great deal too lightly,” he thought 
“ If I had been a monster, as she calls it, she would have received 
just the same. This is not the way in which an English lady shoul<i 
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speak or think. Laura would not speak in that way^ thank God \ ” 
and as he thought so, his own countenance fell 

Of what are you thinking ? Are you going to doudcr me at 
present?'' Blanche asked. ‘‘Major, scold your m^chant nephew. 
He does not amuse me at all. He is as bSte as Captain Cracken- 
bury." 

“ What are you saying about me, Miss Amory ? ” said the guards- 
man, with a grin. “If it’s anything good, say it in English, for 1 don’t 
understand French when it's spoke so devilish quick." 

“ It oinH anything good, Crack,” said Crackenbury’s fellow, Captain 
Clinker. “ Let’s come away, and don’t spoil sport. They say Pen- 
ilennis is sweet upon her." ; 

“ I’m told he’s a devilish clever fellow," sighed Crackenbury. 
“ Lady Violet Lebas says he’s a devilish clever fellow. He wrote a 
work, or a poem, or something ; Jftid he writes those devilish clever 
things in the — in the papers, you know. Dammy, 1 wish I was a 
clever fellow, Clinker." 

“ That’s past wishing for. Crack, my boy,” the other said. “ I can’t 
write a good book, but I think I can make a pretty good one on the 
Derby. What a flat Clavering is ! And the Begum ! 1 like that old 
Begum. She's worth ten of her daughter. How pleased the old girl 
was at wanning the lottery ! ” 

“ Clavering’s safe to pay up, ain't he ? " asked Captain Cracken- 
bury. 

“ 1 hope so,” said his friend ; and they disappeared, to enjoy them- 
selves among the Sticks. 

Before the end of the day’s amusements, many more gentlemen of 
Lady Clavering’s acquaintance came up to her carriage, and chatted 
with the party which it contained. The worthy lady was in high spirits 
and good-humour, laughing and talking according to her w^ont, and 
offering refreshments to all her friendfS, until her ample baskets and 
bottles were emptied, and her servants 'and postilions were in such a 
royal stale of excitement as servants and postilions commonly are 
upon the Derby day. 

The Major remarked that some of the visitors to the carriage 
•appeared to look with rather queer and meaning glances towards its 
owner. “ How easily she takes it ! " one man whispered to another. 
“ The Begum’s made of money," the friend replied. “ How easily she 
takes what?" thought old Pendennis. “Has anybody lost any 
money ? " Lady Clavering said she was happy in the morning because 
iiir Francis had promised her not to bet. 
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Mr« Welbore, the country neighbour of the Claverings, liras paa^lag 
the cairiage, when he was called back by the Begam, who lalliod hitn 
for wishing to cut her. Why didn’t he come before ? Why didn’t 
he come to lunch ? ” Her ladyship was in great delight, she told him 
— she told everybody, that she had won five pounds in a lottery. As 
she conveyed this piece of intelligence to him, Mr. Wdbore looked so 
particularly knowing, and withal melancholy, that a dismal apprehen- 
sion seized upon Major Pendennis. He would go and look after the 
horses and those rascals of postilions, who were so long in coming 
round.” When he came back to the carriage, his usually benign and 
smirking countenance was obscured by some sorrow. “ What is the 
matter with you now } ” the good-natured Uegum asked. The Major 
pretended a headache from the fatigue and sunshine of the day. The 
carriage wheeled off the course and look its way Londonwards, not 
the least brilliant equipage in that vast and picturesque procession. 
The tipsy drivers dashed gallantly over the turf, amidst the admiration 
of foot-passengers, the ironical cheers of the little donkey-carriages 
and spring vans, and the loud objurgations of horse-and-chaise men, 
with whom the reckless post-boys came in contact. The jolly Begum 
looked the picture of good-humour as she rcclmed on her splendid 
cushions ; the lovely Sylphidc smiled with languid elegance. Many 
an honest holiday-maker with his family wadded into a tax-cart, many 
a cheap dandy w<^rking his way home on his weary hack, admired that 
brilliant turn-out, and thought, no doubt, how happy those ‘‘swells” 
must be. Strong sat on the box still, with a lordly \ oice calling to the 
post-boys and the crowd. Master F rank had been put inside of the 
carriage and was asleep there by the side of the Major, dozing away 
tlie effects of the constant luncheon «ind uhainjiagnc of which he had 
freefy partaken. 

The Major was revolving in his mind meanwhile the news the 
receipt of which had made him so grave. “ If Sir Francis Clavering 
goes on in this way,” 1‘endennis the elder thought, “ this little tipsy 
rascal will be as bankrupt as his father and grandfather before him. 
The Hegum’b fortune can’t stand such drains upon it : no fortune can 
Stand them: she has paid his debts half-a-dozen times already. A 
few years more of the turf, and a few coups like this will ruin her.” 

“ Don’t you think we could get up races at Clavering, mamma ?" 
Miss Amory asked. “ Yes, we must have them there again. There 
were races there in the old times, the good old times. It’s a national 
amusement, you know : and we could have a Clavering ball : and 
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might Ime dances for the tenantry, and rustic sports in the pari&*-01i| 
it would be chaijning." 

“ Capital fun," said tnanuna. “ Wouldn’t it, Major ? " 

The turf is a very expensive amusement, my dear lady," Major * 
Pendennis answered, with such a rueful face, that the Begum rallied 
him, and asked laughingly whether he had lost money on the race? 

After a slumber of about an hour and a half, the heir of the house 
began to exhibit symptoms of wakefulness, stretching his youthful 
arms over the Major’s face, and kicking his sister’s knees as she sate 
opposite to him. When the amiable youth was quite restored to 
consciousness, he began a sprightly conversation. 

" I say, ma,” he said, “ IVc gone and done it this time, I have 
What have you gone and done, Franky, dear ? " asked mamma. 

“ How much is seventeen half-crowns ? Two pound and half-a* 
crown, ain’t it ? I drew liorax in our lottery, but I bought Podasokus 
and Man-milliner of Leggat minor, for two open tarts and a bottle of 
gmger-becr." 

“You little wicked gambling cicaturc, how dare you begin so 
soon ? " cried Miss Amory. 

“ Hold j^our tongue, if you please. Who ever asked your leave 
miss ? ” the brother said. “ And 1 say, ma — " 

“Well, Franky, dear?" 

“ You’ll tip me all the same, you know, when I go back — ** and 
here he broke out into a Liugh. “ 1 say, nia, shall I tell you some- 
thing ? ’’ 

The Begum expressed her desire to hear this something, and her 
son and heir continued : — 

“ When me and Strong was down at the grand stand after the 
race, and 1 was talking to Leggat minor, who was there with his 
governor, I saw pa look as savage as a bear. And I say, ma, Leggat 
minor told me that he heard his governor say that pa had lost seven 
thousand backing the favourite. I’ll never back the favourite when 
Fm of age. No, no — hang me if I do : leave me alone, Strong, will 
) ou ? " 

“Captain Strong! Captain Strong! is this true?" cried out the 
unfortunate Begum. “Has Sir Fiancis been betting again? He 
promised me he wouldn’t, lie gave me his word of honour he 
wouldn’t.” 

Strong, from his place on the box. had overheard the end of young 
Claverin^s communication, and was trying in vain to stop his uxilucky 
tongue. 



232 PENDENNIS. 

Vm afraid it’s true, ma’am,” he said, turning round. I deplore 
the loss as much as you can. He promised me as he promised you ; 
but the play is too strong for him ! he can’t refrain from it.” 

Lady Clavering at this sad news burst into a fit of tears. She 
deplored her wretched fate as the most miserable of women. She 
declared she would separate, and pay no more debts for this un- 
grateful mrn. She narrated with tearful volubility a score of stories 
only too authentic, which showed how her husband had deceived, and 
how constantly she had befriended him : and in this melancholy 
condition, whilst young Hopeful was thinking about the two guineas 
which he himself had won; and the Major revolving, in his darkened 
mind, whether certain plans which he had been forming had better 
not be abandoned ; the splendid carriage drove up at length to the 
Begum’s house in C.rosvcnor l^lace ; the idlers and boys lingering 
about the place to witness, according to public w’ont, the close of the 
Derby Day, and cheering the carriage as it drew up, and envying the 
happy folks who descended from it. 

And it’s for the son of this man that I am made a beggar!” 
Blanche said, quivering with anger, as she walked upstairs leaning on 
the Major’s arm--“for this cheat— for this black-leg— for this liar— 
for this robber of women,” 

“ Calm yourself, my dear Miss Blanche,*’ the old gentleman said ; 
** 1 pray calm yourself. You have been hardly treated, most unjustly. 
But remember that )oii ha\e always a fiicnd in me ; and trust to an 
old fellow w ho will try and scive you.” 

And the young lady, and the heir of the hopeful house of Clavering, 
having retired to their beds, the leiiuining three of the Epsom party 
remained for some time in deep consultation. 
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CHAPTER XXL 
EXPLANATIONS. 

LMOST a year, as the 
reader will perceive, 
has passed since an 
event described a few 
pages back. Arthur’s 
black coat is about to 
be exchanged for a 
blue one. His person 
has undergone other 
more pleasing and re- 
markable changes. 
His wig has been laid 
aside, and his hair, 
though somewhat thin- 
ner, has returned to 
public view. And he 
has had the honour of appearing at Court in the uniform of a Cornel 

of the Clavering troop of the shire Yeomanry Cavalry, being 

presented to the Sovereign by the Marquis of Steyne. 

This was a measure strongly and pathetically urged by Arthur’s 
uncle. The Major w'ould not hear o^ a year passing before this 
ceremony of gentlemanhood was gone through. The old gentleman 
thought that his nephew should belong to some rather more select 
Club than the Polyanthus ; and has announced everywhere in the 
World his disappointment that the young man’s property has turned 
out not by any means as well as he could have hoped, and is under 
fifteen hundred a year. 

Tliat is the amount at which Pendennis’s property is set down in 
the world — where his publishers begin tb’ respect him much more 
than formerly, an<| where even mammas are by no means uncivil to 
him. For if the pretty daughters are, naturally, to marry people of 
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very different expectations— at any rate, he will be eligible for the 
idain ones : and if the brilliant and fascinating Mira is to hook an 
Earl, poor little Beatrice, who has one shoulder higher than the other, 
must hang on to some boor through life, and why ^ould not Mr. 
Pendennis be her support ? In the very first winter after the acces- 
sion to his mother's fortune, Mrs. Hawxby in a country-house caused 
her Beatnce to learn billiards from Mr. l^cndennis, and would be 
driven by nobody but him in the pony carriage, because he was 
literary and her Beatrice was literary too, and declared that the young 
man, under the instigation of his horrid old uncle, had behaved most 
infamously in trifling with Beati ice's feelings. The truth is the old 
gentleman, who knew Mrs. Hawxby’s character, and how desperately 
that lady would practise upon unwary young men, had come to the 
country-house in question and carried Arthur out of the danger of her 
immediate claws, though not out of the reach of her tongue. The 
elder Rendennis would have had his nephew pass a part of the 
Christmas at Clavering, whither the family had returned ; but Arthur 
had not the heart for that. Clavering was too near poor old Fairoaks ; 
and that was too full of sad recollections for the young man. 

We have lost sight of the Claverings, too, until their rc-appearance 
upon the Epsom race-ground, and must give a brief account of them 
in the interval. During the past year, the world has not treated any 
member of the CJavcring family very kindly. Lady Clavering, one 
of the best-natured women that ever enjoyed a good dinner, or made 
a slip in grammar, has had her appetite and good-nature sadly tried 
by constant family grievances, and disputes such as make the efforts 
of the best French cook unpalatable, and the most delicately-stuffed 
sofa-cushion hard to lie on. “ I’d rather have a turnip, Strong, for 
dessert, than that pinc-ai)iilc, and all them Muscatel grapes, from 
Clavering,” says poor Lady Clavenng, looking at her dinner-tabic, 
and contiding her griefs to her faithful friend, “ if I could but have a 
little quiet to eat it with. Oh, how mucli happier I was when I was a 
widow, and before all this money fell in to me ' ” 

The Clavering family had indeed made a false start in life, and 
bad got neither comfort, nor position, nor thanks for the hospitalities 
which they administered, nor a return of kindness from the people 
whom they entertained. The success of their first London season 
was doubtful; and their failure afterwards notorious. Human 
patience was not great enough to put up with Sir Francis Clavering/' j 
people said. “He was too hopelessly low, dull, and disreputable > 
You could not say what, but there was a taint about the house aud 
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ltd Who was tho Begum, with her money, and without 

her h's, and where did she come from ? What an extraordinary little 
piece of conceit the daughter was, with her Gallicised graces and 
daring affectations, not fit for well-bred English girls to associate 
with ! What strange people were those they assembled round about 
them ! Sir Francis Clavering was a gambler, living notoriously in the 
society of black-legs and prodigates. Ilely Clinker, who was in 
his regiment, said that^he not only cheated at cards, but showed the 
white feather. What could Lady Rockminster have meant by taking 
her up?" After the first season, indeed, Lady Rockminster, who^had 
taken up Lady Clavering, put her down ; the great ladies would nol 
take their daughters to her parties : the young men who attended 
them behaved with the most odious freedom and scornful familiarity ; 
and poor Lady Clavering herself avowed that she was obliged to 
take what she called ^ the canal into her parlour, because the tiptops 
woukln^t come. 

She had not the slightest ill-will towards “ the canal,” the pool: 3car 
lady, or any pride about hcisclf, or idea that she was better than her 
neighbour ; but she had taken implicitly the orders which on her entry 
into the world her social godmothers had given her : she had been 
willing to know whom they knew, and ask whom they asked. The 
“ canal,” in fact, was much pleasanter than what is called “ society ; " 
but, as we said before, that to leave a mistress is easy, while, on the 
contrary, to be left by her is cruel ; so you may give up society with- 
out any great pang, or anything but a sensatiop of relief at the part- 
ing ; but severe are the mortifications and pains you have if society 
gives up you. 

One young man of fashion we have mentioned, who at least it 
might have been expected would have been found faithful amongst the 
fiiithless, and Harry Foker, Esq. was indeed that young man. But he 
had not managed matters with prudeilcc ; and the unhappy passion 
at first confided to Pen, became notorious and ridiculous to the town, 
was carried to the ears of his weak and fond mother, a.*d finally 
brought under the cognisance of the bald-headed and inflexible Foker 
!»enior. 

When Mr. Foke^ learned this disagreeable news, there took place 
between him and* his son a violent and painful scene which ended in 
the poor little gentleman’s banishment from England for a year, with 
A positive order to return at the expiration of tliat time and complete 
bis marriage with his cdtisin ; or to retina into private life and three 
hundi'ed a ye^ altogether, and never see parent or brewery moie» 
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Mr. Henry Foker went away then, carrying with him that grief and 
care which passes free at the strictest Custom-houses, and which pro- 
verbially accompanies the exile, and with this crape over his eyes, even 
the Parisian Boulevard looked melancholy to him, and the sky of Italy 
black. 

To Sir Francis Clavering that year was a most unfortunate one. 
The events described in the last chapter came to complete the ruin of 
tile year. It was that year of grace in which, as our sporting readers 
may remember, Lord IlarrowhilPs horse (he was a classical young 
nobleman, and named his stud out of the Iliad) — when Podasokus won 
the Derby,” to the dismay of the knowing ones, who pronounced the 
winning horse’s name in various extraordinary ways, and who backed 
Borax, who was nowhere in the race. Sir Francis Clavering, who was 
intimate wMth some of the most rascally characters of the turf, and, of 
course, had valuable “ information,” had laid heavy odds against the 
winning horse, and backed the favourite freely, and the result of his 
dealings was, as his son correctly stated to poor Lady Clavering, a loss 
of seven thousand pounds. 

Indeed, it was a cruel blow upon the lady, who had discharged her 
husband’s debts many times o\cr : wlio had received as many times 
his oaths and promises of amendment; who had paid his money- 
lenders and horse-dealers ; who had furnished his tow n and country 
houses, and who was called upon now instantly to meet this enormous 
sum, the penalty of her cowaidly husband’s extravagance. 

It has been described in former pages how the elder Pendennis 
had become the adviser of the Clavering family, and, in his quality of 
intimate friend of the house, had gone o\cr c\cry room of it, and even 
seen that ugly closet which wc all of us liavc, and in which, according 
to the proverb, the family skeleton is locked up. About the Baronet’s 
pecuniary matters, if the Major did not know, it was because Clavering 
himself did nut know them, and hid them from himself and others in 
such a hopeless entanglement of lies, that it was impossible for adviser 
or attorney or principal to get an accurate knowledge of his affairs. 
But, concerning Lady Clavering, the Major was much better informed ; 
and when the unlucky mishap of the ** Derby ” arose, iie took upon 
himself to become completely and thoroughly acquainted with all her 
means, whatsoever they were ; and was now" acculratcly informed of 
the vast and repeated sacrifices which the widow Arttory had made in 
behalf of her present husband. * 

He did not conceal, — and he had won no small favour from Miss 
Blanche by avowing it, — his opinion, that Lady Clavering's daughter 
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had been hardly treated at the expense of her son, by her second 
marriage : and in his conversations with Lady Clavering had fairly 
hinted that he thought Mfss Blanche ought to have a better provision. 
We have said that he had already given the widow to understand that 
he knew all the particulars of her early and unfortunate history, 
having been in India at the time when— when the painful circum- 
stances occurred which had ended in her parting from her first 
husband. He could tell her where to find the Calcutta newspaper 
which contained the account of Amory s trial, and he showed, and 
the Begum was not a little grateful to him for his forbearance^ hoji-, 
being aware all along of this mishap which had befallen her, he had 
kept all knowledge of it to himself, and been constantly the friend oi 
her family. 

“ Interested motives, my dear Lady Clavering, he said, of course 
I may have had. Wc all have interested motives, and mine, I don^t 
conceal from you, was to make a marriage between my nephew and 
your daughter.” To which Lady Clavering, perhaps with some 
surprise that the Major should choose her family for a union with his 
own, said she was quite willing to consent. 

But frankly he said, My dear lady, my boy has but five hundred 
a year, and a wife wnth ten thousand pounds to her fortune would 
scarcely better him. We could do better for liim than that, permit 
me to say ; and he is a shrewd cautious young fellow who has sown 
his wild oats now — who has very good parts and plenty of ambition 
— and whose object in marrying is to better himself. If you and 
Sir Francis chose — and Sir Francis, take my word for it, will refuse 
you nothing — you could put Arthur in a way to advance very con- 
siderably in the world, and show the stuff which be has in him. Of 
what use is that seat in Parliament to Clavering, who scarcely ever 
shows his face in the House, or speaks a w'ord there ? Fni told by 
gentlemen who heard my boy at Oxbfjdge, that he was famous as an 
orator, begad ! — and once put his fdot into the stirrup and mount 
him, Pve no doubt he won’t be the last of the field, ma’am. Tve 
tested the chap, and know him pretty well, I think. He is much too 
lazy, and cirfeless, and flighty a fellow', to make a jog-trot journey, 
and arrive, as your lawyers do, at the end of their lives ! but give 
him a start and good friends, and an opportunity, and take my word 
for it, he’ll make himself a name that his sons shall be proud o£ I 
don’t see any way flqr a fellow like him to fiarvemr, but by making 
a prudent marriage — not with a beggarly heiress — to sit down for life 
upon a miserable fifteen hundred a year— but with somebody whom 
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he can help, and who can help him forward in thd and wKotn 
he can give a good name and a st^ion in the country, begad, in 
return for the advantages which she brings him. It wotM be better 
for you to have a distinguished son-in-law, than to keep your husband 
on in Parliament, who’s of no good to himself or to anybody else 
there, and that’s, I say, why IVe been interested about you, and offer 
you what I think a good bargain for both.” 

“ You know I look upon Arthur as one of the family almost now,” 
said the good-natured Begum ; he conics and goes when he likes ; 
and the more I think of his dear mother, the more I see there’s few 
people so good — none so good to me. And I’m sure I cried when I 
heard of her death, and would have gone into mourning for her 
myself, only black don’t become me. And 1 know who his mother 
wanted him to marry — Laura, I mean — whom old Lady Kockminster 
has taken such a fancy to, and no wonder. She’s a better girl than 
my girl. I know both. And my Betsy— Blanche, I mean — ain’t been 
a comfort to me, Major. It’s Laura Pen ought to marry.” 

“ Marry on five hundred a year ! My dear good soul, you are 
mad ! ” Major Pendennis said. “ Think over what I have said to 
you. Do nothing in your affairs with that unhappy husband of yours 
without consulting me ; and remember that old Pendennis is always 
your friend.” 

For some time previous, Pen’s uncle had held similar language to 
Miss Amory. He had pointed out to her the convenience of the 
match which he had at heart, and was bound to say, that mutual 
convenience was of all things the very best in the world to marry 
upon — the only thing. “ Look at your love-marriages, my dear young 
creature. The love-match people are the most notorious of all for 
quarrelling afterwards ; and a girl who runs away with Jack to Gretna 
Green, constantly runs away with Tom to Switzerland afterwards. 
The great point in marriage is for people to agree to be useful to one 
another. The lady brings the means, and the gentleman avails him- 
self of them. My boy’s wife brings the horse, and begad Pen goes in 
and wins the plate. That’s what I call a sensible union. A couple 
like that have something to talk to each other about when they come 
together. If you had Cupid himself to talk to — if Blanche and Pen 
were Cupid and Psyche, begad — they’d begin to yawn after a few 
evenings, if they had nothing but sentiment to speak on.*’* 

As for Miss Amory, she was contented enough with Pen as long 
as there was nobody better. And how many other young ladies are 
like her.^ — and how many love-marriages carry on well to the last?— 
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and how many sentimental firms de not finish in bankruptcy 
how many heroic passions don’t dwiiidle down into despicable indifiel*- 
cnce, or end in shameful defeat? 

These views of life and philosophy the Major was constantly, ac- 
cording to his cuslotn, inculcating on Pen, whose mind was such that 
he could see the right on both sides of many questions, and, compre- 
hending the sentimental life which was quite out of the reach of the honest 
Major's intelligence, could understand the practical life too, and ac- 
commodate himself, or think he could accommodate himself, to it. So 
it came to pass that during the spring succeeding his mother’s death 
he was a good deal under the influence of his uncle’s advice, and 
domesticated in Lady Clavering's house ; and in a measure was Ac- 
cepted by Miss Amory without being a suitor, and was received with- 
out being engaged, Tlie young people were extremely familiar, without 
being particularly sentimental, and met and paited with each other in 
perfect good-humour. “And I,” tliouglit Pendennis, “am the fellow 
who eight years ago had a grand passion, and last year was raging in 
a fever about Briseis ! ” 

Yes, it was the same Pendennis, and lime had brought to him, as 
to the rest of us, its ordinary consequences, consolations, developments. 
\\’e alter very little. When we talk of this man or that woman being 
no longer the same person whom we remember in youth, and remark 
(of course to deplore) chtanges in our friends, we don't, perhaps, calcu- 
late that circumstance only brings out tlie latent defect or quality, and 
does not create it. The selfish Unguor and indifference of to-day's 
possession is the consequence of the selfish ardour of yesterday’s 
pursuit : the scorn and weariness which cries ^rnnitas vanitatufn is but 
the lassitude of the sick appetite palled 'with pleasure : the insolence 
of the successful fianfcnu is only the necessary continuance of the 
career of the needy strugglcr : our mental changes are like our grey 
hairs or our wrinkles — but the fulfilmenf of the jdan of mortal growth 
and decay ; that which is snow-white now was glossy black once ; that 
'\hich is sluggish obesity to-day was boisterous rosy health a few years 
hack; that calm weariness, benevolent, resigned, and disappointed, 
'vas ambition, fierce and violent, but a few ycais since, and has only 
settled into submissive repose after many a battle and defeat. Lucky^ 
he who can b€ar his failure so generously, and give up his broken 
s^^orcl to Fate the Conqueror with a manly and humble heart! Are 
}<>u not awe-stricken, you, friendly reader, who, taking the page up for 
a moment's light reading, lay it down, perchance, for a graver reflection. 
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— ^to think how you^ who have consummated your success or your 
, disaster, may be holding marked sution, or a l^ppeless and nameless 
^place, in the crowd— who have passed through how many struggles of 
defeat, success, crime, remorse, to yourself only known! — ^who may 
have loved and grown cold, wept and laughed again, how often ! — ^to 
think how you are the same Vou^ whom in childhood you remember, 
before the voyage of life began? It lias been prosperous, and you are 
riding into port, the people huzzaing and the guns saluting, — and the 
lucky captain bows from the ship’s side, and there is a care under the 
star on his breast ^hich nobody knows of: or you arc wrecked, and 
lashed, hopeless, to a solitary spar out at sea the sinking man and 
the successful one aic thinking each about home, very likely, and 
remembering the time when they w'cre children ; alone on the hopeless 
spar, drowning out of sight ; alone in the midst of the crowd applaud- 
ing you. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

CONVERSATIONS. 

UR good-natured Begum ^vas 
at fii bt so much enraged at this 
last instance of her husband’s 
duplicity and folly, that she re- 
fused to give Sir Francis Qavcr- 
ing any aid m order to meet 
his debts of honour, and de- 
clared that she would separate 
from him, and leave him to the 
( on sequences of his incorrigible 
\icakness and waste. After 
that fatal day’s transactions at 
the Derby, the unlucky gambler 
was in such a condition of mind 
that he was disposed to avoid 
everybody; alike his turf-asso- 
ciatcs with whom he had made 
debts which he trembled lest 
he should not have the means 
of paying, and his wife, his long-suffcnng banker, on whom he reason- 
ably doubted whether he should be allovied any longer to draw. When 
Lady Clavermg asked the next morning whether Sir Francis was in 
the house, she received answer that he had not returned that night, 
but had sent a messenger to his valet, ordering him to forward clothes 
and letters by the bearer. Strong knew that he should have a visit or 
a message from him in the course of that or the subsequent day, and 
accordingly got a note beseeching him to call upon his distracted friend 
^ C. at Shores Hotel, Blackfriars, and ask for Mr. Francis there. 
1 * 01 the Baronet was a gentleman of that peculiarity of mind that he 
'vould rather tell a lie than not, and always began a contest with fortune 
running away and hiding himself. The Boots of Mr. Short’s 
vou II. R 
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estabifshment, who caxried Clavering’s message to Grosvenor Place^ 
and brought back his carpet-bag, was instantly aware who was the 
owner of the bag, and he imparted his information to the footman who 
was laying the breakfast-table, who carried down the news to the 
servants’ hall, who took it to Mrs. Bonner, my lady’s housekeeper and 
confidential maid, who carried it to my lady. And thus every single 
person in the Grosvenor Place establishment knew that Sir Francis 
was in hiding, under the name of Francis, at an inn in tUh Blackfriars 
Road. And Sir Francis’s coachman told the news to other gentlemen’s 
coachmen, who carried it to their masters, and to the neighbouring 
Tattersall’s, where very gloomy anticipations were formed that Sir 
Francis Clavering was about to make a lour in the Levant. 

In the course of that day the number of letters addressed to Sir 
Francis Clavering, Bart., which found their way to his hall table, was 
quite remarkable. The French cook sent in his account to my lady; 
the tradesmen who supplied her ladyship’s table, and Messrs. Finer 
and Gimcrack, the mercers and ornamental dealers, and Madame 
Crinoline, the eminent milliner, also forwarded their little bills to her 
ladyship, in company with Miss Amory’s private, and by no means 
inconsiderable, account at each establishment. 

In the afternoon of the day after the Derby, when Strong (after a 
colloquy with his principal at Short’s Hotel, whom he found crying 
and drinking Curaqoa) called to transact business according to his 
custom at Grosvenor Place, he found all these suspicious documents 
ranged in the Baronet’s study ; and began to open them and examine 
them with a rueful countenance. 

Mrs, Bonner, my lady’s maid and housekeeper, came down upon 
him w'hilst engaged in this occupation. Mrs. Bonner, a part of the 
family and as necessary to her mistress as the Chevalier was to Sir 
Francis, was of course on Lady Clavering’s side in the dispute between 
her and her husband, and as by duty bound even more angry than her 
ladyship herself. 

She won’t pay, if she takes my advice,” M rs. Bonner said. " You’ll 
please to go back to Sir Francis, Captain — and he lurking about in a 
low public-house and don’t dare to face his wife like a man ! — and say 
that wc won’t pay his debts no longer. We made a man of him, we 
took him out of gaol (and other folks too perhaps), weVe paid his debts 
over and over again — ^we set him up in Parliament axra gave him a 
house in town and countr>% and where he don’t dare show his face, the 
shabby sneak ! We’ve given him the horse he rides and the dinner he 
eats and the very clothes he has on his back; and wc will give him n' 
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snore. Onr fortune, such as is left of it, is left to ourselves* and 
won't waste any more of it on this ungrateful man. Well give him 
enough to live upon and* leave him, that's what well do; and that's 
what you may tell him from Susan Bonner." 

Susan Bonner’s mistress hearing of Strong's arrival sent for him at 
this juncture, and the Chevalier went up to her ladyship not without 
hopes that he should find her more tractable than her factotum 
Mrs. Bonne# Many a time before had he pleaded his client’s cause 
with Lady Clavering and caused her good-nature to relent. He tried 
again once more. He painted in dismal colours the situation in 
which he found Sir Francis : and would not answer for any 
consequences which might ensue if he could not find means of medting 
his engagements. 

“ Kill hisself," laughed Mrs. Bonner, " kill hisself, will he ? Dying's 
the best thing he could do.” Strong vowed that he had found him 
with the razors on the table ; but at this, in her turn. Lady Clavering 
laughed bitterly. “Hell do himself no harm, as long as there’s a 
shilling left of which he can rob a poor woman. His life’s quite safe, 
Captain : you may depend upon that. Ah ! it was a bad day that 
ever I set eyes on him." 

“ He's worse than the first man,” cried out my lady’s aide-de* 
camp. “He was a man, he was — a wild devil, but he had the 
courage of a man — whereas this fellow— what’s the use of my lady 
paying his bills, and selling her diamonds, and forgiving him ? He’ll 
be as bad again next year. The very next chance he has hell be 
a cheating of her, and robbing of lier ; and her money will go to keep 
a pack of rogues and swindlers — I don’t mean you, Captain— you’ve 
l)een a good friend to us enough, bating we wish we'd never set eyes 
on you." 

The Chevalier saw from the words which Mrs. Bonner had let slip 
regarding the diamonds, that the kiii^ Begum was disposed to relent 
once more at least, and that there werib hopes still for his principal. 

“ Upon my word, ma’am,” he s.iid, with a real feeling ot sympathy 
for Lady Clavering’s troubles, and admiration for her untiring good- 
nature, and with a show of enthusiasm which advanced not a little his 
graceless patron’s cause — “anything you say against Clavering, m 
Mrs. Bonner here cries out against me, is no better than we deserve* 
both of us, fl&id it was an unlucky day for you when you saw either 
He has behaved cruelly to you : anti if you were not the most 
generous and forgiving woman in the u oriel, 1 know there would be 
no chance for him. But you can’t let the father of your son be a 

R 2 
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^disgraced man, and send little Frank into the world with such a stain 
upon him. Tie him down ; bind him by any promises you like : 1 
vouch for him that he will subscribe them.^’ 

" And break ’em,” said Mrs. Bonner. 

“ And keep ’em this time,” cried out Strong. " He must keep 
them. If you could have seen how he wept, ma’am ! * Oh, Strong,’ 
he said to me, ^ it’s not for myself 1 feel now : it’s for m^rboy — it’s for 
the best woman in England, whom I have treated bas^ — 1 know 1 
have.’ He didn’t intend to bet upon this race, ma’am— indeed he 
didn’t. He was cheated into it : all the ring was taken in. He 
thought he might make the bet quite safely, without ^he least risk. 
And it will be a lesson to him for ail his life long. To see a man cry 
— Oh, it’s dreadful.” 

“ He don’t think much of making my dear Missus cry,” said Mrs. 
Bonner — poor dear soul ! — look if he docs, Captain.” 

*‘If you’ve the soul of a man. Clavering,” Strong said to his 
principal, when he recounted this scene to him, “you’ll keep your 
promise this time : and, so help me Heaven ! if you break word with 
her. I’ll turn against you and tell all.” 

“What all?” cried Mr. Francis, to whom his ambassador brought 
the news back at Short’s Hotel, where Strong found the Baronet 
crying and drinking Cura(;oa. 

Psha ! Do you suppose I am a fool ? ” burst out Strong. ** Do 
you suppose I could have lived so long in the world, Frank Clavering, 
without having my eyes about me ? You know 1 have but to speak 
and you are a beggar to-morrow. And I am not the only man who 
knows your secret.” 

Who else does ? ” gasped Clavering. 

“ Old Pendennis does, or I am very much mistaken. He recog- 
nised the man the first night he saw him, when he came drunk into 
your house.” 

“He knows it, does he?” shrieked out Clavering. “Damn him 
— kill him.” 

“You’d like to kill us all, wouldn’t you, old boy?” said Strong, 
with a sneer, puffing his cigar. 

The Baronet dashed his weak hand against his forehead ; perhaps 
the other had interpreted his wish rightly. “ Oh, Strong ! ” he cried, 

“if I dared, I’d put an end to myself, for Fm the d est miserable 

dog in all England. It’s that that makes me so wild and reckless. It’s 
that which makes me take to drink ” (and he drank, with a trembling 
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hand, a bumper of his fortifier— the Curagoa), "and to live about with 

these thieves. I know they're thieves, every one of 'em, d d 

thieves. And— and how can I help it?— and I didn't know it, you 
know — and, by Gad, I'm innocent — and until I saw the d— d 
scoundrel first, I knew no more about it than the dead— and HI fly, 
and ril go abroad out of the reach of the confounded hells, and 111 
bury myself in a forest, by Gad ! and hang myself up to a tree— and, oh 
—I'm the most miserable beggar in all Engird ! " And so with mom 
tears, shrieks, and curses, the impotent wretch vented his grief and 
deplored his unhappy fate; and, in the midst of groans and despair 
and blasphemy, vowed his miserable repentance. * 

The honoured proverb which declares that to be an ill wind which 
blows good to nobody, was verified in the case of Sir Francis Clavering, 
and another of the occupants of Mr. Strong’s chambers in Shepherd's 
Inn. The man was "good," by a lucky hap, with whom Colonel 
Altamont made his bet; and on the settling day of the Derby — as 
Captain Clinker, who was appointed to settle Sir Francis Clavering’s 
book for him (for Lady Clavering, by the advice of Major Pendennis, 
would not allow the Baronet to liquidate his own money transactions), 
paid over the notes to the Baronet's many creditors— Colonel Altamont 
had the satisfaction of receiving the odds of thirty to one in fifties, which 
he had taken against the winning horse of the day. 

Numbers of the Colonel’s friends were present on the occasion to 
congratulate him on his luck — all Altarnonl’s own set and the gents 
who met in the private parlour of the convivial Wheeler, my host of 
the " Harlequin's Head,” came to witness their comrade’s good fortune, 
and would have liked, with a generous sympathy for success, to share 
in it. " Now was the time," Tom Diver had suggested to the Colonel, 
“to have up the specie ship that was sunk in the Gulf of Mexico, with 
the three hundred and eighty thousand dollars on board, besides bars 
and doubloons." " The Trcdyddlums were very low — to be bought for 
an old song— never was such an opp{)rtunity for buying shares," Mr. 
Keightley insinuated; and Jack Holt pressed forward 5 *s tobacco- 
smuggling scheme, the audacity of which pleased the Colonel more 
than any other of the speculations proposed to him. Then of the 
“Harlequin's Head” boys: there was Jack Rackstraw, who knew of 
pair of horses which the Colonel must buy; Tom Fleet, whose 
satirical paper, "The Styell,” wanted but two hundred pounds of 
capital to be worth a thousand a year to any man — " with such a 
power and influence, Colonel, you rogue, and the entrie of all the green- 
rooms in London,” Tom urged ; whilst little Moss Abrams entreated 
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Colond not to listen to these absurd fellow^ with their humbugging 
'^peculations, but to invest his money in some good bills which Moss 
could get for him, and which would xetum him fifty per cent as safe 
as the Bank of England. 

Each and all of these worthies came round the Colonel with their 
various blandishments ; but he had courage enough to resist them, and 
to button up his notes in the pocket of his coat, and go home to Strong, 
and sport’’ the outer door of the chambers. Honest Strong had 
given his fellow-lodger good advice about all his acquaintances ; and 
though, when pressed, he did not mind frankly taking twenty pounds 
himself out of the Colonel’s winnings. Strong was a great deal too 
upright to let others cheat him. 

He was not a bad fellow when in good fortune, this Altamont. He 
ordered a smart livery for Grady, and made poor old Costigan shed 
tears of quickly dried gratitude by giving him a five-pound note after 
a snug dinner at tlie Back Kitchen, and he bought a green shawl for 
Mrs. Bolton, and a yellow one for Fanny : the most brilliant “ sacrifices ’* 
of a Regent-Street haberdasher’s window. And a short time after this, 
upon her birth-day, which happened in the month of June, Miss Amory 
received from “a friend ” a parcel containing an enormous brass-inlaid 
writing-desk, in which there was a set of amethysts, the most hideous 
eyes ever looked upon, — a musical snuff-box, and two Keepsakes of 
the year before last, and accompanied with a couple of gown-pieces of 
the most astounding colours, the receipt of Avhich goods made the 
Sylphide laugh and wonder immodcratch*. Now it is a fact that 
Colonel Altamont had made a purchase of cigars and French silks from 
some duffers in Fleet Street about this period ; and he was found by 
Strong in the open Auction-Room in Chcapsidc, having invested some 
moQcy in two desks, several pairs of richly-plated candlesticks, a 
dinner <5pergne, and a bagatelle-board. The dinner dpergne remained 
at chambers, and figured at the banquets there, which the Colonel 
gave pretty freely. It seemed beautiful in his eyes, until Jack Holt said 
it looked as if it had been taken in a bill.” And Jack Holt certainly 
knew. 

The dinners were pretty frequent at chambers, and Sir Francis 
Clavering condescended to partake of them constantly. His own 
house was shut up : the successor of Mirobolant, who had sent in his 
bills so prematurely, was dismissed by the indignant Lady Clavering ! 
the luxuriance of the establishment was greatly pruned and reduced. 
One of the large footmen was cashiered, upon which the other gave 
warning, not liking to serve without his mate, or in a family where 
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ony one footman was kep’. General and severe economical lefbm^* 
were practised by the Hegum in her whole household, in consequenc^ 
of the extravagance of which her graceless husband had been guilty. 
The Major was her ladyship’s friend ; Strong on the part of poor 
Clavering; her ladyship’s lawyer, and the honest Begum herself, 
executed these reforms with promptitude and severity. After paying 
the Baronet^s debts, the settlement of which occasioned considerable 
public scandal, and caused the Baronet to sink even lower in the 
world’s estimation than he had been before, Lady Clavering quitted 
London for Tunbridge Wells in high dudgeon, refusing to s^e her 
reprobate husband, whom nobody pitied. Clavering remained in 
London patiently, by no means anxious to meet his wife’s just indigna* 
tion, and sneaked in and out of the House of Commons, whence he 
and Captain Raff and Mr. Marker would go to have a game at billiards 
and a cigar : or showed in the spgrting public-houses ; or he might be 
seen lurking about Lincoln’s Inn and his lawyers’, where the principals 
kept him for hours waiting, and the clerks winked at each other, as 
he sate in their office. No wonder that he relished the dinners at 
Shepherd’s Inn, and was perfectly resigned there; resigned? he was 
so happy nowhere else ; he was wretched amongst his equals, who 
scorned him- but here he was the chief guest at the table, where they 
continually addressed him with ‘‘Yes, Sir Francis,” and **No, Sir 
Fiancis wherje he told his wretched jokes, and where he quavered 
his dreary little French song, after Strong had sung his jovial chorus, 
and honest Costigan had piped his Irish ditties. Such a jolly manage 
as Strong’s, with Grady’s Irish stew, and the Chevalier’s brew of punch 
after dinner, would have been welcome to many a better man than 
C'lavering, the solitude of whose great house at home frightened him, 
where he was attended only by the old woman who kept the house, 
and his valet who sneered at him. 

“ Yes, dammit,” said he, to his friends in Shepherd’s Inn. “ That 
fellow of mine, I must turn him away, cjily I owe him two years’ wages, . 
curse him, and can’t ask my lady. He brings me my cold of a 
morning, with a dem’d leaden tea-spoon, and he says my lady’s sent 
all the plate to the banker’s because it ain’t safe. — Now ain’t it hard 
that she won’t trust me with a single tea-spoon ; ain’t it ungentleman- 
like, Altamont ? You know my lady’s of low birth — that is — 1 b^ 

> our pardon — ^hem — that is, it’s most cruel of her not to show mote 
confidence in me. And the very servants begin to laugh— 4he dam 
i>coundrels ! I’ll bieak every bone in their great hulking bodies, corse 
I vdlL— They don’t answer my bell ; and — and my man was at 
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Vauxhall last night with one of my dress shirts and my velvet waist- 
ItfeLt on,-->l know it was mine— the confounded impudent blackguard 
— and he went on dancing before my eyes, confound him ! Tm sure 
he’ll live to be hanged— he deserves to be hanged— all those infernal 
rascals^ of valets.’’ 

He was very kind to Altamont now : he listened to the Colonel’s 
• loud stories when Altamont described how— when he was working his 
way home once from New ZcaLand, where he had been on a whaling 
expedition — he and his comrades had been obliged to shirk on board 
at night, to escape from their wives, by Jove — and how the poor devils 
put out in their canoes when they saw the ship under sail, and paddled 
madly after her : how he had been lost in the bush once for three ‘ 
months in New South Wales, when he was there once on a trading 
speculation : how he had seen Boney at Saint Helena, and been pre- 
sented to him with the rest of the officers of the Indiaman of which he 
was a mate — to all these talcs (and over his cups Altamont told many 
of them ; and it must be owned, lied and bragged a great deal) Sir 
Francis now listened with great attention ; making a point of drink- 
ing wine with Altamont at dinner, and of treating him with every 
distinction. 

Leave him alone, I know what he’s a-coming to,” Altamont said, 
laughing to Strong, who remonstrated with him, and leave me alone : 
I know what I’m a-tclling, very well. I was officer on board an India- 
man, so I was : I traded to New South Wales, so I did, in a ship of 
my own, and lost her. I became officer to the Nawaub, so I did ; 
only me and my royal master have liad a difference. Strong — that’s it. 
Who’s the better or the worse for what I tell ?— or knows anything 
about me ? The other chap is dead —shot in the bush, and his body 
reckognised at Sydney. If I thought anybody would split, do you 
think I wouldn’t wring his ncck.^* I’ve done as good before now, 
Strong — I told you how I did for the overseer before I took leave — 
but in fair fight I mean — in fair fight ; or, raythcr, he had the best of 
it. He had his gun and bay ’net, and I had only an axe. Fifty of ’em 

saw it — ay, and cheered me when I did it — and I’d do it again, 

him, wouldn’t 1 I ain’t afraid of anybody ; and I’d have the life of 
the man who split upon me. Tliat’s my maxim, and pass me the 
liquor— You wouldn’t turn on a man. I know you. You’re an honest 
feller, and will stand by a feller, and have looked death in the face like 
a man. But as for that lily-livered sneak — that poor lyin’ swindlin’ 
cringin’ cur of a Clavering — who stands in my shoes— stands in my 
shoes, hang him ! I’ll make him pull my boots off and clean ’em, I 
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will Ha, ha ! ” Here l^e burst out into a ¥rild laugh, at which Stroa» 
got up and put away the brandy-bottle. The other still laughed gow 
humouredly. ^ You^re ri^t, old boy,” he said ; you always keep your 
head cool, you do— and when I begin to talk too much— I say, when 
1 begin to pitch, I authorise you, and order you, and command you, to 
put away the brandy-bottle.” 

The event for which, with cynical enjoyment, Altamont had been 
on the look-out, came very speedily. One day, Strong being &hsc^ 
upon an errand for his principal. Sir Francis made his appearance in 
the chambers, and found the envoy of the Nawaub alone. He abused 
the world in general for being heartless and unkind to him : he atu^cJd 
his wife for being ungenerous to him: he abused Strong for being un- 
grateful — hundreds of pounds had he given Ned Strong— been ’his 
friend for life and kept him out of gaol, by Jove, — and now Ned was 
taking her ladyship’s side against Jiim and abetting her in her infernal 
unkind treatment of him. TheyVe entered into a conspiracy to keep 
me penniless, Altamont,” the Baronet said : they don’t give me as 
much pocket-money as Frank has at school.” 

“ Why don’t you go down to Richmond and borrow of him, Claver- 
ing ? ” Altamont broke out with a savage laugh. “ He wouldn’t sec 
lus poor old beggar of a father without pocket-money, would he ? ” 

“I tell you, r\c been obliged to humiliate myself cruelly,” Claver- 
ing said. “ Look here, sir — ^look here, at these pawn-tickets ! Fancy 
a Member of Parliament and an old English Baronet, by Gad I obliged 
to put a drawing-room clock and a Buhl inkstand up the spout ; and 
a gold duck’s head paper-holder, that T dare say cost my wife five 
pound, for which they’d only give me fifteen-and-six ! Oh, it's a 
humiliating thing, sir, poverty to a.man of my habits ; and it’s made 

me shed tears, sir, — tears ; and that d d valet of mine — curse him, 

I wish he was hanged ! — has had the confounded impudence to threaten 
to tell my lady ; as if the things in my own house weren't my own, to 
sell or to keep, or to fling out of wiifdow if I choose — by Gad ! the 
confounded scoundrel.” 

“Cry a little; don’t mind cryin’ before me— it’ll relieve you, 
Clavering,” the* other said. “Why, I say, old feller, what a happy 
feller I once thought you, and what a miserable son of a gun you really 
are !” 

“ It’s a shame that they treat me so, ain’t it?” Clavering went on, 
““for though ordinarily silent and apathetic, about his own griefs the 
Baronet could whine for an hour at a time. “ And— and, by Gad, sir, 

I haven’t got the money to pay the very cab that’s waiting for me at 
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fhedoor; and the pcnieifes^ that< m thm 

teed I don’t like td ask her for any more: and I 'asked that d^md old 
Costigan, the confounded old penniless Irish miscreant, and he.faadn’t 
got a shillin’, the beggar; and Campion’s out of town, or dse he’d do 
a little bill for me, 1 know he would.” 

“ 1 thought you swore on your honour to your wife that you 
wouldn’t put your name to paper,” said Mr. Altamont, puffing at his 
cSgar. 

Why does she leave me without pocket-money then ? Damme, 
I must have money,” cried out the Baronet. “ Oh, Am — y Oh, Alta- 
mont, Tm the most miserable beggar alive.” 

You’d like a chap to lend you a twenty-pound note, wouldn’t you 
now ? ” the other asked. 

" If you would, I’d be grateful to you for ever— for ever, my dearest 
friend,” cried Clavering. 

“ How much would you give ? Will you give a fifty-pound bill, at 
six months, for half down and half in plate ? asked Altamont. 

“ Yes, I would, so help me — , and pay it on the day,” screamed 
Clavering. I'll make it payable at my banker l' : I’ll do an3rthing 
you like.” 

“ Well, I was only chaffing you. I’ll you twenty pound,” 

“ You said a pony,” interposed Clavering ; “ my dear fellow, you 
said a pony, and I’ll be eternally obliged to you ; and I’ll not take it 
as a gift— only as a loan, and pay you back in six months. I take my 
oath I will.” 

“Well — well— there’s the money, Sir Francis Clavering. I ain’t 
a bad fellow. When I’ve money m my pocket, dammy, I spend it 
like a man. Here's five-and- twenty for you. Don't be losing it at the 
hells now. Don’t be making a fool of yourself, (^o down to Claver- 
ing Park, and it’ll keep you ever so long. You needn’t ’ave butchers’ 
meat : there’s pigs, I dare say, on the premises : and you can shoot 
rabbits for dinner, you know, every day till the game comes in. 
Besides, the neighbours will ask you about to dinner, you know, 
sometimes : for you art a Baronet, though you have outrun the con- 
stable. And you've got this comfort, that I'm off your shoulders for 
a good bit to come- p’raps this two years— if 1 don’t play ; and I 
don't intend to touch the confounded black and red : and by that time 
my lady, as you call her — Jimmy, I used to say — will have come round 
again ; and you’ll be ready for me, you know, and come down hand- 
somely to yours truly.” 

At this juncture of their conversation Strong returned, nor did 
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the Barone^ care mudi about {Moloegiag the talk, having got th^ 
money ; and he made his way tom Shepherd’s Inn, and went home 
and bulbed his servant in a manner so unusually brisk and inseleiii« 



that the man concluded his master must have pawned som^ more of 
the house furniture, or, at any lalc, have come into possession of some 
ready money. 

“ And yet I've looked over the house, Morgan, and I don’t think 
he has took any more of the things,” Sir Fiancis’s valet said to 
Major Pendennis’s man, as they met at their Club soon after. ‘‘ My 
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lady locked up a’most all the bejev^tary afore she went away^ aad he 
couldn’t take away the picters and looking-glasses in a cab ; and he 
wouldn’t spout the fenders and hre-irons— 'he ain’t so bad as that. 
But he’s got money somehow. He’s so darn’d imperent when he 
have. A few nights ago 1 sor him at Vauxhall, where 1 was a polkin 
with Lady Hemly Babewood’s gals — a wery pleasant room that is, 
and an uncommon good lot in it, hall except the ’ousekeeper, and 
she’s methodisticle — I was a polkin — you’re too old a cove to polk, 
Mr. Moigan — and ’ere’s your ’ealth— and I ’appened to ’ave on some 
of Clavering’s abbcrdashcry^ and he sor it too : and he didn’t dare so 
much as speak a word.” 

“ How about the house in St. John’s Wood ?” Mr. Morgan asked. 

** Execution in it.— Sold up hevery thing : ponies, and pianna, and 
brougham, and all. Mrs. Montague Rivers hoff to Boulogne,— non 
est inwentus, Mr. Moigan. It’s my belief she put the execution in 
herself : and was tired of him.” 

“ Play much ? ” asked Morgan. 

“ Not since the smash. When your Governor, and the la\vyers, 
and my lady and him had that tremenduous scene : he went down 
on his knees, my lady told Mrs. Bonner, as told me,— and swpar as 
he never more would touch a card or a dice, or put his name to a 
bit of paper ; and my lady was a goin’ to give him the notes down to 
pay his liabilities after the race : only your Governor said, (which he 
wrote it on a piece of paper, and passed it across the table^ to the 
lawyer and my lady,) that some one else had better book up for him, 
for he’d have kep’ some of the money. He’s a sly old cove, your 
Gov’nor.” 

The expression of “ old cove,” thus flippantly applied by the younger 
gentleman to himself and his master, displeased Mr. Morgan exceed* 
ingly. On the first occasion, when Mr. Lightfoot used the obnoxious 
expression, his comrade’s anger was only indicated by a silent frown ; 
but on the second oflfence, Morgan, who was smoking his cigar elegantly, 
and holding it on the tip of his penknife, withdrew the cigar from his 
lips, and took his young friend to task. 

Don’t call Major Pendennis an old cove, if you’ll ’ave the good- 
ness, Lightfoot, and don't call me an old cove, nether. Such words 
ain’t used in society ; and we have lived in the fust society, both at 
’ome and foring. We’ve been intimate with the fust statesmen of 
Europe. When we go abroad we dine with Prince Mettemich and 
Louy Philup reg’lar. We go here to the best houses, the lip tops, 1 
tell you. We ride with Lord John and the noble Whycount at the 
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edd of Forixig Afiairs. Wc dine with the Hearl of Burgravc, and are 
consulted by the Marquis of Stcyne in everythink. We ought to know 
a thing or two, Mr. Lightfoot You're a young man ; Vm an oldcove, 
as you say, WeVe both seen the world, and we both know that it 
ain't money, nor bein’ a Baronet, nor ’avin’ a town and country ’ouse, 
nor a paltry five or six thousand a year.” 

« It’s ten, Mr. Morgan,” cried Mr. Lightfoot, with great animation. 

"It maj^ have been, sir,” Morgan said, with calm severity ; “ it may 
have been, Mr. Lightfoot, but it ain’t six now, nor five, sir. It’s been 
doosedly dipped and cut into, sir, by the confounded extravygance 
of your master, with his helbow shakin’, and his bill discountin’, and 
his cottage in the Regency Park, and his many wickednesses. H«’s 
a bad un, Mr. Lightfoot, — a bad lot, sir, and that you know. 
And it ain’t money, sir, — not such money as that, at any rate, come 
from a Calcuttar attorney, and J dussay vrung out of the pore 
starving blacks — that will give a pjisson position in society, as you 
know very well. WeVe no money, but we go everywhere; there’s 
not a housekeeper’s room, sir, in this town of any consiquince, 
where James Morgan ain’t welcome. And it was me who got you 
into this Club, Lightfoot, as you very well know, though I am an old 
cove, and they would have blackballed > ou without me as sure as your 
name is Frederic.” 

" I know they would, Mr. Morgan,” said the other, with much ‘ 
humility. 

"Well, then, don’t call mean old cove, sir. It ain’t gentleman- 
like, Frederic Lightfoot, winch 1 knew you when you was a cab-boy, 
and when your father was in trouble, and got you the place you have 
now when the Frenchman went away. And if you think, sir, that 
because you’re making up to Mrs. Bonner, who may have saved her 
two thousand pound — and I daresay she has in five-and-twenty years, 
as she have lived confidential maid to’ Lady Clavering — yet, sir, you 
must remember who put you into that 'service, and who knows what 
you were before, sir, and it don’t become you, Frederic Lightfoot, to 
call me an old cove.” 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Morgan — I can’t do more than make an 
apology — ^will you have a glass, sir, and let me drink your ’calth ?” 

“You know I don’t take sperrits, Lightfoot,” replied Morgan, 
appeased. ** And so you and Mrs. Bonner is going to put up together 
arc you ? " 

“She’s old, but two thousand pound's a good bit, you see, Mr. 
Morgan, And wc’ll get the ‘ Clavering Arms’ for a very little ; and 
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thatll be no bad thing when the railroad runs through Clavediig, 
And when we are there, I hope you’ll come and see us, Mr. Morgan.’^ 
** It’s a stoopid place, and no society,” said Mr. Morgan. " I know 
it wdl. In Mrs. Pendennis’s time we used to go down reglar, and the 
hair refreshed me after the London racket” 

“The railroad will improve Mr. Arthur’s property,” remarked 
Lightfoot. “ What’s about the figure of it, should you say, sir ? ” 

“ Under fifteen hundred, sir,” answered Morgan ; at which the 
other, who knew the extent of poor Arthur’s acres, thrust his tongue in 
his cheek, but remained wisely silent. 

“Is his man any good, Mr. Morgan ?” Lightfoot resumed. 

“ Pidgeon ain’t used to society as yet ; but he’s young and has good 
talents, and has read a good deal, and 1 dessay he will do very well,” 
replied Morgan. “ He wouldn’t quite do for this kind of thing, Light- 
foot, for he ain’t seen the world yet.” 

When the pint of sherry for which Mr. Lightfoot called, upon 
Mr. Morgan’s announcement that he declined to drink spirits, had 
been discussed by the two gentlemen, who held the wine up to the 
light, and smacked their lips, and winked iheir eyes at it, and rallied 
the landlord as to the vintage, in the most approved manner of con- 
noisseurs, Morgan’s ruffled equanimity was quite restored, and he was 
prepared to treat his young friend with perfect good-humour. 

“ What d’you think about Miss Amory, Lightfoot — tell us in confi- 
dence, now— Do you think we should do well — you understand — if we 
make Miss A. into Mrs. A. P., comprendy vans ? ” 

“ She and her ma’s always quarrelin’,” said Mr. Lightfoot. 
^‘Bonner is more than a match for the old lady, and treats Sir Francis 
like — like this year spill, which I fling into the grate. But she daren’t 
say a word to Miss Amory. No more dare none of us. When a 
visitor comes in, she smiles and languishes, you’d think that butter 
wouldn’t melt in her mouth ; and the minute he is gone, very likely, 
she flares up like a little demon, and says things fit to send you wild. 
If Mr. Arthur comes, it's ‘ Do lei’s sing that there delightful song ! ’ or 
‘Come and wTite me them pooty verses in this halbum !’ and very 
likely she’s been a rilin’ her mother, or sticking pins into her maid, a 
minute before. She do stick pins into her and pinch her. Mary 
Hann showed me one of her arms quite black and blue ; and I recklect 
Mrs. Bonner, who’s as jealous of me as a old cat, boxed her ears for 
showing me. And then you should sec IMiss at luncheon, when there’s 
nobody but the family. She makes b’lcavc she never heats, and ntjf*. 
you should only jest see her. She has Mary Ilann to bring her up 
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pltiiiiK:iU6es and crean&s into her bed-room ; and the coolds the oidy 
man in the house she’s oivil ta Bonner says, how, the second season 
in London, Mr. Soppington was a ’goin to propose for her, and actially 
came one day, and sor her fling a book into the Are, and scold her 
mother so, that he went down softly by the back droring-room door, 
which he came in by ; and next thing we heard of him was, he was 
married to Miss Rider. Oh, she’s a devil, that little Blanche, and 
that’s my candig apinium, Mr. Morgan.” 

"Apinion, not apinium, Lightfoot, my good fellow,” Mr. Morgan 
said, with parental kindness ; and then asked of his own bosom, with 
a sigh, why the deuce does my Governor want Master Arthur to marry 
such a girl as this ? And the of the two gentlemen wasjbroken 

up by the entry of other gentlemen, members of the Club — ^^vhen 
fashionable town-talk, politics, cribbage, and other amusements ensued, 
and the conversation became general. 

The Gentleman’s Club was held in the parlour of the Wheel of 
Fortune” public-house, in a snug little by-lane, leading out of one of 
the great stifeets of May Fair, and frequented by some of the most 
select gentlemen about town. Their masters’ aflairs, debts, intrigues, 
adventures ; their ladies’ good and bad qualities and quarrels with 
their husbands ; all the family secrets were here discussed with 
perfect freedom and confidence : and here, when about to enter into 
a new situation, a gentleman was enabled to get every requisite 
information regarding the family of which he proposed to become a 
member. Liveries, it may be imagined, were excluded from this 
select precinct ; and the powdered heads of the largest metropolitan 
footmen might bow down in vain entreating admission into the 
(ientleman’s Club. These outcast giants in plush took their beer in 
an outer apartment of the Wheel of Fortune,” and could no more get 
an entry into the Club room than a Pall Mall tradesman or a Lincoln’s 
Inn attorney could get admission into Ba>s's or Spratt’s. And it 
is because the conversation which we have been penniited to over- 
hear here, in some measure explains the characters and bearings of 
our story, that we have ventured ^o introduce the reader into a society 
5*0 exclusive. 
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CHAPTER XXIIL 

THE WAY OF IHL WORLD. 

SHORT time after the piece of 
good fortune which befel Colo- 
nel Altamont at Epsom, that 
gentleman put into execution 
Ins projected foreign tour, and 
the chronicler of the polite 
woild who goes down to London 
]>nd^c for the purpose of taking 
Icivc of the people of fashion 
who quit this country, an- 
nounced ♦hat among the com- 
pany on board the “Soho” to 
Antwerp last Saturday, were 
‘ Sir Robert, Lady, and the 
Misses Hodge , Mr Serjeant 
Kewsy, and Mrs and Miss 
Kewsy , Colonel Altamont, 
Major Coddy,” &c. The 
Colonel travelled in state, and as became a gentleman he appeared 
in a rich travelling costume, he diank brandy-and-water freely 
during the passage, and was not sick, as some of the other passengers 
were, and he was attended by his body servant, the faithful Irish 
legionai} who had been for some tunc m waiting upon himself and 
C iptain Strong in their chambcis of Shepherd’s Inn 

The Chevalier partook of a copious dinner at Blackwall with his 
departing fnend the Colonel, and one or two others, who drank many 
healths to Altamont at that liberal gentleman’s expense. “ Strong, old 
boy,” the Chevalier’s worthy chum said, “ if you want a little moneb 
now’s your time. I’m your man You’re a good feller, and have been 
a good ftller to me, and a twenty pound note more or less will makt 
no odds to me.” But Strong said, No, he didn’t want any money ) ho 
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uras ftuah^^aHo flusk-^that is» not flush enough to pay you hlBtk^ 
your last loan, Altamont, but quite able to cany on flir some time te 
coiiie’'-<^-aad so, with a not uncordial greeting between theoiy the two 
parted. Had the possession of money really made Altamont moio 
honest and amiable than he had hitherto been, or only caused bun to 
seem more amiable in Strong’s eyes ? Perhaps he redly was better ; 
and money improved him. Perhaps it was the beauty of wealth 
Strong saw and respected. But he argued within himself, " This poor 
devil, this unlucky outcast of a returned convict, is ten times as good a 
fellow as my friend Sir Francis Clavering, Bart. He has pluck and 
honesty in his way. He will stick to a friend and face an enemy. 
The other never had courage to do either. And what is *it that has 
put the poor devil under a cloud ? He was only a little wild, and 
signed his father-in-law’s name. Many a man has done worse, and 
come to no wrong, and holds his head up. Clavering does. No, he 
don’t hold his head up : he never did in his best days." And Strong, 
perhaps, repented him of the falsehood which he had told to the free- 
handed Colonhl, that he was not in want of money ; but it was a 
falsehood on the side of honesty, and the Chevalier could not bring 
down his stomach to boriow a second time from his outlawed friend. 
Besides, he could get on. Clavering had promised him som^ not 
that Clavering’s promises were much to be believed, but the (fllRalier 
was of a hopeful turn, and trusted in many chances of catching his 
patron, and waylaying some of those stray remittances and supplies, 
in the procuring of which for his principal lay Mr. Strong’s chief 
business* 

He had grumbled about Altamont’s companionship in the 
Shepherd’s Inn chambers ; but he found those lodgings more glum 
now without his partner than with him. The solitary life was not 
agreeable to his social soul : and he had got into extravagant and 
luxurious habits, too, having a servant at his command to run his 
errands, lo arrange his toilettes, and to cook his meal. It was rather 
a grand and touching sight now to see the portly and handsome gen- 
tleman painting his own boots, and broiling his own mutton chop. 
It has been before stated that the Chevalier had a wife, a Spanish 
lady of Vittoria, who had gone back to her friends, after a few 
months’ union with the Captain, whose head she broke with a dish. 
He began to think whether he should not go back and see his 
Juanita. The Chevalier was growing melancholy after the departure of 
ills friend the Colonel : or, to use his own picturesque expression, was 
''down on his luck.” These moments of depression and intervals of 
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From Clavering no supplies were to be had for some time. The 
five-and-twenty pounds, or "pony,” which the exemplary Baronet ha<l 
received from Mr. Altamont, had fled out of Claverin^s keeping as 
swiftly as many previous ponies. He had been down the river ivith a 
choice party of sporting gents, who dodged the police and landed ia 
Essex, where they put up Billy Bluck to fight Dick the cabman, whom’ 
the Baronet backed, and who had it all his own way for thirteen rounds, 
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ali«^)Wiiqrtaic^StfDi«,”Sir Fiaaos "the betting was duee te 
ont on tlitt ca^nnan, 'knd I thought mysdf as sure of thirty jpoimds, as 
if I had It m hiy pocket And dammy» 1 owe my man JUghtfoot four- 
teen pound now which he’s lent and paid for mei and he duns toe— 
the confounded impudent blackguard and 1 wish to Heaven 1 knew 
any way getting a biU done, or of screwing a httle out of my lady I 
111 give you half, Ned, upon my soul and honour, I’ll give you half if 
you can get anybody to do us a little fifty ” 

But Ned said sternly that he had given his word of honour, as a 
gentleman, that he would be no party to an;^ future bill-sransactions 
m which her husband might engage (who had given his word of 
honour too), and the Chevalier said that he, at least, would, keep his 
^ord, and would black his own boots all his life rather than break 
his promise. And what is more, he vowed he would advise Lady 
Clavenng that Sir Francis was about to brcik his faith towards her, 
upon the very first hint which he could get lh«it such was Clavenng’s 
intention 

Upon this information Sir Francis Clavenng, according to hts 
custom, cried and cursed \ery volubly He spoke of death as^u only 
resource. He besought and implored his dear Strong, his befl|Plend, 
his dear old Ned, not to throw him over and when he quitted his 
dearest Ned, as he went down the staiis of Shepherd’s Inn, swore and 
blasphemed at Ned as the most infernal \illam, and traitor, and black- 
guard, and coward unaer the sun, and wished Ned was m his grave, 
and in a worse place, onl> he would like the confounded ruffian to live, 
until Frank Clavenng had had his revenge out of him. 

In Strongs chambers the Baronet met a gentleman whose visits 
were now, as it has been shown, ver> fiequent in Shepherds Inn, Mr, 
Samuel Huxter, of Clavenng lhat young fellow, who had poached* 
the walnuts m Clavenng Park in his >outh, and had seen the Baronet 
(Inve through the street at home with four horses, and piance up to 
church with powdered footmenj had an immense respect for his 
Member, and a prodigious delight m miking his acquaintance He 
introduced himself, with much blushing and trepidation, as a Clavenng 
man — son of Mr Huxter, of the market-place— father attended Sir 
Irancis’s keeper, Coxwood, when his gun burst and took off three 
fingers -proud to make Sir Francis s acquaintance. All of whiclx 
intioduction Sir Francis received affably And honest Huxter talked 
about Sir Francis to the chaps at Bartholomew’s, and told Fanny, in 
the lodge, that, after all, there was nothing like a thorough bred un, a 
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Fanny re|died» that she thought Sir Francis was an ojous creature*^ 
she didn’t know why — ^but she couldn’t abear him — she was sure he 
was wicked, and low, and mean-^she knew he was ; and when Sam to 
t!bis Replied that Sir Francis was very affable, and had borrowed half a 
sov* of him quite kindly, Fanny burst into a laugh, pulled Sam’s long 
hair (which was not yet of irreproachable cleanliness), patted his chin, 
and called him a stoopid, stoopid, old foolish stoopid, and said that 
Sir Francis was always borrering money of everybody, and that Mar 
had actially refused him twice, and had had to wait three months to 
get seven shillings which he had borrered of ’er. 

"Don’t say ’cr but her, borrer but borrow, actially but actually, 
Fanny,” Mr. Huxter replied —not to a fault in her argument, but to 
grammatical errors in her statement. 

"Well then, her, and borrow, and hactually — there then, you 
stoopid,” said the other; and the scholar made such a pretty face that 
the grammar-master was quickly appeased, and would have willingly 
given her a hundred more lessons on the spot, at the price which he 
look for that one. 

(^course Mis. Bolton was by, and I suppose that Fanny and 
Mr. fli were on exceedingly familiar and confidential terms by this 
time, and that time had brought to the former certain consolations, 
and soothed certain regrets, which are deucedly bitter when they 
occur, but which are, no more than tooth-pulling, or any other pang, 
ctemaL 

As you sit, surrounded by respect and affection ; happy, honoured, 
and flattered in your old age ; >our fl)ibles gently indulged ; your least 
words kindly cherished, your garrulous old stories received for the 
hundrecUh time with dutiful forbearance, and never-failing hypocritical 
smiles ; the women of your house constant in their flatteries ; the young 
men hushed and attentive when you begin to speak ; the servants awe- 
stricken ; the tenants cap in hand, and ready to' act in the place of 
your worship’s horses when your honour takes a drive — it has often 
struck you, O thoughtful Dives ! that this respect, and these glories, 
are for the main part transferred, with your fee simple, to your suo 
cesftor— that the servants will bow, and the tenants shout, for^your son 
as for you ; that the butler will fetch him the wine (improved by a littk 
keeping) that’s now in your cellar ; and that, when your night is come, 
and the light of your life is gone down, as sure as the morning rises 
after you and without you, the sun of prosperity and fla^ery shines on 
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your Mr. Men come and baak in the halo of consols and acres tM 
beams roond about him: the reverence is transferred TVlth the estate; 
of which, with all its advantages, pleasures, respect, and good-wiO, he 
in turn becomes the life>tenant How long do you wish or expect that 
your people will regret you? How much time does a man devote >t0 
grief before be begins to enjoy? A great man must keep his heir at 
his feast like a living memento mon\ If he holds very much by life, 
the presence of the other must be a constant sting and warning. 
“Make ready to go,” says the successor to your honour; “I am 
waiting : and I could hold it as well as you.” 

What has this reference to the possible reader, to do jvith any of 
the characters of this history? Do we wish to apologise for Pea 
because he has got a white hat, and because his mourning for his 
mother is fainter? All the lapse of years, all the career of fortune, all 
the events of life, however strongly they may move or eagerly excite 
him, never can remove that sainted image from his heart, or banish 
that blessed love from its sanctuary. Jf he yields to wrong, the dear 
eyes will look sadly upon him' when he dares to meet them ; if he docs 
well, endures pain, or conquers temptation, the ever-present love uiU 
greet him, he knows, with approval and pity ; if he falls, plead for him ; 
if he suffers, cheer him ; — be with him and accompany him always 
until death is past, and sorrow and sin are no more. Is und mere 
dreaming, or, on the part of an idle story-teller, useless moralising? 
May not the man of the world take his moment, too, to be grave and 
thoughtful ? Ask of your own licai ts and memories, brother and sister, 
if we do not live in the dead ; and (to speak reverently) prove God by 
love? 

Of these matters Penand Wairington often spoke in many a solemn 
and friendly converse in after days; and Pendennis*s mother was 
worshipped in his memory, and canonised there, as such a saint ought 
to be. Lucky he in life who knows a few such women! A kind 
provision of Heaven it was that ^ent us such ; and gave us to admire 
that touching and wonderful spectacle of innocence, and love, and 
beauty, * 

But as it is certain that if, in the course of these sentimental con- 
versations, any outer stranger, Major Pcndennis for instance, had 
walked into Pen^s chambers, Arthur and Warrington would have 
stopped their talk, and chosen another subject, and discoursed about 
the Opera, or the last debate in Parliament, or Miss Jones’s marriage 
with Captain Smith, or what not,— so, let us imagine that the public 
steps in at this juncture, and stops the confidential udk between 
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with Wbkh iloth aane ceitaialv better .acciuaiiiteid Ibui wiiSi 
oiber offetirslbo wUqli we have jtast been peepuf^ 
r On eom^ into bie property, Arthur Peiid^tiiiftiitSriit«o^^ 
hbu^ with n modesty and equanimity which obtained his friend 
Wfur^figton’a praises, t^ugh Arthur's uncle was a little ineliaed^ to 
qushntl with his nephew’s meanness of spirit, for not assuming gr^s^ 
state and pretensions now that he had entered on the ei^yment of 
his kingdom. He would have had Arthur installed in handsome 
quarters, and riding on showy park hacks, or in well-built cabriolets, 
every day. " 1 am too absent,*' Arthur said with a laugh, ** to drive 
a cab in London ; the omnibuses would cut me in two, or 1 should 
send my horse's head into the ladies' carriage windows; and you 
wouldn’t have me driven about by my servant like an apothecary, 
uncle?” No, Major Pendennis would on no account have bis 
nephew appear like an apothecary ; the august representative of the 
house of Pendennis must not so demean himself. And when Arthm, 
pursuing his banter, said, " And yet, I dare say, sir, my lather was 
proud enough when he first set up his gig,” the old Major hemmed 
and ha'd, and his wrinkled face reddened with a blush as he answered, 
You know what Buonaparte said, sir, ‘7/ faut laver son Huge sak en 
famine There is no need, sir, for you to brag that your father was 
a — a medical man. He came of a most ancient but fallen house, 
and was obliged to reconstruct the family fortunes, as many a man of 
good family has done before him. You arc like the fellow in Sterne, 
sir — ^the Marquis who came to demand his sword again. Your father 
got back yours for you. You arc a man of landed estate, by Gad, sir, 
and a gentleman — never forget you arc a gentleman.” 

Then Arthur slily turned on his uncle the argument which he had 
heard the old gentleman often use regarding himself. “In the society 
which I have the honour of frequenting through your introduction, 
who cares to ask about my paltry means or my humble gentility, 
uncle?” he a^ked. “It would be absurd of me to attempt to compete 
with the great folks ; and all that they can ask from us is, that we 
should have a decent address and good manners.” 

“ But for all that, sir, I should belong to a better Club or two,” 
the uncle answered : “ I should give an occasional dinner, and select 
my society well ; and I should come out of that horrible garret in the 
Temple, sir,” And so Arthur compromised, by descending to the second 
floor in Lamb Court : Warrington still occupying his old quatter% 
and the two friends being determined not to part one from the other* 
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of«^da.ysa««v»Ml hour much weatortibe gnt^iof yowpmn tend 
aftaor It bate been aMcea about in twenty yean’ cominem whb Ow 
and has sq^teeced and dropped a thousand equally candew 
palnia! As you can seldom &shJon your tongue to speak ^ new 
language after t¥renty, the heart refuses to receive friendship y ttty 
soon : it gets too hard to yield to the impressknu 

So Pen had many acquaintances, and being of a jovial and easy 
turn, got more daily: but no friend like Warrington; and the two 
men continued to live almost as much in common as the Knights o£ 
the Temple, riding upon one horse (for Pen’s was at Warringtonls 
seivice), and having their chambers and their servitor in common, 

Mr. Warrington had made the acquaintance of Pen’s friends of 
Grosvenor Place during their last unlucky season in London, and 
had expressed himself no better satisfied with Sir Francis and Lady 
Clavering and her ladyship’s daughter than was the public in general 
"The world is right,” George said, “about those people. The 
young men laugh and talk freely before those ladies, and about them. 
The girl secs people whom she has no right to know, and talks to 
men with whom no girl should have an intimacy. Did you see those 
two reprobates leaning over Lady Clavering’s carriage in the Park 
the other day, and leering under Miss Blanche's bonnet? No good 
mother would let her daughter know those men, or admit them within 
her doors.” 

“ The Begum is the most innocent and good-natured soul alive,” 
interposed Pen. “She never hcatd any harm of Captain Blackball 
or read that trial in which Charley Lovelace figures. Do you suppose 
that honest ladies read and lemember the Chronique Scandaleuse as 
well as you, you old grumbler ?” 

“Would you like Laura Bell to know those fellows?” Warrington 
asked, his face turning rather red. “ Would you let any woman yott 
loved be contaminated by their Company? 1 have no doubt that the 
poor Begum is ignorant of their histories. It seems to me she is 
ignorant of a great number of better thmgs. It seems to me that 
your honest Begum is not a lady, Pen, It is not her fault, doubtless, 
that she has not had the education or learned the refinements of n 
lad>.” 

" She is as mof al as Lady Portsea, who has all the world at her baSi 
and as refined as Mrs. Bull, who breaks the king’s English, and haa 
balf-a-dosen dukes at her table,” Pen answewd, rather auUdly; Wlqr 
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should you and 1 be more squeamish dian the tested the leofld? Whj^ 
axe we to visit the sins of her fathers on this harmless kind creature? 
Shemever did anything but kindness to you or any mortal Soul, As far 
as she knows, she does her best She does not set up to be more 
than she is. She gives you the best dinners she can buy, and the best 
company she can get. She pays the debts of that scamp of a husband 
of hers. She spoils her boy like the most virtuous mother in England* 
Her opinion about literary matters, to be sure, is not worth much; and 
I daresay she never read a line of Wordsworth, or heard of Tennyson 
in her life.” 

''No more has Mrs. Flanagan the laundress,” growled out Fen’s 
Mentor ; " no more has lletty the housemaid ; and I have no word of 
blame against them. But a high-souled man doesn’t make friends of 
these. A gentleman doesn’t choose these for his companions, or 
bitterly rues it afterwards if he da Are you, who are setting up to 
be a man of the world and a philosopher, to tell me that the aim of 
life is to guttle three courses and dine off silver? Do you dare to own 
to yourself that your ambition in life is good claret, and that you’ll dine 
with any, provided you get a stalled ox to feed on ? You call me a 
Cynic— why, what a monstrous Cynicism it is, which you and the rest 
of you men of the world admit. I’d rather live upon raw turnips and 
sleep in a hollow tree, or turn backwoodsman or savage, than degrade 
myself to this civilisation, .and own that a French cook ivas the thing in 
life best worth living for.” 

“ Because you like a raw beef-steak and a pipe afterwards,” broke 
out Pen, " you give yourself airs of superiority over people whose tastes 
are more dainty, and arc not ashamed of the world they live in. Who 
goes about professing particular admiration, or esteem, or friendship, 
or gratitude even, for the people one meets every day? If A. asks me 
to his house, and gives me his best, 1 take his good things for what 
they are worth and no more. I do not profess to pay him back in 
friendship, but in the conventional money of society. When we part, 
wc part without any grief. When we meet, we are tolerably glad to 
see one another. If 1 were only to live with my friends, your black 
muz?le, old (George, is the only face I should see.” 

" You arc your uncle's pupil,” said Warrington, rather sadly; "and 
you speak like a worl^ing.” 

, •'And why not?” asked Pendennis; “why not acknowledge the 
woild I stand upon, and submit to the conditions of the society which 
wc live in and live by? 1 am older than you, George, in spite of youf 
grizzled whiskers, and have seen much more of the world than you have 



in your gurret htgt, shut up with your books and your iiemles Ondi your 
ideas of oiie*imd*iWenty« I say^ I take the world as it is^andbeiugof 
It, will not be adbkmed of it. If the time is out of joint, have 1 any 
caUiog or stiength to set it right? ” 

** Indeed, I don^t think you have much of cither,** growled Pen^ 
interlocutor. 

“If I doubt whether I am better than my neighbour,** Arthur 
continued, — ** if 1 concede that I am no better, — I also doubt whether 
he IS better than I. 1 see men who begin with ideas of universal 
reform, and who, before their beards are grown, propound their loud 
plans for the regeneration of mankind, give up their schemes after a 
few years of bootless talking and vainglorious attempts to.lead their 
fellows ; and after they have found that men will no longer hear them, 
as indeed they never were m the least worthy to be heard, sink quietly 
into the rank and file,— acknowledging their aims impracticaUe, or 
thankful that they ^ ere never put into piactice. The fiercest reformers 
grow calm, and are fain to put up with things as they are: the 
loudest Radical orators become dumb, quiescent placemen * the most 
fervent Liberals, when out of power, become humdrum Conservatives, 
or downright tyrants or despots m office. Look at Thiers, look at 
Guizot, in opposition and in place * Look at the Whigs appealing to 
the country, and the Whigs m power* W^ould you say that the 
conduct of these men is an act of treason, as the Radicals bawl, — 
who would give way in their turn, were their turn ever to come? 
No, only that they submit to ciicumstances which are stronger than 
they,— march as the world marches towards reform, but at the world*s 
pace, (and the movements of the vast body of mankind must needs be 
slow,) — forego this scheme as impracticable, on account of opposition, 
— that as immature, because against the Sense of the majority, — arc 
forced to calculate drawbacks and difficulties, as well as to think of 
reforms and advances,— and compelled finally to submit, and to wait, 
and to compromise." ^ 

“ The Right Honourable Arthur Pendennis could not speak better, 
or be more satisfied with himself, if he was First Lord of the Treasury 
and Chancellor of the Exchequer," Warrington said. 

“Self-satisfied? Why self*satishcd^" continued Pen. "It seems 
to me that my scepticism is more respectful and more modest ihgn 
the revolutionary ardour of other folks. Many a patriot of eighte6l|i, 
*nany a Spoutmg-Club orator, would turn the Bishops out of the 
House of Lords to-morrow, and throw the Lords out after the Bishops, 
and throw the throne into the Thames after the Peers and the Bench. 
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destroy thorn? A cdlege tutOTi or w nohlomaa^si toady^ whoff^wa 
one fine day as my right reverend lord^ in a silk apsoo end n shigpral- 
hat^ and assumes benedictory airs over me* 13 stUl the same num* we 
remember at Oxbridge, when he was truckling to the tufts, and bullying 
the poor undergraduates in the lecture-room. An hereditary legitletor, 
who passes his time with jockeys and black-legs and hallet-gfirls, cmd 
who is called to rule over me and his other betters because his grande 
father made a lucky speculation in the funds, or found a coal or tin 
mine on his property, or because his stupid ancestor happened to be 
in oomtnand of ten thousand men as brave as himself, who overcame 
twelve thousand Frenchmen, or fifty thousand Indians-— such a man, 1 
say^ inspires me with no more respect than the bitterest democrat can 
feel towards him. But, such as he is, he is a part of the old society to 
which we belong : and 1 submit to his lordship with acquiescence; 'and 
he takes his pkice above the best of us at all dinner parties, and there 
bides his time. I don’t want to chop his head off with a guillotine^ or 
to fiing mud at him in the streets. When they call such a man a 
disgracp to his order; and $uch another, who is good and gentle, 
refined and generous, who employs his great means in promoting every 
kindhess and charity, and art and grace of life, in the kindest and most 
gracious manner, an ornament to his rank — the question as to the use 
and propriety of the order is not in the least affected one way or other, 

' There it is, extant among us, a part of our habits, the creed of many of 
us, the growth of centuries, the symbol of a most complicated tradition 
—there stand my lord the bishop and my lord the hereditary legislator 
— what the French call tramactiofis both of them,— representing in 
their present shape mail-clad barons and double-sworded chiefs, (from 
whom their lordships the hereditarics,for the most part,^irV descend,) 

‘ and priests, professing to hold an absolute truth and a divinely intio^ 
rited power, the which truth absolute our ancestors burned at the stake, 
and denied there ; the which divine transmissible power still exists m 
print — to be believed, or not, pretty much at choice ; and of these, I 
say, I acquiesce that they exist, and no more. If you say that 
schemes, devised before printing was known, or steam was bom; when 
thought was an infant, scared and whipped ; and truth under its guar^ 
disns was gagged, and swathed, and blindfolded, and not allowed to 
lift its voice, or to look out, or to walk under the sun ; befcire men were' 
permitted to meet, or to trade, or to speak with each other—^if any one 
says (as some faithful souls do) that these schemes are for ever, 
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wcMiU iMe ^olMtioti forOiesettasr 1 would ask it for myown^^uiows 
and if I would rather they had a decent and natmel 

than an iimpi and violent death." 

« You would have sacrificed to Jove," Warrington 8aid» ^*^had fou 
lived in the time of the Christian persecutions" ^ 

^ Perhaps I would," said Pen, with some sadness. " Perhaps I am 
a coward, — ^perhaps my faith is unsteady; but this is my own reserve. 
What 1 argue here is, tliat 1 will not persecute. Make a fiuth or a 
dogma absolute, and persecution becomes a logical consequence; and 
Dominic bums a Jew, or Calvin an Arian, or Nero a Clifistian, or 
Elizabeth or Mary a Papist or Protestant ; or their father both or eitto, 
according to his humour ; and acting without any pangs of remorse,*^ 
but on the contrary, witli strict notions of duty fulfilled. Make dogma 
absolute, and to inflict or to suffer death becomes easy and necessary; 
and Mahomet’s soldiers shouting ^ Paradise! Paradise 1 ’ and dying on 
the Christian spears, are not more or less piaiseworthy than the same 
men slaughtering a townfull of Jews, or cutting off the heads of all 
prisoners who would not acknowledge that there was but one Igophet 
of God." 

" A little while since, young one," Warrington said, who had been 
listening to his friend’s confessions neither without sympathy nor scorn, 
for his mood led him to indulge in both, you asked me why 1 re- 
mained out of the strife of the world, and looked on at the great labour 
of my neighbour without taking any part in the struggle ? Why, what 
a mere dikUanU you own yourself to be, in this confession of general 
scepticism, and what a listless spectator yourself ! You are six*and- 
twenty years old, and as blas^ as a rake of sixty. You neither hope 
much, nor care much, nor believe much. You doubt about other men 
as much as about yourself. Were it made of such pococuranU as you, 
the woild would be intolerable ; hnd I had rather live in a wilderness 
of monkeys, and listen to their chatter, than in a comiAOiy of men who 
denied everything.” 

" Were the world composed of Saint Bernards or Saint DominicSi 
It would be equally odious," said Pen, “ and at the end of a few score 
>ears would cease to exist altogether. Would you have every man 
with his head shaved, and every woman in a cloister, — carrying out tp 
the full the ascetic principle } Would you have conventicle hympe 
twanging from every lane in every city in the world ? Would you have 
all the birds of the forest sing one note and fly with one feather f You 
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eaQ me a sceptic because I acknowledge wbat is; and in acknowkdg* 
ing tha^ be it linnet or lark^ or priest or parson s be it» I me^ any 
sin^ one of the infinite varieties df the creatures of Ged (atese very 
name I would be understood to pronounce with reveibnce, and never 
to i^pproich but with distant awe), I say that the study and acknow- 
ledl^ent of that variety amongst men especially increases our respect 
and wonder for the Creator, Commander, and Ordainer of all these 
minds, so different and yet so united, — meeting in a common adora- 
tion, and offering up, each according to his degree and means of 
approaching the Divine centre, his acknowledgment of praise and 
worship, each singing (to recur to the bird simile) his natural song,” 
And so, Arthur, the hymn of a saint, or the ode of a poet, or the 
chant of a Newgate thief, are all pretty much the same in your philo- 
sophy,” said Geoige. 

“ Even that sneer could be answered were it to the point,” Pen* 
dennis replied ; but it is not ; and it could be replied to you, that 
even to the wretched outcry of the thief on the tree, the wisest and the 
best of all teachers we know of, the untiring Comforter and Consoler, 
promised a pitiful hearing and a certain hope. Hymns of saints ' 
Ode^^ poets ! who are wc to measure the chances and opportunities, 
the TOans of doing, or even judging, right and wrong, awarded to 
men ; and to establish the rule for meting out their punishments and 
rewards? We are ns insolent and unthinking in judging of men's 
morals as of their intellects. We admire this man as being a great 
philosopher, and set down the other as a dullard, not knowing either, 
or the amount of truth in either, or being certain of the truth any- 
where. We sing Te Deum for this hero who has won a battle, and 
De Profundis for that other one who has broken out of prison, and 
has b^en caught afterwards by the policemen. Our measure of 
rewards and punishments is most partial and incomplete, absurdly 
inadequate, utterly worldly, and wc wish to continue it into the next 
woild. Into that next and awful world we strive to pursue men, and 
send after them our impotent party verdicts of condemnation or 
acquittal. We set up our paltry little rods to measure Heaven 
immeasurable, as if, in comparison to that, Newton’s mind, or Pascal’s 
or Shakspearc’s, was any loftier than mine ; as if the ray which travels 
from the sun would reach me sooner than the man who blacks my 
boots. Measured by that altitude, the tallest and the smallest among ^ 
us are so alike diminutive and pitifully base, that I say we should j 
take no count of the calculation, and it is a meanness to reckon ih* * 
difference.” 
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^Ifiyaae iigore Ms ^lere, Arthur/’ said the other, better pleased i 
^if eveA by common arithmetic we can multiply as we can itduce 
almost infinitely, the Great Reckoner must take count of all ; and the 
small is not small, or the great great, to his infinity.” 

« I don’t caU ^ose calculations in que^ion,” Arthur said ) I ^y 
sav that yours are incomplete and premature ; false in consequence, 
and, by every operation, multiplying into wider error. I do not con- 
demn the men who killed Socrates and damned Galileo. 1 say that 
they damned Galileo and killed Socrates.” 

“ And yet but a moment since you admitted the propriety of 
acquiescence in the present, and, I suppose, all other tyrannies ? ” 

" No : but that if an opponent menaces me, of whom and without 
cost of blood and violence 1 can get rid, I would rather wait him out, 
and starve him out, than .fight him out Fabms fought Hannibal 
sceptically. Who was his Roman coadjutor, whom we read of in 
Plutarch when we were boys, who scoffed at the other’s procrastina* 
tion and doubted his courage, and engaged the enemy and was beaten ^ 
for his pains ? ” 

In these speculations and confessions of Arthur, the readS^ may 
perhaps see allusions to questions which, no doubt, have occupied 
and discomposed himself, «ind which he may have answered by very 
different solutions to those come to by our friend. Wc are not 
pledging ourselves for the correctness of his opinions,, which readers 
will please to consider arc delivered dramatically, the writer being no 
more answerable for them than for the sentiments uttered by any 
other character of the story : our endeavour is merely to follow out, 
in Its progress, the development of the mind of a worldly and ^elfish, 
but not ungenerous or unkind or tiuth-avoiding man. And it will be 
^ecn that the lamentable 5tag£ to which his logic at present has 
brought him, is one of general Jsccpticism and sneering acquiescence 
m the world as it is ; or if you like so to call it, a behef qualified with 
scorn in all things extant. The tastes and habits of such a man 
prevent him from being a boisterous demagogue, and his love of 
truth and dislike of cant keep him from advancing crude propositions, 
•iuch as many loud reformers are constantly ready with ; much more 
of uttering downright falsehoods in arguing questions or abusing 
opponents, which he would die or starve rather than use. It was not 
our friend’s nature to be able to utter certain lies j nor was he strong 
enough to protect against others, except with a polite sneer ; his maxim 
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they vwre not repeitled. 

AMto wliat does this easy «ed scej^c^ 

Arthur was a Sadducee> jMid ^ b<^inrihe VUlAinf^ 

4ioifti&g to the poor, )^ho ererd listening with 4^ ^ ahd faith 

to tbe peacber's awAil acqspts and denun<;fftbons of wrath or woe or 
salvation , and *D(tr fhend the Sadducee would* turn Btis sleek^snule 
with a shrug and esmilefrom^e croMfd, fmd ^o honle t6 the ah^ 
of his terrace^ "and muse over pieachei^ and audience, and lo his 
fdtl of t’lato, or his pleasant Greek sOng book batj^blirfg qf hdn^'^aHd 
|!ybla» and nymphs and^fountains and love To what, wc Say, does 
^^aeepticism lead? U leads a man t(/a shameful loneliness hhd 
pSfishness, so to speak-^the more shameful, because it iS so ]goo4* 
Ibmoured and consciend^less and serene Conscience^ What isi 
Conscience ? Why accept remorse ? What is public of h>^vate faith ? 
Idythuses alike enveloped m enormous tradition If seeing «ahd 
•itocfcnowledging the lies 0 !" the world, Arthur, aS see them ydu cAn 
with only too fat'll a clearness, >ou siibmU to them without any 
protest farther than a laugh if, plunged yourself m easy sensuality, 
you all6w the whole wretched world to pass g^roaning by you unmoved 
if the fight for the fruth is taking place, and all men of honour are «i 
the ground armed on the one side or the othdr, and you alone aie to 
lie on your balcony and smoke your pipe out of the noise and the 
danger, you had better have died, or never have bCen at all, than Such 
a sensual cowaid. 

The truth, friend ’ " Aithur said, imperturbably ; where is the 
tiuth? Show It me lhat is the question betwe^p us. I see it on 
both sides I see it on the Conservative ^ido of the HousO, and 
amongst the Radicals, and even on the ministerial benches. I see 
It in this man who woiships by Act of Pniliament, and is rewaidcd 
with a silk apron and five thousand a year , in that man, who, driven 
fatally by the remorseless logic of his creed,, gives up everything, 
friends, fame, de irest ties, closest vanities, the respect of an army 
of churchmen, the recognised position of a leader, and passes over, 
truth impelled, to the enem>, in whose ranks he is ready to serve 
henceforth as a nameless private soldier — I see the truth dn that 
man, as I do in his brother, whose logic drives him tG quite a dfiBferent 
conclusion, and who, <dter having passed a life in vain endeavours to 
reconcile an irreconcileable book, flings it at last down in despair, 
and declares, with tearful eyes, and hands up to Heavep, his revolt 
and recantation If the truth is with all these, why should 1 take 



side trfJhem? caOed iqm to pfeaeh: let 

ihepe y tocd^ P*t5jWl*pr9 iMHe aio ecmiewliat too maayi 

But w cannot all be pMone 
^ !e cU^ Somit^*T^t eit silent and hsten» or go to 
sleep flavoiwe ti<ft aff our dutieb ? The head chanty^boy 

blows Uie Bellows |> the master o^es the other l>oys in the prgan-lolft ; 
the tderk sings oift ANie}t from the desk; and the beadle with the 
atetr opens the dbor lor hiSi Keverencc, who^tastl<^ m silk up to the 
cualinm I eene the boys, nay, 0 !* say Amen always, or act as 
die cliurqh's ptempion or warrior, m the shape of the beadle With the 
StafT^i 'bat I Will tdke off my hat In the place, and say mv prayers 
^here too, and shajee hands uith theiclerg>man as he stet>s 6n tht 
grass outside. 4 ^ Don’t 1 know that hi$ bemg there is a compromise; 
and that he stands before me amAct Of Parliamc]\tf That the church^ 
he occupieSi|Wabbuiit for other *worship^ That the Methodist chapel 
IS next door ; and that Bunyhn the tinker is bawliOg Out the tidings of 
damnation on the coipmon haid by > Yes, I am a Stdducee , and I 
take things as I find them, and t^e world, and the Acts of Parliament 
of the world, as they aib , and as 1 intend to take a wife, tf I find 
one-^not to be madly in Iqve and prostrate at her feet likd a fool->not 
to worship her as an anget, 6t to enpect to find* her as such — ^bgt to 
be good*natured to her, and courteous, expecting good<nature and 
pleasant society froid her in turn And so, George, if ever you hear of 
my marrying, depend on ft, it won’t be a romabtic attachment on my 
side and if you hear of any good place under Government, 1 ha\e 
no particular scruple^s that 1 know (if| which would pi event me from 
accepting your offer. ' 

“0 Pen, you scoundrel ’ I know what >ou mean,” here Warrington 
l^roke out. ** This is the meaning of >our scepticism, of >our quietism, 
of ) our atheism, my pool fellow; You’re going to sell yourself, and 
Heaven help you ' You aie going to make a bargain uhich uill 
degrade ’'you and friake you miseial?lc foi life, and theics no use 
t liking of It. If you are once bent oji jt, the devil won t prevent 
you ” 

On the contrary, he’s on my siilc, isn’t he, George ^ ’ said Pen, 
With a l^ugh. “What good figars these are ’ Come dov^n and have 
I httledmncr at the Club . the chf/i in town and hell cook a good 
one for me No, you wohk ? Don’t be sulky, old boy, I’m gomg 
down to— to the country to morrow ” 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

WHICH ACCOUNTS PERHAPS FOR CHAPTER XXIII. 

T he information regarding 
the affairs of the Claver- 
ing family, which Major Pen 
dcnnis hid acquiied through 
Stiong, and by hisownpeisonal 
interference as the fnend of the 
house, was such as almost made 
the old gentleman pause in any 
plans which he might ha\e once 
entertained for his nephew's 
beneht 1 o bestow upon Arthur 
i wife with two such fathers in 
Ixw, as the two worthies whom 
the guileless and unfortunate 
Lulv Clavering had drawn m 
her marriage ventures, was to benefit no man And though the one, 
in a manner, neutralised the other, and the appearance of Amor> or 
Altamont in public would be the signal for his instantaneous with 
drawal and condign punishment, -for the fugitive convict had cut 
down the officer in charge of him, and a lopc would be inevitably his 
end, if he came again undci Biitish aulhontics , yet no guardian would 
like to secure for his w aid a wife whose parent was to be got nd of m 
such a way , and the old gentleman s notion always had been that 
Altamont, with the gallows bcfoie his eyes, would assuredly avoid 
zecognition ; while, at the bqme time, by holding the threat of his 
discovery over Clavenng, the latter, who would lose everything by 
Amoiys appearance, would be a slave in the hands of the person who 
knew so fatal a secret 

But if the Begum paid Clavciings debts many times more,ncJ^ 
wealth would be expended altogether upon this irreclaimable rcp>® 
bate , and her heirs, whoever they might be, would succeed but loan 




emptied treaswy ; and Miss Amory, instead of bringing her husband 
a good fbiDame and a seat in Parliament, would bring to that indi^ 
vidual her person dhly, and her pedigree with that lamentable note of 
sus,per colL at the name of the last male of her line. 

There was, however, to the old schemer revolving these things In 
his mind, another course yet open ; the which will appear to the 
reader who tftay take the trouble to peruse a conversation, which 
presently ensued, between Major Pendenuis and the honourable 
Baronet the member for Clavering. 

When a man, under pecuniary difficulties, disappears ftom* among 
his usual friends and equals, — dives out of sight, as it were, from the 
flock of birds in which he is accustomed to sail, it is wonderful at 
what strange and distant nooks he comes up again for breath. I have 
known a Pall Mall lounger and Rotten Row buck, of no incon* 
•■idcrablc fashion, vanish from amongst his comrades of the Clubs and 
the Park, and be discovered, s/exy happy and affable, at an eighteen- 
j>cnny ordinary in Billingsgate : another gentleman, of great learning 
,’nd wit, when out-running the constable (were I to sjiy he was a 
literary man, some critics would vow that I intended to insult the 
literary profession), once sent me his address at a little public-house 
called the ‘^Fox under the Hill," down a most dirksome and 
cavernous archway in the Strand. Such a man, under such misfor- 
tunes, may have a house, but he is never in his house ; and has an 
address where letters may be left ; but only simpletons go with the 
hopes of seeing him. Only a few of the faithful know where he is to 
he found, and have the clue to his hiding-place. So, after the disputes 
vnth hjs wife, and the misfortunes consequent thereon, to find Sir 
Francis Clavering at home was impossible. ‘‘Ever since I hast him 
lor my book, which is fourteen pound, he don’t come home till three 
o’clock, and purtends to be asleep uhen I bring his water of a mornin’, 
‘ind dodges hoiit when Pm downsjtairs,” Mr. Lighlfoot remarked to his 
i.icnd Morgan ; and announced tliat he should go down to my Lady, 
and be butler there, and marry Ins old woman. In like manner, after 
his altercations with Strong, the Baronet did not come near him, and 
fied to other haunts, out of the reach of the Chevalier’s reproaches ; — 
out of the reach of conscience, if possible, which many of us try to 
dodge and leave behind us by changes of scene and other fugitive 
‘Stratagems. 

So, though the elder Pendennis, having his own ulterior object, was 
hent upon seeing Pen’s country neighbour and represcntatiiKe in 
P* ilianicnt, it took the Major no inconsiderable trouble and rime 
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belbie he could get lum into such a coahdeatial sute aiud ccn(iiverstt 
tioA, as u^eie necessary for the ends which the UB^or had 'in view, 
For since the Major had been called in as &mily hiend^ ahd had 
cognisance of Clavering*s affairs, conjagal and pecuniary, the Baronet 
avoided hitn : as he always avoided all his lawyers, and agents, 
when there was an account to be rendered, or an affair of business 
to be discussed between them ; and never kept any appointment 
but when its object was the raising of money. Thus, previous to 
catching this most shy and timorous bird, the Major made more 
than one futile attempt to hold him on one day it was a most 
innocent-looking invitation to dinner at Greenwich, co meet a few 
friends ; the Baronet accepted, suspected something, and did not 
come; leaving the Major (who indeed proposed to represent in him- 
self the body of friends) to cat his whitebait alone : — on another 
occasion the Major wrote and asked for ten minutes* talk, and the 
Baronet instantly acknowledged the note, and made the appointment 
at four o*clock the next day at Bays'o precisely (he carefully under- 
lined the “ precisely **) ; but though four o’clock came, as in the course 
of time and destiny it could not do otherwise, no Clavering made his 
appearance. Indeed, if he had borrowed twenty pounds of Pendennis, 
he could not have been more timid, or desirous of avoiding the Major ; 
an3 the latter found that it was one thing to seek a man, and another 
to find him. 

Before the close of that day in which Strong’s patron had given the 
Chevalier the benefit of so many blessings before his face and curscb 
behind his back, Sir Francis Clavcnng, who had pledged hjs word 
and his oath to his wife’s advisers to draw or accept no more bills of 
exchange, and to be content with the allowance which his victimised 
wife still awarded him, had managed to sign his rcsj^ectable name to 
a piece of stamped paper, which the Baronet’s friend, Mr. Moss 
Abrams, had carried off, promising to have the bill “ done ” by a pait) 
with whose intimacy Mr. Abrams was favoured. And it chanced that 
Strong heard of this transaction at the place, w'hcre the writings had 
been drawn,— in the back parlour, namely, of Mr. Santiago’s cigar- 
shop, where the Chevalier was constantly in the habit of spending an 
hour in the evening. 

“He is at his old work again,” Mr. Santiago told his customer. 

“ He and Moss Abrams were in my parlour. Moss sent out my ho) ^ 
for a stamp. It must have been a bill for fifty pound. I heard the 
Baronet tell Moss to date it two months back. He wull pretend that 
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it 19 an old bUI^ andthat he foi^t it when he came to a scttlemeiit 
with his wife the other day, ■ I dait say they wiU give him some more 
money Sow he is elear.” A man who has the habit of putting hie 
unlucky name to promises to pay^ at six months, has the satis^ 
faction of knowing, too, that his affairs are known and canvassed, and 
his signature handed round, among the very worst knaves and rogues 
of London. 

Mr. Santiago’s shop was close by St. James’s Street and Bury Street, 
where We have had the honour of visiting our friend Major Pendennis 
in his lodgings. The Major was walking daintily towards hiS apart- 
ment, as Strong, burning with wrath and redolent of Havanna, strode 
along the same pavement opposite to him. . • 

“Confound these young men: how they poison everything with 
their smoke,” thought the Major. “ Here comes a fellow with musta- 
Chios and a cigar. Every fellow who smokes and wears mustachios 
lb a low fellow. Oh ! it’s Mr. Strong. ~I hope you arc well, Mr. Strong?” 
and the old gentleman, making a dignified bow to the Chevalier, was 
.iboiit to pass into his houbc ; directing towards the lock of the door, 
with trembling hand, the polibhcd door-key. 

We have said, that, at the long and weary disputes and conferences 
regarding the payment of Sir Francis Clavermg’s last debts, Strong and 
Fendentiis had both been present as fiiends and advisers of tbe 
Baronet’s unlucky family. Sitong stopped and licld out his hand to 
his brother negotiator, and old Pendennis put out towards him a couple 
of ungracious fingers. 

“ What is your good news? ” said Major Pendennis, patronising the 
other still farther, and condescending to address to him an observation, 
for old Pendennis had kept such good company all his life, that he 
vaguely imagined he honoured common men by speaking to them. 
“Still in town, Mr, Strong? I hope I see you well.” 

“ My news is bad news, sir,”’j>trong answered ; “ it concerns our 
fuends at Tunbridge Wells, and I should like to talk to you about it. 
Clavering is at his old tricks again, Major Pendennis.” 

“ Indeed ! Pray do me the favour to come into my lodging,” cried 
the Major with awakened interest; and the pair entered and took 
possession of his drawing-room. Here seated, Strong unburthened 
himself of his indignation to the Major, and spoke at large of Claveiv 
*ng*s recklessness and treachery. “No promises will bind him, sir ” 
he said. “ You remember when we met, sir, with my lady’s lawyer, how 
he w ouldn’t be satisfied with giving his honour, but wanted to take Ills 
oath on his knees to his wife, and rang the bell for a Bible, and swore 
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perdition on his soul if he ever would give another bill He has been 
signing one this very day, sir: and will sign as many more as you 
please for ready money : he will deceive anybody, his wife or his child, 
or his old friend, who has backed him a hundred times. Why, there’s 
a bill of his and mine will be due next week — ” 

** I thought we had paid all—’* 

“ Not that one,” Strong said, blushing. “ He asked me not to 
mention it, and — and — I had half the money for that, Major. And 
they will be down on me. But I don’t care for it : I’m used to it It’s 
Lady Clavering that riles me. It’s a shame that that good-natured 
woman, who has paid him out (»f gaol a score of times, should be 
ruined by his hcartlessncss. A parcel of bill-stealers, boxers, any 
rascals, get his money ; and he don’t scruple to throw an honest fellow 
over. Would you believe it, sir, he took money of Altamont— you 
know whom I mean ? ” 

^‘Indeed? of that singular man, who I think came tipsy once to Sir 
Francis’s house?” Major Pendennis said, with impenetrable counten- 
ance. Who is Altamont, Mr. Strong?” 

I am sure I don’t know, if you don’t know,” the Chevalier an- 
swered, with a look of surprise and suspicion. 

- To tell you frankly,” said the Major, “ I have my suspicions. I 
suppose — mind, 1 only suppose - that in our friend Clavering’s life— 
who, between you and me, Captain Strong, we must own is about as 
loose a fish as any in my acquaintance — there are, no doubt, some 
queer secrets and stories which he would not like to have known : none 
of us would. And very likely this fellow, who calls himself Altamont, 
knows some story against Clavering, and has some hold on him, anil 
gets money out of him on the strength of his information. I know 
some of the best men of the best families in England who are paying 
through the nose in that way. But their private affairs are no businebs 
of mine, Mr. Strong; and it is not to be supposed that because I go 
and dine with a man, 1 pry into his secrets, or am .answerable for all 
his past life. And so with our friend Clavering, I am most interested 
for his wife’s sake, and her daughter’s, w'ho is a most charming creature 
and when her ladyship asked me, I looked into her affairs, and tried 
to set them straight ; and shall do so again, you understand, to the 
best of my humble power and ability, if I can make myself useful. 
And if I am called upon — you understand, if I am called upon— 
and — by the way, this Mr. Altamont, Mr. Strong? How is this Mr- 
Altamont ? I believe you are acquainted with him. Is he in town?” 

** I don’t know that I am called upon to know where he is, MajoT 
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Pendcnnis," said Strong, rising and taking up his hat in dudgeon, for 
the Major’s patronising manner and impertinence of caution offended 
the honest gentlemn not a little. 

Pehdcnnis*s manner altered at once from a tone of hauteur to one 
of knowing good-humour. “Ah, Captain Strong, you are cautious 
too, I see; and quite right, my good sir, quite right. We don't know 
what ears walls may have, sir, or to whom we may be talking ; and 
as a man of the world, and an old soldier,— an old and distinguished 
soldier, I have been told, Captain Strong, — you know very well that 
there is no use in throwing away your fire ; you may havd your ideas, 
and I may put two and two together and have mine. But there are 
things which don’t concern him that many a man had better not know, 
eh, Captain? and which I, for one, won't know until I have reason 
for knowing them : and that I believe is your maxim too. With 
regard to our friend the Bironct, I think with you, it would be most 
advisable that he should be checked in his imprudent courses ; and 
most strongly reprehend any man's departure from his word, or any 
conduct of his w Jiich can give any pain to his family, or cause them 
annoyance in any way. 1 hat is my full and frank opinion, and I am 
sure it is yours/' 

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Strong, drily. 

“ I am delighted to hear it ; delighted, that an old brother soldier 
should agree with me so fully. And 1 am exceedingly glad of the 
lucky meeting which has procured me the good fortune of your visit. 
Good evening. Thank you. Morgan, show the door to Captain 
Strong." 

And Strong, preceded by Morgan, took his leave of Major Pen- 
dennis ; the Chevalier not a little puzzled at the old fellow’s prudence ; 
and the valet, to say the truth, to the full as much perplexed at his 
master's reticence. For Mr, Morgan, in his capacity of accomplished 
valet, moved here and there in, a house as silent as a shadow; and, 
as it so happened, during the latter part of his master’s conversation 
with his visitor, had been standing very dose to the door, and had 
overheard not a little of the talk between the two gentlemen, and a 
great deal more than he could understand. 

“Who is that Altamont? know anything about him and Strong?” 
Mr. Morgan asked of Mr. Lightfoot, on the next convenient occasion 
when they met at the Club. 

“ Strong's his man of business, draws the Governor's bills, and 
mdosses 'em, and does his odd jobs and that ; and I suppose Alta- 
mont's in it too,” Mr. Lightfoot replied. “ That kite flying, you know, 
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Mr. M.; always takes two or tht«e on ’em to set the paper jpeiagi, 
Altamotit put the pot on at the Derby, and won a good hit o# money. 
I wish the Governor could get some somewhere, and ! could get my 
book paid up.” ^ 

“Do you think my Lady would pay his debts again?” Morgan 
asked. “ Find out that for me, Lightfoot, and I’ll make it worth your 
while, my boy.” 

Major Pendennis had often said with a laugh, that his valet Morgan 
was a much richer man than himself : and, indeed, by a long course 
of careful speculation, this wary and silent attendant had been amass- 
ing a considerable sum of money, during the years which he had passed 
in the Major's service, where he had made the acquaintance of many 
other valets of distinction, from whom he had learned the affairs of 
their principals. When Mr. Arthur came into his property, but not 
until then, Morgan had surprised the young gentleman by saying that 
he had a little sum of money, some fifty or a hundred pound, which he 
wanted to lay out to advantage; perhaps the gentlemen in theTemjdc. 
knowing about affairs and business and that, could help a poor fellow 
to a good investment? Morgan would be very much obliged to Mr. 
Arthur, most grateful and obliged indeed, if Arthur could tell him of 
one. When Arthur laughingly replied, that he knew nothing about 
money matters, and knew no earthly way of helping Morgan, the 
latter, with the utmost simplicity, was very grateful, very grateful 
indeed, to Mr. Arthur, and if Mr. Arthur should want a little money 
before his rents was paid, perhaps he would kindly remember that 
his uncle’s old and faithful servant had some as he would like to put 
out : and be most proud if he could be useful anyways to any of the 
family. 

The Prince of Fairoaks, who was tolerably prudent and had no 
need of ready money, would as soon have thought of borrowing frcwti 
his uncle’s servant as of stealing the valet’s pocket-handkerchief, and 
was on the point of making some haughty reply to Morgan’s offer, 
but was checked by the humour of the transaction. Morgan a 
capitalist! Morgan offering to lend to him! The joke was excellent. 
On the other hand, the man might be quite innocent, and the pro- 
posal of money a simple offer of good-will. So Arthur withhdd the 
sarcasm that was nsju g to his lips, and contented himself by deckninf: 
Mr. Morgan’s kind proposal. He mentioned the matter to his unrlc, 
however, and congratulated the latter on having such a treasure in his 
service. 
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« It was therk that the Mayor said that he believed Moigan had i>een 
getting deviUt^h rkh fotr a devilish long time; in lact he had benight 
the house in Bury Street, in which his master was a lodger; and had 
actually made a considerable sum of money from his acquaintance with 
the Clavcring family, and his knowledge obtained through his master 
that the Begum would pay all her husband's debts, by buying up as 
many of the Baronet's acceptiinces as he could raise money to purchase. 
Of these transactions the Major, however, knew no more than most 
gentlemen do of their servants, who live with us all our days and ate 
strangers to us: so strong custom is, and so pitile&b the distinction 
between class and class. 

“ So he offered to lend you money, did he?” the elder Pendennis 
remarked to his nephew. “ He’s a dev’lish sly fellow, and a dev'lish 
rich follow ; and there's many a nobleman would like to have such a 
valet in his service, and 'borrow from him too. And he ain’t a bit 
changed, Monsieur Morgair. He does his work just as well as ever^ 
he’s always ready to my bell— steals about the room like a cat — ^he's 
so dev'lishly attached to me, Morgan ! ” 

On the day of Strong’s visit, the Major bethought him of Pen's 
story, and that Morgan might help him, and rallied the valet regard- 
ing his wealth with that free and insolent way which so high-placed 
a gentleman might be disposed to adopt towards so unfortunate a 
creature, 

" 1 hear that you have got some money to invest, Morgan," said 
the Major. ' 

It’s Mr. Artliur has been telling, hang him ! thought the valet. 

“ I’m glad my place is such a good one.” 

" Thame you, sir — I've no reason to complain of my place nor of 
my master,” replied Morgan, demurely. 

“ You're a good fellow : and I believe you arc attached to me ; and 
I'm glad you get on well. An<i I hope you’ll be prudent, and not be 
taking a public-house or that kind of thing.” 

A public-house, thought Morgan — me in a public-house !— the old 
fool ! — Dammy, if I was ten years younger I’d set in Parlyment before 
I died, that I would.— “ No, thank you kindly, sir. I don't think of 
the public line, sir. And I’ve got my little savings pretty well put out, 

Sll.*’ 

“ You do a little in the discounting way, eh, Morgan?” 

Yes, sir, a very little — I — I beg >our pardon, sir — might 1 be $o 
free as to ask a question? ” 

“ Speak on, my good fellow,” the elder said, graciously. 
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^ About Sir Francis Clavering's paper^ sir? Do you think ho’fi atiy 
longer any good, sir? Will my Lady pay on 'em any more, sir?*^ 

^ What, you've done something in that business already?" 

Yes, sir, a little,” replied Morgan, dropping down his eyes. ^ And 
I don't mind owning, sir, and I hope I may take the liberty of saying, 
sir, that a little more would make me very comfortable if it turned out 
as well as the last.” 

" Why, how much have you netted by him, in Gad's name? ” asked 
the Major. 

« I’ve done a good bit, sir, at it : that I own, sir. Having some 
information, and made acquaintance with the fam'ly through your 
kindness, I put on the pot, sir.” 

“You did what?” 

“ I laid my money on, sir — I got all I could, and borrowed, and 
bought Sir Francis’s bills; many of ’em had his name, and the gentle- 
man’s as is just gone out, Edward Strong, Esquire, sir : and of course 
I know of the blow hup and shindy as is took place in Grosvenor 
Place, sir; and as I may as well make my money as another. I’d be 
very much oblecgcd to you if you’d tell me whether my Lady will come 
down any more.” 

^Although Major Pendennis was as much surprised at this intelli- 
gence regarding his servant, as if he had heard that Morgan was a 
uisguised Marquis, about to throw off his mask and assume his seat 
in the House of Peers ; and although he was of course indignant at 
the audacity of the fellow who had dared to grow rich under his nose, 
and without his cognisance ; yet he had a natural admiration for cver>' 
man who represented money and success, and found himself respect- 
ing Morgan, and being rather afraid of that worthy, as the truth began 
to dawn upon him. 

“ Well, Morgan,” said he, “ I mustn’t ask how rich you are ; and 
the richer the better for your sake, Pm sure. And if I could give 
you any information that could serve you, I would speedily help you. 
But frankly, if Lady Clavering asks me whether she shall pay any 
more of Sir Francis’s debts I shall advise and hope she won’t, though 
I fear she will- and that is all 1 know. And so you are aware that 
Sir Francis is beginning again in his— ch — reckless and imprudent 
course ? ” 

“ At his old games, sir— can't prevent that gentleman* He will 
do it.” 

** Mr. Strong was saying that a Mr. Moss Abrams was the holder 
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of one of Sir Francis Clavaring’s notes. Do you know anything of this 
Mr. Abrams or the sunount of the bill ? ** 

" Don’t know the bill ; know Abrams quite well, sir.” 

I wish 3 rou would iind out about it for me. And 1 wish you would 
find out where 1 can see Sir Francis Clavering, Morgan.” 

And Morgan said, Thank you, sir— yes, sir— I will, sir;” and 
retired from the room, as he had entered it, with his usual stealthy 
respect and quiet humility ; leaving the Major to muse and wonder 
over what he had just heard. 

The next morning the valet informed Major Pendenhis 4hat he 
had seen Mr. Abrams ; what was the amount of the bill that gentle- 
man was desirous to negotiate ; and that the Baronet would be sure 
to be in the back parlour of the Wheel of Fortune” Tavern that day 
at one o’clock. 

To this appointment Sir Ftancis Clavering was punctual, Ind as at 
one o’clock he sate in the parlour of the tavern in question, surrounded 
by spittoons, Windsor chairs, cheerful piints of boxers, trotting horses, 
and pedestrians, and the lingering of last night’s tobacco fumes — as 
the descendant of an ancient line sate in this delectable place accom- 
modated with an old copy of ‘‘ Bell’s Life m London,” much blotted 
vtiih beer, the polite Major Pendennis walked into the apartment. 

So it’s you, old boy ? ” asked the Baronet, thinking that Mr. Moss 
Abrams had arrived with the money. 

“ How do you do. Sir Francis Clavering ? I wanted to see you, 
and follo>vcd you here,” said the Major, at sight of whom the other’s 
countenance fell. 

Now that he had his opponent before him, the Major was deter- 
mined to make a brisk and sudden attack upon him, and went into 
action at once. " I know,” he ^continued, “ who is the exceedingly 
disreputable person lor whom you took me. Clavering ; and the 
errand which brought you here.” 

*‘It ain’t your business, is it?” asked the Baronet, with a sulky 
and deprecatory look. “ Why arc you following me about, and taking 
the command and meddling in my affaiis, Major Pendennis? I’ve 
never done you any harm, h.ave 1 ? I’ve never had your money. 
And I don’t choose to be dodged about in this way, and domineered 
<ner. I don’t choose it, and I won’t have it. If Lady Clavering 
bds any proposal to make to me, let it be done in the regular way, 
and through the lawyers. I’d rather not have you.” 

“ I am not come from Lady Clavering,” the Major said, “ but of 
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my ftccoFd, to tty «uid remonstrate with you, .^^nogf ace 
if yott can be kept from ruin. It is but a month ago that you syrore 
on your honour, and wanted to get a Bible to strengthen the oath, 
t!hat you would accept no more bills, but content yourself with the 
allowance which Lady Clavering gives you. All your debts were 
paid with' that proviso, and you have broken it ; this Mr. Abrams has 
a bill of yours for sixty pounds.** 

It*s an old bill. 1 take my solemn oath it’s an old bill," shrieked 
out the Baronet. ,, 

“You drew it yesterday, and you dated it three months ,iback 
purposely. By Clad, Clavering, you sicken me with lies, I can*t help 
telling you so. Pvc no patience with you, by Gad. You cheat 
everybody, yourself included. I’ve seen a deal of the world, but I 
never met your equal at humbugging. It’s my belief you had ratlier 
lie than not.** 

“ Have you come here, you old, old beast, to tempt me to— to 
jiitch into you, and— knock your old head off.>** said the Baronet, 
with a poisonous look of hatred at the Majoi. 

“What, sir?’* shouted out the old Major, rising to his feet and 
clawing his canc, and looking so fiercely, that the Baronet’s tone 
instantly changed towards him. 

“No, no,** said Clavciing, piteously; “I beg your pardon. I 
didn’t mean lo be angry, or say anything unkind, only you*rc so 
damned harsh to me, Major Pendennis. What is it you want of 
me ? Why have you been hunting me so ? Do you want money 
out of me too? By Jove, you know Pvc not got a shilling,” — and 
so Clavering, according to his custom, passed from a curse into a 
whimper. 

Major Pendennis saw, from the other’s tone, that Clavering knew 
his secret was in the Major’s hands. 

“ Pve no errand from anybody, or no design upon you,” Pendennis 
said, “ but an endeavour, if it’s not too late, to save you and yoiff 
family from utter ruin, through the infernal recklessness of your 
courses. I knew your secret — ” 

“ I didn’t know it when I married her ; upon my oath I didn’t 
know it till the d ' — d scoundrel came back and told me himself I 
and it’s the misery about that which makes me so reckless, Pendennis i 
indeed it is,” the Baronet cried, clasping his hands. 

“ I knew your secret from the very first day when I saw Amoiy 
come drunk into your dining-room in Grosvenor Place* I 
forget faces* I remember that fellow in Sydney a convict, and ^ 
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rmekttl^ tnd I his trial, the date of his iaamage» aad of 
his lefiorted deotb in the bush. I could swear tahinu And 1 know 
you are so more matriedto Lady Clavering than 1 am. IVe kept 
your secret enoiugh, Ibr 1 Ve not told a single soul that I know it, 
— ^ot your wife, not yourself till now.’’ 

“ Poor Lady C., it would cut her up dreadfully,” whimpered Sir 
Francis ; ** and it wasn't my fault, Major ; you know it wasn’t.” 

Rather than aHow you to go on ruining her as you do, I wr7l tdl 
hejk Clavering, and tell all the world too ; that is what I swear 1 will 
doApless I can come to some terms with you, and put some curb on 
your*infemal folly. By play, debt, and extravagance of all kinds, 
you’ve got through half your wife’s fortune, and that of her Id^itimate 
heirs, mind — her legitimate heirs. Here it must stop. You can’t live 
together. You’re not fit to live m a great house like Clavering ; and 
before three years more were* over, would not leave a shilling to carry 
on. I’ve settled what must be- done. You shall have six hundred a 
>ear; you shall go abroad and live on that. You must give up 
I’arliament, and get on as well as you can. If you refuse, 1 give you 
my word I’ll make the real state of things known to-morrow ; III 
s)wcar to Amory, who, when identified, will go bock to the country 
fiom whence he came, and \iill jid the widow of you and himself 
together. And so that boy of yours loses at once all title to old Snell’s 
property, and it goes to your wife’s daughter. Ain’t I making myself 
pictty clearly understood ? ” 

“You wouldn’t be so cruel to that poor boy, would you, Pen- 
dennis?” asked the father, pleading piteously; “hang it, think 
about him. He’s a nice boy ; though he’s dev’lish wild, I own— he’s 
deVlish wild.” 

“ It’s you who are cruel to him,” said the old moralist. “ Why, sir, 
you’ll ruin him yourself inevitably in three years.” 

“Yes, but perhaps I won’t ivive such dcv’lish bad luck, you 
know ; — ^the luck must turn : aiM I’ll reform, by Gad, I’ll reform. 
And if you were to split on me, it would cut up my wife so ; you know 
It would, most infernally.” 

“ To be parted from yau” said the old Major, with a sneer ; 
“ you know she Won’t live with you again.” 

“ But why can't Lady C. live abroad, or at Bath, or at Tunbri^e, 

at thedoose, and Fgo on here?” Clavering continued. “1 like 
l*^>ng here better than abroad, and I like being in Parliament It’s 
devlish convenient being in Parliament There’s very few seats like 
left ; and if I gave it ’em, I should not wonder the Ministry 
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would give me an island to govern, or some dev’iish good tiling ; fiir 
you know I’m a gentleman of dev’lish good family, and have a 
handle to my name, and— and that sort of thing, Major Pendennis. 
£h, don’t you see? Don’t you think they’d give me something 
dev’lish good if I was to play my cards well ? And then, you know, 
I’d save money, and be kept out of the way of the confounded hells 
and rouge et notr-— 2 md — and so I’d rather not give up Parliament, 
please.” For at one instant to hate and defy a man, at the next to 
weep before him, and at the next to be perfectly confidential an^l 
friendly with him, was not an unusual process with our versatile- 
minded Baronet. 

*^As for your seat in Parliament,” the Major said, with some- 
thing of a blush on his cheek, and a certain tremor, which the 
other did not see, *^you must part with that, Sir Francis Clavering, 
to— to me.” 

“What ! are you going into the House, Major Pendennis ?” 

“ No — ^not I ; but my nephew, Arthur, is a very clever fellow, and 
would make a figure there : and when Clavering had two Members, 
his father might very likely have been one ; and— and 1 should like 
Arthur to be there,” the Major said. 

Dammy, does he know it, too?” cried out Clavering. 

“ Nobody knows anything out of this room,” Pendennis answered; 
“ and if you do this favour for me, I hold my tongue. If not, Pm a 
man of my word, and will do what 1 have said.” 

“ 1 say, Major,” said Sir I'rancis, with a peculiarly humble smile, 
“ you— you couldn’t get me my first quarter in advance, could you, like 
the best of fellows ? You can do anything with Lady Clavering ; and, 
upon my oath, I’ll take up that bill of Abrams. The little dam scoundrel, 
1 know he’ll do me in the business — ^he always does ; and if you could 
do this for me, we’d see, Major.” 

“ And 1 think your best plan would be to go down in September 
to Clavering to shoot, and take my nephew with you, and introduce 
him. Yes, that will be the bcs»t time. And we will try and manage 
about the advance.” (Aithur may lend him that, thought old 
Pendennis. Confound him, a scat in Parliament is worth a hundred 
and fifty pounds.) “ And, Clavering, you understand, of course, my 
nephew knows nothing about this business. You have a mind to 
retire: he is a Clavering man and a good representative for the 
borough ; you introduce him, and your people vote for him— you see* 

“ When can you get me the hundred and fifty. Major? When shall 
1 come and see you? Will you be at home this evening or to-morroit 
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morning? Will you hav^ anything here? They've got some devlish 
good bitters in the bar. I often have a glass of bitters, it sets one np 
so." 

The old Major would take no refreshment; but rose and took his 
leave of the Baronet, who walked with him to the door of the " Whed 
of Fortune,” and then strolled into the bar, where he took a glass of 
gin and bitters with the landlady there : and a gentleman connected 
with the ring (who boarded at the " Wheel of F/’) coming in, he and Sir 
Francis Clavering and the landlord talked about the fights and the 
news of the sporting world in general ; and at length Mn Mass Abrams 
arrived with the proceeds of the Baronet’s bill, from which his own 
handsome commission was deducted, and out of the remainder Sir 
Francis " stood ” a dinner at Greenwich to his distinguished friend, and 
passed the evening gaily at Vaiivhall. 

Meanwhile Major Pendcjinis, calling a cab in Piccadilly, drove to 
Lamb Court, Temple, lyhcrc he speedily was closeted with his nephew 
in deep conversation. 

After their talk they pai ted on very good terms, and it was in con- 
sequence of that unreported convcisation, whereof the reader neverthe- 
less can pretty w^ell guess the bearing, that Arthur expressed himself 
as we have heard in the colloquy with Warrington, which is reported 
m the last chapter. 

When a man is tempted to do a tempting thing, he can find a 
hundred ingenious reasons for gratifying his liking: and Arthur thought 
very much that he would like to be in Parliament, and that he would 
like to distinguish himself there, and that he need not care much what 
side he took, as there was falsehood and truth on every side. And on 
this and on other matters he thought he would compromise with his 
conscience, and that Sadduceeism was a very convenient and good- 
humoured profession of faith. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

PHILLIS AND CORYDON. 

N a picturesque common in the 
neighbourhood of Tunbridge 
Wells, Lady Clavering had 
found a pretty villa, whither 
she retired after her conpgal 
di«^pute» at the end of that 
unlucky London season. Miss 
Amory, of course, accompanied 
her mothei, and Master Claver- 
ing came home for the holidays, 
with whom Blanche’s chief 
occupation was to fight and 
qiiaircl. But this was only a 
home pastime, and the young 
school-boy was not fond of 
home sports. He found cricket, 
and horses, and plenty of friends 
at Tunbridge. The good 
natured Begum’s house was filled with a i onstant society of young 
gentlemen of thiitecn, who ate and diank much too copiously of tarts 
and champagne, who lode races on the lawn, and frightened the fond 
mother, who smoked and made themselves sick, and the dining-ioom 
unbearable to Miss Blanche. She did not like the society of young 
gentlemen of thirteen 

As for that fair > oung creature, any change as long as it was change 
was pleasant to her ; and for a week or two she would have liked 
poverty and a cottage, and bread and cheese , and, for a night, pei haps, 
a dungeon and biead and water, and so the move to Tunbridge was 
by no means unwelcome to her. She wandered in the woods, and 
sketched trees and farmhouses, she read French novels habitually* 
she drove into Tunbridge Wells pretty often, and to any play, or b^l 
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who might happcfn to appear ia the place; 
she slqit;a>great deal $ she quarrelled with mamma and Frank during 
the mottdiq^; she found the little trillage school and attended it,knd 
iirst fondled the girls and thwarted the mistress^ then scolded the gtifs 
and laughed at the teacher; she was consunt at churchi of course. It 
was a pretty little church, of immense antiquity— -a little Anglo-t^oraian 
bijou f built the day before yesterday, and decorated with all sorts of 
painted windows, carved saints' heads, gilt scripture texts, and open 
pews. Blanche began forthwith to work a most correct highchurch 
altar-cover for the church. She passed for a saint ^ith the clergyman for 
a while, whom she quite took in, and whom she coaxed, and vmeedled, 
and fondled so artfully, that poor Mrs. Smirkc, who at iirst was 
charmed with her, then bore with her, then would hardly spe^ to her, 
was almost mad with jealousy. Mrs. Smirke was the wife of our old 
friend Smirke, Pen’s tutor apd poor Helen’s suitor. He had consoled 
himself for her refusal with a young lady from Clapham whom his 
mamma provided. When the latter died, our friend’s views became 
every day more and more pronounced. He cut off his coat collar, and 
let his hair grow over his back. He rigorously gave up the curl which 
he used to sport on his forehead, and the tic of his neckcloth of which 
he was rather proud. He went without any tie at all. He went with- 
out dinner on Fridays. He read the Roman Hours, and intimated that 
lie \\as ready to receive confessions in the vestiy. The most harmless 
« rcdture in the world, he was denounced as a black and most dangerous 
Jesuit and Papist, by Muffin of the Dissenting chapel, and Mr. Simeon 
Knight at the old chui ch. Mr. Smirkc had built his chapel of ease with 
tlie money left him by his mother at Clapham. Lord ! lord ! what 
Mould she have said to hear a table called an altar! to see candle- 
sticks on it ! to get letters signed on the Feast of Saint So-and-so, or 
the Vigil of Saint What-do-you-call-’em ! All these things did the boy 
of Clapham practise ; his faithful wife follow ing him. But when Blanche 
had a confertoce of near two hqurs in the vestry with Mr. Smirke, 
Belinda paced up and down on the grass, where ther were only two 
hitle grave-stones as yet ; she w'ished that she had a third there : only, 
only he would offer very likely to that creature, who had infatuated him 
»n a fortnight. No, she would retire ; she would go into a convent, and 
profess and leave him. Such bad thoughts had Smirke’s wife and his 
neighbours regarding him ; these, thinking him in direct correspondence 
with the Bishop of Rome ; that, bewailing errors to her even more odious 
and fatal ; and yet our friend meant no earthly harm. The post-office 
ne\ cr brought him any letters from the Pope ; he thought Blandbe, to 
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be sure, at first, the most pious, giiled, right-thinking, fascinating person 
he had ever met ; and her manner of singing the Chants delighted him 
—but after a while he began to grow rather tired of Miss Amory, her 
ways and graces grew stale somehow ; then he was doubtful about Miss 
Amory; then she made a disturbance in his school, lost her temper, 
and rapped the children’s fingers. Blanche inspired this admiration 
and satiety, somehow, in many men. She tried to please them, and 
flung out all her graces at once; came down to them with all her jewels 
on, all her smiles, and cajoleries, and coaxings, and ogles. Then she 
grew tired of them and of trying to please them, and never having cared 
about them, dropped them : and the men grew tired of her, and dropped 
her too. It was a happy night for Belinda when Blanche went away ; 
and her husband, with rather a blush and a sigh, said “ he had been 
deceived in her ; he had thought her endowed with many precious gifts, 
he feared they were mere tinsel ; he thought she had been a right- 
thinking person, he feared she had merely made religion an amusement 
— she certainly had quite lost hv'r temper to the schoolmistress, and beat 
Polly Rucker’s knuckles cruelb . ’ Belinda fiew to his arms, there was 
no question about the grave or the veil any more. He tenderly em- 
braced her on the forehead. “ There is none like thee, my Belinda,” he 
said,.throwinghis fine eyes up to the ceiling, precious among women ! ” 
As for Blanche, from the instant she lost sight of him and Belinda, she 
never thought or cared about either any more. 

But when Arthur went down to pass a few days at Tunbridge 
Wells with the Begum, this stage of indifference had not arrived on 
Miss Blanche’s part or jon that of the simple clergyman. Smirkc 
believed her to be an angel and wonder of a woman. Such a perfec- 
tion he had never seen, and sale listening to her music in the summer 
evenings, open-mouthed, rapt in wonder, tea-less, and bread-and- 
butterless. Fascinating as he had heard the music of the opera to be 
— he had never but once attended an exhibition of that nature 
(which he mentioned with a blush and a sigh — it was on that day 
when he had accompanied Helen and her son to the play at Chatteris) 
— he could not conceive anything more delicious, more celestial, he 
had almost said, than Miss Amory’s music. She was a most gifted 
being : she had a precious soul ; she had the most remarkable 
talents — to all outward seeming, the most heavenly disposition, 
&c., &c. It was in this way that, being then at the height of his own 
fever and bewitchment for Blanche, Smirkc discoursed to Arthur about 
her. 

The meeting between the two old acquaintances had been very 
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cordial Arthur loved anybody who loved his mother ; Smirke could 
speak on that theme with genuine feeling and emotion. They had a 
hundred things to tell each other of what had occurred in their lives, 
“Arthur would perceive,” Smirke said, ‘‘that his— his views on 
church matters had devdoped themselves since their acquaintance.” 
Mrs. Smirke, a most exemplary person, seconded them with all her 
endeavours. He had built this little church on his mother’s demise, 
who had left him provided with a sufficiency of worldly means. 
Though in the cloister himself, he had heard of Arthur’s reputation. 
He spoke in the kindest and most saddened tone; he held his 
eyelids down, and bowed his fair head on one side. Arthur was 
immensely amused with him ; with his airs ; with his fdllies and 
simplicity ; with his blank stock and long hair ; with his real goodness, 
kindness, friendliness of feeling. And his praises of Blanche pleased 
and surprised our friend no^ a little, and made him regard her with 
eyes of particular favour. 

The truth is, Blanche was very glad to sec Arthur ; as one is glad 
to see an agreeable man in the country, who brings down the last 
news and stories from the great city ; who can talk better than most 
country folks, at least can talk that darling London jargon, so dear 
and indispensable to London people, so little understood by persons 
out of the world. The iirst day Pen came down, he kept Blanche 
laughing for hours after dinner. She sang her songs with redoubled 
spirit. She did not scold her mother : she fondled and kis:>ed her, 
to the honest Begum’s surprise. When it came to bed-time, she said, 
with the prettiest air of regret possible; and was really 
quite sorry to go to bed, and squeezed Arthur’s hand quite fondly. 
He on his side gave her pretty palm a very cordial pressure. Our 
young gentleman was of that turn, that eyes very moderately bright 
dazzled him. 

“ She is very much improved^” thought Pen, looking out into the 
night, “ very much. I suppose the Begum won’t mind my smoking 
with the window open. She's a jolly good old woman, and Blanche is 
immensely improved. I liked her manner with her mother to-night I 
liked her laughing way with that stupid young cub of a boy, whom 
they oughtn’t to allow to get tipsy. She sang those little verses very 
prettily ; they were devilish pretty verses too, though I say it who 
shouldn’t say it” And he hummed a tune which Blanche had put to 
some verses of his own. “ Ah ! what a fine night ! How jolly a cigar 
IS at night ! How pretty that little Saxon church looks in the moon- 

VOL. II. V 




“ Oh, heavenly ! ” Here broke out a voice from a clemati5*covered 
casement near*- a girVs voice : it was the voice of the author of Mes 
Larmes. 

Pen burst into a laugh. Don’t tell about my smoking,” he said, 
leaning out of his own window. 

Oh ! go on ! ' I adore it,” cried the lady of Mes Lanms* 
Heavenly night t Heavenly, heavenly moon ! but . I must shut my 
window and not talk to you, on account of Ics masurs! How^oU 
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they. i^s mmurs/ A^ieu.** And Pen began to alng die Good 
Night to Don Basilio. 

The next day they were walking in the fields together, laughing 
and chattering—the gayest pair of friends. They talked about the 
days of their youth, and Blanche was prettily sentimental They talked 
about Laura, dearest Laura — Blanche had loved her as a sister : was 
she happy with that odd Lady Rockminster } Wouldn’t she come and 
slay with them at Tunbridge ? Oh, what walks they would take 
together ! What songs they would sing — the old, old songs. Laura’s 
voice was splendid. Did Arthur — she must call him Arthiir — ^semem-* 
ber the songs they sang in the happy old days, now he was grown such 
a great man, and had such a siKchf &c. &c. 

An<^, the day after, which was enlivened with a happy ramble 
through the woods to Penshurst, and a sight of that pleasant park and 
hall, came that conveisationVith the curate which we have narrated, 
and which made our young friend think more and more. 

Is she all this perfection ? ” he asked himself. Has she become 
serious and religious ? Docs she tend schools and visit the poor.? Is 
she kind to her mother and brother ? Yes, I am suie of that ; I have 
seen her.” And walking with bis old tutor over his little parish, and 
‘^oing to visit his school, it was with inexpressible delight that I’en 
found Blanche seated instiucting the children, and fancied to himself 
how patient she must be, how good-natured, how ingenuous, how" 
ically simple in her tastes, and unspoiled by the world. 

“ And do you really like the country .? ” he asked her, as they 
w. liked together. 

I should like never to sec that odious city again. Oh, Arthur — 
that is, Mr. — well, Arthur, then— one’s good thoughts grow up in 
these sweet woods and calm solitudes, like those flowers which won't 
bloom in London, you know. The gardener comes and changes our 
balconies once a week. 1 don’t ^ink I shall bear to look London 
in the face again — it’s odious, smoky, brazen face ! But, heigho ! ” 

“ Why that sigh, Blanche ?” 

« Never mind why.” 

“ Yes, I do mind why. Tell me, tell me everything.” 

“ I wish you hadn’t come down ; ” and a second edition of Mis 
^oupirs came out 

“ You don’t want me, Blanche ?” 

1 don’t want you to go away. I don’t think this boose will be 
cry happy without you, and that’s why I wish that you never had 
ome.” 
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Mts Scufnrs were here laid aside, and Mts Lames had begun. 

Ah ! What answer is given to those in the eyes of a young 
woman? What is the method employed for drying them? What 
took place? O ringdoves and roses, O dews and wild-dowers, O 
waving greenwoods and balmy airs of summer ! Here were two 
battered London rakes, taking themselves in for a moment, and 
fancying that they were in love with each other, like Phillis and 
Corydon. 

When one thinks of country houses and country walks, one 
wonders that any man is left unmarried. 
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CHAPTER XXVL 
TEMPTATION. 

ASY and frankHipok^*as Pen- 
dennis commoidy was with 
Warrinfiton, how came it that 
Arthur did not inform the friend 
and depositary of all his secrets, 
of the little ciicumstances which 
had taken place at the villa near 
Tunbridge Wells? He talked 
about the discovery of his old 
tutor Smiike, freely enough, and 
of his wife, and of his Anglo- 
Norman church, and of his de- 
parture from Clapham to Rome ; 
but, when asked about Blanche, 
his answers were evasive or gene- 
ral ; he said she was a good- 
natuicd clever little thing, that 
lightly guided she might make 
no such bad wife after all, but 
that he had for the moment no intention of marriage, that his days of 
romance were over, that he wa^^ contented with Ins present lot, and so 

In the meantime there came occasionally to Lauib Court, Temple, 
pretty little satin envelopes, supersciibed m the neatest handwn^g, 
and sealed with one of those admirable ciphers, which, if Warnn^on 
had been curious enough to watch his friend’s letters, or indeed it t e 
cipher had been decipherable, would have shown Georp that Mr. 
Arthur was in correspondence with a young lady whose initials wre 
B. A. To these pretty little compositions, Mr. Pen replied in his wst 
and gallantest manner ; with jokes, with news of the town, with points 
of wit, nay, with pretty little verses very likely, in reply to the versicles 




PENDENNIS. 


m 

of the Muse of ^^Mes Laitnes.” Blanche we know riiynes with 
** branchy” and " stanch/’ and ** launch/’ and no doubt a gentleman ‘6f 
Pen’s ingenuity would not forego these advantages of positiony and 
would ring the pretty little changes upon these pleasing notes. 
Indeed we believe that those love-verses of Mr. Pen’sy which had such 
a pleasing success in the Rose-leaves/’ that charming Annual edited 
by Lady Violet Lebas, and illustrated by portraits of the female 
nobility by the famous artist Pinkney, were composed at this period 
of our hero’s life; and were first addressed to Blanche, per post, 
before they figured in print, conteis as it were to Pinkney’s pictorial 
garland. 

** Verses are all very well,” the elder Pendennis said, who found 
Pen scratching down one of these artless effusions at the Club as he 
was waiting for his dinner ; “ and letter-writing if mamma allows it, 
and between such old country friends of course there may be a cor- 
respondence, and that sort of thing- but mind, Pen, and don’t 
commit yourself, my boy. For who knows what the doose may 
happen ? The best way is to make your letters safe. I never wrote 
a letter in all my life that would commit me, and demmy, sir, I have 
bad some experience of women.” And the worthy gentleman, growing 
more garrulous and confidential with his nephew as he grew older, 
told nthny affecting instances of the evil results consequent upon this 
want of caution to many persons in “ society ; ” — ^how from using loo 
ardent expressions in some poetical notes to the widow Naylor, young 
Spoony had subjected himself to a visit of remonstrance from the 
widow’s brother, Colonel Flint ; and thus had been forced into a 
marriage with a woman old enough to be his mother : how when 
Louisa Salter had at length succeeded in securing young Sir John Bird, 
.Hopwood, of the Blues, produced some letters which Miss S. had 
written to him, and caused a withdrawal on Bird’s part, who after- 
wards was united to Miss Stickney, of Lyme Regis, &c. The Major, 
if he had not reading, had plenty of observation, and could back his 
wise saws with a multitude of modern instances, which he had 
acquired in a long and careful perusal of the great book of the world. 

Pen laughed at the examples, and blushing a little at his uncle’s 
remonstrances, said that he would bear them in mind and be cautious. 
He blushed, perhaps, because he had borne them in mind ; because 
he was cautious : because in his letters to Miss Blanche he had from 
instinct, or honesty perhaps, refrained from any avowals which might 
compromise him. “Don’t you remember the lesson I had, sir, in 
Lady Mirabel’s — Miss Fothcringay’s affair? I am not to be caught 
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unclei** Arthur said with mode fraulmss and humUity* Old 
Peddennis congratulated himself and his nephew heartily on the 
latter’s prudence and progress, and was pleased at the position which 
Arthur was taking as a man of the world. 

No doubt, if Warrin^on had been consulted, his opinion would 
have been different : and he would have told Pen that the boy’s 
foolish letters were better than the man’s adroit compliments and 
slippery gallantries ; that to win the woman he loves, only a kndve or 
a coward advances under cover, with subterfuges, and a retreat secured 
behind him : but Pen spoke not on this matter to Mr. Warrington, 
knowing pretty well that he was guilty, and what his friend's verdict 
would be. * 

Colonel Altamont had not been for many weeks Ubs<t^t on his 
foreign tour — Sir Francis Clavering having retired meanwhile into the 
country pursuant to his agreement with Major Pendennis — when the 
ills of fate began to fall raiher suddenly and heavily upon the sole 
remaining partner of the little^ firm of Shepherd’s Inn, When Strong, 
at parting with Altamont, refused the loan proffered by the latter in 
the fulness of his purse and the generosity of his heart, he made such 
a sacrifice to conscience and delicacy as caused him many an after- 
twinge and pang ; and he felt — it was not very many hours in his 
life he had experienced the feeling —that in this juncture of his affairs 
lie had been too delicate and too scrupulous. Why should a fellow in 
want refuse a kind offer kindly made ? Why should a thirsty man declim-* 
a pitcher of water from a friendly hand, because it was a little soiled ? 
Strong’s conscience smote him for refusing what the other had fairly 
come by, and generously proffered : and he thought ruefully, now it 
was too late, that Altainont’s cash would have been as well in his 
pocket as in that of the gambling-house proprietor at Baden or £ms, 
with whom his Excellency would infallibly leave his Derby winnings. 
It was whispered among the tradesmen, bill-discounters, and others 
who had commercial dealings *with Captain Strong, that he and the 
Baronet had parted company, and that the Captain's paper” was 
hencefqrtb of no value. The tradesmen, who had put a wonderful 
confidence in him hitherto, — for who could resist Strong’s jolly face 
and frank and honest demeanour ?— now began to pour in their bills 
with a cowardly mistrust and unanimity. The knocks at the Shep- 
herd’s Inn chambers’ door were constant, and tailors, bootmakers, 
pastrycooks who had furnished dinners, in their own persons, or by 
the boys their representatives, held levees on Strong’s stairs. To 
these were added one or two persons of a less clamorous but far more 
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sly and dangmus aort^— young clerks of lawyers, namely, who 
lurked about the Inn, or concerted with Mr. Campion’s young man in 
the chambers hard by, having in their dismal pocket-books copies 
of writs to be served on Edward Strong, requiring him to appear on 
an early day next term before our Sovereign Lady the Queen, and 
answer to &c &c. 



From this invasion of creditors, poor Strong, who had not a guinea 
in his pocket, had, of course, no refuge but that of the Englishman s 
castle, into which he retired, shutting the outer and inner door upon 
the enemy, and not quitting his stronghold until after nightfall. 
Against this outer barrier the foe used to come and knock and curse 
in vain, whilst the Chevalier peeped at them from behind the little 
curtain which he had put over the orifice of his letter-box ; and had 
the dismal satisfaction of seeing the faces of furious clerk and fiery 
dun, as they dashed up against the door and retreated from it. But as 
they could not be always at his gate, or sleep on his staircase, the 
enemies of the Chevalier sometimes left him free. 

Strong, when so pressed by his commercial antagonists, was not 
quite alone in his defence against them, but had iecured for himself an 
ally ot two. His friends were instructed to ciQlltbmunicate with him by 
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a sVilem of private signals: and they thus kept the garriscci fiom 
staj^ng hy bringing hi necessary supplies} and kept up Strong’s heart 
and prevented him from surrendering, by visiting him and cheering 
him in his retreat. * Two of Ned’s most faithful allies were Huxter and 
Miss Fanny Bolton: when hostile visitors were prowling about the 
Inn, Fanny’s little sisters were taught a particular cry or jodel, which 
they innocently whooped in the court : when Fanny and Huxter came 
up to visit Strong, they archly sang this same note at his door; when 
that barrier was straightway opened, the honest garrison came out 
smiling, the provisions and the pot of porter were brought in, and in 
the society of his faithful friends the beleaguered one paessed a com- 
fortable night There are some men who could not live under this ex- 
citement, but Strong was a brave man, as we have said, wbb had seen 
service and never lost heart in peril. 

But besides allies, our general had secured for himself, under dif- 
ficulties, Uiat still more nedessary aid, — a retreat. It has been men- 
tioned in a former part of this history, how Messrs. Costigan and Bows 
lived in the house next door to Captain Strong, and that the window 
of one of their rooms was not \ery far off the kitchen-window which 
was situated in the upper story of Strong's chambers. A leaden water- 
pipe and gutter served for the two ; and Strong, looking out from his 
kitchen one day, saw that he could spring witli great ease up to the 
sill of his neighbour’s window, and clamber up the pipe which com- 
municated from one to the other. He had laughingly shown this 
refuge to his chum, Altamont ; and they had agreed that it would be 
as well not to mention the circumstance to Captain Costigan, whose 
duns were numerous, and who would be constantly flying down the 
pipe into their apartments if this way of escape were shown to him. 

But now that the evil days were come, Strong made use of the 
passage, and one afternoon burst in upon Bows and Costigan with 
his jolly face, and explained that the enemy was in waiting on his 
staircase, and that he had taken, this means of giving them the slip. 
So while Mr. Mark’s aides-de-camp were in waiting in the passage of 
No. 3, Strong walked down the steps of No. 4, dined at the Albion, 
went to the play, and returned home at midnight, to the astonishment 
of Mrs. Bolton and Fanny, who had not seen him quit his chambers 
and could not conceive how he could have passed the line of sentries. 

Strong bore this siege for some weeks with admirable spirit and 
resolution, and as only such an old and brave soldier would, for the 
pains and privations he had to endure were enough to depress 
any man of ordinary CMnMPige; and what vexed and ^ri}ed” him (to 
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use his om expmstoA) was the infernal indUference and cowaidly 
ingratitude of Claveiing, to whom he wrote letter after letter, which 
the Baronet never acknowledged by a single word, or by the smallest 
remittancei though a five-pound note, as Strong said, at that time 
would have been a fortune to him. 

But better days were in store for the Chevalier, and in the midst 
of his despondency and perplexities there came to him a most wel- 
come aid. ^‘Yes, if it hadn’t been for this good fellow here,” said 
Strong; “for a good fellow you are, Altamont, my boy, and hang me 
if I don’t stand by you as long as I live ; I think, Pendennis, it would 
have been all up with Ned Strong. It was the fifth week of my being 
kept a prisoner, for I couldn’t be always risking my neck across that 
water-pipe, and taking my walks abroad through poor old Cos’s window, 
and my spirit was quite broken, sir — dammy, quite beat, and I was 
thinking of putting an end to myself, and should have done it in 
another week, when who should drop down from heaven but Alta- 
niont ! ” 

“ Heaven ain’t exactly the place, Ned/’ said Altamont. “ I came 
from Baden-Baden,” said he, “and Pd had a deuced lucky month there, 
that’s all” 

Well, sir, he took up Mark’s bill, and he paid the other fellowsi 
that were upon me, like a man, sir, that he did,” said Strong, cnthusjf 
astically. 

“ And I shall be very happy to stand a bottle of claret for this cc/ 
pany, and as many more as the company chooses,” said Mr. Altanv 
with a blush. “ Hallo ! waiter, bring us a magnum of the right , 
do you hear? And we’ll drink our healths all round, sir— and niay 
every good fellow like Strong find another good fellow to stand by him 
at a pinch. That’s my sentiment, Mr. Pendennis, though 1 don’t like 
your name.” 

“No! And why ? ” asked Arthur. 

Strong pressed the Colonel’s foot under the table here ; and Alta- 
monte rather excited, filled up another bumper, nodded to Pen, drank 
off his wine, and said, He was a gentleman, and that was sufficient, 
and they were all gentlemen.” 

The meeting between these “all gentlemen” took place at Rich- 
mond, whither Pendennis had gone to dinner, and where he found the 
Chevalier and his friend at table in the coffee-room. Both of the latter 
were exceedingly hilarious, talkative, and excited by wine, and Strong* 
who was an admirable story-teller, told the story of his own siege, and 
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Adventures end escajies with great liveliness and humour, and de- 
scribed the talk of the sheriiTs officers at his door, the pretty little 
signals of Fanny, the grotesque exclamations of Costigan when the 
Chevalier burst in at his window, and his final rescue by Altamont, in 
a most graphic manner, and so as greatly to interest his hearers. 

"As for me, it's nothing," Altamont said. "When a ship’s paid 
off, a chap spends his money, you know. And it s the fellers at the 
black and red at Baden-Baden that did it. I won a good bit ol 
money there, and intend to win a good bit moie, don't I, Strong^ 
I'm going to take him with me. I've got a system. Ill make his 
fortune, I tell you. I'll make your fortune, if you like — d^unmy, 
everybody’s fortune. Bui what I’ll do, and no mistake, boys, 1 promise 
you.# I’ll put in for that little Fanny. Dainmy, sir, what do;yoU think 
she did? She had two pound, and I’m blest if she didn’t go and lend 
It to Ned Strong! Didn't she, Ned? Let's drink her health." 

" With all my heart,” said Arthur, and pledged this toast with the 
^Tcatcst cordiality. 

Mr- Altamont then began, w ith the greatest volubility, and at great 
length, to describe his system. ITc said that it was infallible, if plaNcd 
with coolness ; that he had it from a chap at Baden, who had lost by 
It, it was true, but because he had not capital enough ; if he could have 
stood one more turn of the wheel, he would have had all his money 
back ; that he and several more chaps were going to make a baiVk, 
and try it ; and that he would put every shilling he was worth into it, 
ind had come back to this country, for the express purpose of fetching 
away his money, and Captain Strong; that Strong should play for him : 
that he could trust Strong and his temper much better than he could 
his own, and much better than Bloundell-Blounddl or the Italian that 
stood in." As he emptied his bottle, the Colonel described at full 
length all his plans and prospects to Pen, who was interested in listen- 
ing to his story, and the confessions of his daring and lawless good- 
humour. 

« 

" 1 met that queer fellow Altamont the other day," Pen said to 
his uncle, a day or two afterwards. ^ 

"Altamont? What Altamont? There’s Lord Westport’s son," 
said the Major. 

" No, no ; the fellow who came tipsy into Clavering’s dmmg<*room 
'ine day when we were there," said the nephew, laughing ; " and he 
said he did not like the name of Pendennis, though he did me the 
lonour to think that I was a good fellow." 

" 1 don't know any man of the name of Altamont, I give you my 
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honour^** said the impenetrable Major ; **and as for your acquaintance^ 
1 think the less you have to do with him die better, Arthur.*’ 

Arthur laughed again. He is going to quit the country, and 
make his fortune by a gambling system. He and my amiable college 
acquaintance, Bloundell, are partners, and the Colonel takes out 
Strong with him as aide-de-camp. What is it that binds the Chevalier 
and Clavering, I wonder?” 

** I should think, mind you, Pen, 1 should think— but of course I 
have only the idea — that there has been something in Clavering’s 
previous life which gives these fellows and some others a certain 
power over him ; and if there should be such a secret, which is no 
affair of ours, my boy, dammy, I say, it ought to be a lesson to a 
man to keep himself straight in life, and not to give any man a dmnee 
over him.” " 

‘’Why, I think have some means of persuasion over Clavering, 
uncle, or why should he give me that seat in Parliament ? ” 

“Clavering thinks he ain’t fit for Parliament,” the Major answered. 
“No more he is. What’s to prevent him from putting you or anybody 
else into his place if he likes ? Do you think that the Government 
or the Opposition would make any bones about accepting the seat if 
he offered it to them ? Why should you be more squeamish than the 
first men, and the most honourable men, and men of the highest 
birth and position in the country, begad?” The Major had an 
answer of this kind to most of Pen’s objections, and Pen accepted his 
uncle’s replies, not so much because he believed them, but because 
he wished to believe them. We do a thing — which of us has not ?— 
not because “ everybody does it,” but because we like it ; and our 
acquiescence, alas ! proves not that everybody is right, but that we 
and the rest of the wbrld are poor creatures alike. 

At his next visit to Tunbridge, Mr. Pen did not forget to amuse 
Miss Blanche with the history which he ha<f learned at Richmond of 
the Chevalier’s imprisonment, and of AltamonVs gallant rescue. And 
after he had told his tale in his usual satirical way, he mentioned with 
praise and emotion little Fanny’s generous behaviour to the Chevalier, 
and Altamont’s enthusiasm in her behalf. 

Miss Blanche was somewhat jealous, and a good deal piqued and 
curious about Fanny. Among the many confidential little communi- 
cations which Arthur made to Miss Amory in the course of their 
delightful rural drives and their sweet evening walks, it may be 
supposed that our hero would not forget a story so interesting td 
himself, and so likely to be interesting to her, as that of the passion 
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and care of tbe poor little Ariadne of Shepherd’s Inn. His own part 
in that drama he described, to do him justice, with becoming modesty ; 
the moral which he wished to draw from the tale being one in accotd- 
ance with his usual satirical mood, viz», that women get ovjer their 
first loves quite as easily as men do (for the fair Blanche, in their 
intimes conversations, did not cease to twit Mr. Pen about his 
notorious failure in his own virgin attachment to the Fotheringay), 
and, number one being withdrawn, transfer themselves to number 
two without much difficulty. And poor little Fanny was offered up in 
sacrifice as an instance to prove this theory. What griefs she had 
endured and surmounted, what bitter pangs of hopeless 'attachment 
she had gone through, what time it had taken to heal those wounds 
of me tender little bleeding heart, Mr. Pen did not know, or perhaps 
did not choose to know ; for he was at once modest and doubtful 
about his capabilities as a cpnqueror of hearts, and averse to believe 
that he had executed any dangerous ravages on that particular one, 
though his own instance a.nd argument told against himself in this 
case ; for if, as he said, Miss Fanny was by this time in love with her 
surgical adorer, who had neither good looks nor good manners, nor 
wit, nor anything but ardour and fidelity to recommend him, must she 
not, in her first sickness of the love-complaint, have had a serious 
attack, and suffered keenly for a man, who had certainly a number of 
the showy qualities which Mr. Huxter wanted ? 

« You wicked odious creature,” Miss Blanche said, " I believe 
that you are enraged with Fanny for being so impudent as to forget 
you, and that you are actually jealous of Mr. Huxter.” Perhaps 
Miss Amory was right, as the blush which came in spite of himself 
and tingled upon Pendennis’s cheek (one of those blows with which 
a man’s vanity is constantly slapping his face,) proved to Pen that he 
was angry to think he had been superseded by such a rival. By such 
a fellow as that 1 withbut any . conceivable good quality ! Oh, Mr. 
Pendennis! (although this remark does not apply to such a smart 
fellow as you) if Nature had not made that provision for each sex 
in the credulity of the other, which sees good qualities where none 
exist, good looks in donkeys’ ears, wit in their numskulls, and music 
in their bray, there would not have been near so much marrying 
and giving in marriage as now obtains, and as is necessary for the 
due propagation and continuance of the noble race to which we 
belong ! 

"Jealous or not,” Pen said, "and, Blanche, I don’t say no, I 
should have liked Fanny to come to a ^tter end than that 1 dem’t 
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Utoliittorif 0 lftiat«iidmU^ and when «ve axrive at the 

conclusion of the story of a pretty gurFs passion, to iind such a figure 
as Hoxter's at the last page of the tale. Is all life a compromise, my 
lady fiur, and the end of the battle of love an ignoble surrender ? 
Is the search for the Cupid which my poor little Psyche pursued in 
the darkness— the god of her souPs longing — the god of the blooming 
cheek and rainbow pinions— to result in Huxter, smelling of tobacco 
and gallipots? I wish, though 1 don’t see it in life, that people 
could be like Jenny and Jessamy, or my lord and lady Clementina in 
the story-books and fashionable novels, and at once under the cere- 
mony, and, as it were, at the parson’s benediction, become perfectly 
handsome and good and happy ever after.” 

“And don’t you intend to be good and happy, pray, Monsieuf le 
Misanthrope— and are you very discontented with your lot — and will 
your marriage be a compromise— (asked the author of “ Mes Larmes,” 
with a charming mouc) — and is your Psyche an odious vulgar wretch ? 
You wicked satirical creature, I can’t abide you ! You take the 
hearts of young things, play with them, and fling them away with 
scorn. You ask for love and trample on it. You — you make me cry, 
that you do, Arthur, and— and dont — and I won^t be .consoled in that 
way— and 1 think Fanny was quite right in leaving such a heartless 
crc.Tturc.” 

“Again, I don’t say no,” said Pen, looking very gloomily at 
Blanche, and not offciing by any means to repeat the attempt at 
consolation, which had elicited that sweet monos> liable “ don't” from 
the young lady. “ I don’t think I have much of what people call 
hcai t ; but X don’t profess it. I made my venture when I was 
eighteen, and lighted my lamp and went in search of Cupid. And 
what was my discovery of love ! — ^a vulgar dancing-woman. 1 failed, 
as everybody does, almost everybody ; only it is luckier to fail before 
mai riage than after.” 

“ Merci du choix^ MonsUnr^^ said the Sylphide, making a curtsey. 

“ Look, my httle Blanche,” said Pen, taking her hand, and with 
hi3 voice of sad good-humour ; “ at least I stoop to no flatteries.” 

“ Quite the contrary,” said Miss Blanche. 

“ And tell you no foolish lies, as vulgar men do. Why should you 
and I, with our experience, ape romance and dissemble passion ? 
1 do not believe Miss Blanche Amory to be peerless among the 
beautiful, nor the greatest poetess, nor the most surpassing musician, 
any more than 1 believe you to be the tallest woman in the whole 
world— like the giantess whose picture we saw as we rode through 
the fair yesterday. But if I don’t set you up as a heroine, neither do 
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1 <#sr ytbtt vtery htimble servant as a hero. Bat 1 tiiink yovt are 
— well» there, I think you are very sufifictently good-looking.** 

^ Mfftcit* Miss Blanche said with another curtsey. 

« 1 think you sing charmingly. I*m sure you’re clever, I hope 
and believe that you are good-natured, and that you will be com- 
panionable.” 

^ And so provided I bring you a certain sum of money and a scat 
in Parliament, you condescend to fling to me your royal pocket- 
handkerchief,” said Blanche. “(?///• d'honneur! We used to call 
your Highness the Prince of Fairoaks. What an honour to think 
that 1 am to be elevated to the throne, and to bring the Seat m 
Parliament as backsheesh to the sultan ! I am glad I am clever, 
and that I can play and sing to your liking ; my songs will afUuse my 
lord’s leisure.” 

“ And if thieves are about the house,” said Pen, grimly pursuing 
the simile, forty besetting thieves in the shape of lurking cares and 
enemies in ambush and passions in arms, my Morgiana will dance 
round me with a tambourine, and kill all my rogues and thieves with 
a smile. Won’t she ? ” But Pen looked as if he did not believe that 
she would, “Ah, Blanche,” he continued after a pause, “don’t be 
angry ; don’t be hurt at my truth-telling. Don’t you sec that I ahvays 
i«ike you at your word ? You say you will be a slave and dance — 
1 say, dance. You say, ‘ I take you with what you bring : ’ I say, ‘ I 
take you with what you bring.* To the necessary deceits and hypo- 
crisies of our life, why add any that are useless and unnecessary ? If 
1 offer myself to you because I think wc have a fair chance of being 
happy together, and because by your help I may get for both of us a 
good place and a not undistinguished name, why ask me to feign 
laptures and counterfeit romance, in which neither of us believe? 
Do you want me to come wooing in a Prince Prettyman’s dress from 
the masquerade warehouse, and to pay you compliments like Sir 
Charles Grandison ? Do you want me to make you verses as in the 
day«? when we were— when we were children ? I will if you like, and 
^cH them to Bacon and Bungay afterwards. Shall I feed my pretty 
princess with bonbons f ” 

“ Mats f adore Us bonbons, mai^ said the little Sylphidc, with a 
lueer piteous look. 

“ I can buy a hatfull at 'Fortnum and Mason’s for a guinea. And 
shall have its bonbons, its pootty little sugar-plums, that it shall,” 
cn said with a bitter smile. “Nay, my dear, nay my dearest little 
lartchej don’t cry. Dry the pretty eyes, I can’t bear that ; ” and he 
roceeiM to offer that consolation which the circumstance required 
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and which the tem, the gennine tears tji vescation, which now sprang 
from the angry eyes of the author of Mes Lannes,” demanded. 

The scornful and sarcastic tone of Fendennis quite frightened 
and overcame the girl ** don*t want your consolation. 1 — I never 
was — so — spoken to bef— by any of my — my — ^by anybody'* — she 
sobbed out, with much simplicity. 

Anybody shouted out Pen, with a savage burst of laughter, 
and Blanche blushed one of the most genuine blushes which her 
cheek had ever exhibited, and she cried out, " Oh, Arthur, vous ites 
un homme terrible! *' She felt bewildered, frightened, oppressed, the 
worldly little flirt who had been playing at love for the last dozen years 
of her life, and yet not displeased at meeting a master. 

** Tell me, Arthur,” she said, after a pause in this strange love- 
making, "why does Sir Francis Clavering give up his seat in Parlia- 
ment ? ” 

^ Au faiiy why does he give it to me ? ” asked Arthur, now blushing 
in his turn. 

" You always mock me, sir,** she said. " If it is good to be in 
Parliament, why does Sir Francis go out ? ” 

" My uncle has talked him over. He always said that you were 
not sufficiently provided for. In the — the family disputes, when your 
mamma paid his debts so liberally, it Was stipulated, I suppose, that 
you — that is, that I — that is, upon my word, I don't know why he 
goes out of Parliament,” Pen said, with rather a forced laugh. " You 
sec, Blanche, that you and 1 are two good little children, and that this 
marriage has been arranged for us by our mammas and uncles, and 
that we must be obedient, like a good little boy and girl.” 

So, when Pen went to London, he sent Blanche a box of bonbons, 
each sugar-plum of which was wrapped up in ready-made French 
verses, of the most tender kind ; and, besides, despatched to her some 
poems of his own manufacture, quite as artless and authentic^; and it 
was no wonder that he did not tell Warrington what his conversations 
with Miss Amory had been, of so delicate a sentiment were they, and 
of a nature so necessarily private. 

And if. like many a worse and better man, Arthur Pendennis, the 
widow's son, was meditating an apostasy, and going to sell himself to 
—we all know whom,— at least the renegade did not pretend to be a 
believer in the creed to which he was ready to swear. And if every 
woman and man in this kingdom, who has sold her or himself fo^ 
money or position, as Mr. Pendennis was about to do, would but 
purchase a copy of his memoirs, what tons of volumes Messrs. Smith} 
Elder and Co. would sell ! 







CHAPTER XXVIL 

IN WHICH PEN BEGINS HIS CANVASS. 

ELANCKOLY as 
th0gt«at1io¥ts6at 
Claverihg Paik 
had been in the 
days before Ins 
marriage^ when its 
bankrupt propria* 
tor was a refugee 
m foreign lands. 
It was not much 
more cheerful now 
when Sir Francis 
Clavering came to 
inhabit it. The 
greater part of 
the mansion was 
shut up, and the 
Baronet onljr 
occupied a few of 
the rooms on the 
ground floor, 
where his house-^ 
keeper and her assistant fiom the'lodge gate waited upon the luckless 
gentleman in his forced retreat, and cooked a part of the game which 
he spent the dreary mornings in shooting. Lightfoot, his man. had 
passed over to my Lady’s service ; and, as Pen was informed in a 
letter from Mr. Smirke, who performed the ceremony, had execuled 
his prudent int<!htion of marrying Mrs. Bonner, my Lady’s wqpiaii, 
who, in her mature years, was stricken with the bairns of the yotilh, 
and endowed him with her savings and her elderly person. To be 
landlord and landlady of the Clavering Arms * was the ambition of 
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both ^ thm ; aad it was agreed t&at" tlM^ urere te reottS^ hi %»if 
CSaveriiig’a service untU qiiatter-day arHvedi when they wMto take 
possession oC their hotel Fen graciously psponused that he would 
give his dectiou dinner there, when the Baronet should vacate his 
seat in the young man’s favour ; and, as it had been agreed by his 
uncle, to whom Clavering seemed to be able to refuse nothing, Arthur 
came down in September on a visit to Clavering Park, the owner of 
which was very glad to have a companion who would relieve his loneli* 
ness, and perhaps would lend him a little ready money. 

Pen furnished his host with these desirable supplies a couple of 
days after he had made his appearance at Clavering ; and no soonei 
were these small funds in Sir Francis’s pocket, than the latter found 
he had business at Chatteris and the neighbouring watering-places, of 
which ——shire boasts many, and went off to see to his affairs, which 
were transacted, as might be supposed, at the county race-grounds 
and billiard-rooms. Arthur could live alone well enough, having 
many mental resources and amusements which did not require other 
persons’ company : he could walk with the game-keeper of a morning, 
and for the evenings there were plenty of books and occupation for a 
literary genius like Mr. Arthur, who required but a cigar and a sheet 
of paper or two to make the night pass away pleasantly. In truth, in 
two Of three days he had found the society of Sir Francis Clavering 
perfectly intolerable ; and it was w'ith a mischievous eagerness and 
satis£ietion that he offered Clavering tlie little pecuniary aid which the 
latter according to his custom solicited ; and supplied him with the 
means of taking flight from his own house. 

Besides, our ingenious friend had to ingratiate himself witli the 
townspeople of Clavering, and with the voters of the borough which 
he hoped to represent ; and he set himself to this task with only the 
* more eagerness, remembering how unpopular he had before been in 
Clavcrirg, and determined to vanquish the odium which he had inspired 
amongst the simple people there. 11 is sense of humour made him 
delight in this task. Naturally rather reserved and silent in public, 
he became on a sudden as frank, eas 3 % and jovial, as Captain Strong. 
He laughed with ever>body who would exchange a laugh with him, 
shook hands right and left, with wh::t may be certainly called a 
dexterous cordiality ; made his appearance at the market-<lay and the 
farmers* ordinary ; and, in fine, acted like a consummate hypocrite, 
and as gentlemen of the highest birth and most spotless integrity act 
when they wish to make themselves agreeable to their constituents, 
and have someend t6 gain of the country folks. How is it that we 
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wn^ that it i$ fiJiie coin, ami we take H : we know that it i« 
6attery, whieh it costs nothing to distribute to everybody, and we had 
rather have it than be without it Friend Pen went about at Clavering, 
laboriously simple and adroitly pleased, and quite a diffeient being 
from the scornful and rather sulky young dandy whom the inhabitants 
lemembered ten years ago. 

The Rectory was shut up. Doctor Portman was gone^ with his 
gout and his family, to Harrogate ; an event which Pen deplored very 
much in a letter to the Doctor, in which, in a few kind and simple 
words, he expressed his regret at not seeing his old friend/ whose 
advice he wanted and whose aid he might require some day but Pen 
consoled himself for the Doctor's absence, by making ac^dainlance 
with Mr. Simcoe, the opposition preacher, and with the two partners 
of the cloth-factory at Chatteris, and with the Independent preacher 
there, aU of whom he met at the Clavering Athenseum, which the 
Liberal party had set up in accordance with the advanced spirit of the 
age, and perhaps in opposition to the anstocratic old reading-roPm, 
into which the Edinburgh Review’’ had once scarcely got an admis* 
Sion, and where no tradesmen were allowed an entrance. He pro- 
pitiated the younger partner of the cloth-factory, by asking hbtt to 
dine in a friendly way at the Park ; he complimented the Honourable 
Mrs. Simcoe with hares and partridges from the same quarter, and 
a request to read her husband’s last sermon ; and being a little unwell 
one day, the rascal took advantage of the circumstance to show his 
tongue to Mr. Huxter, who sent him medicines and called the next 
morning. How delighted old Pendennis would have been with his 
pupil ! Pen himself was amused with the sport in which he was 
engaged, and his success inspired him with a wicked good-humour. 

And yet, as he walked out of Clavering of a night, after ** pre- 
siding” at a ipeeting of the Athenaeum, or working through an 
evening with Mrs. Simcoe, who,^with her husband, was awed by l^he 
young Londoner’s r^utation, aim had beard of hia nocial successes ; 
as he passed over the old familiar bridge of the rushing Brawl, and 
heard that well-remembered sound of waters beneath, and saw his 
own cottage of Fairoaks among the trees, their dariding oUdKnei 
clear against thf starlit sky, different thoughts no doubt came to the 
young man’s mind, and awakened pangs of grief and shame there« 
There still used to be a light in the windows of the room which he 
remenibered so well, and in which the Saint vho loved him' fiiad 




iMxfoniif «nd tttaUy their dark heads and bmttchea orer |he 
cottage roof. Yonder, in the iaiat starlight glimmer, was the ternt^e 
whett^ as a hoy, he walked of summer evenings, ar^t and tnistftil, 
unspotted, untried, ignorant of doubts or passions ; sheltered as ytt 
frcan the world's contamination in the pure and anxious bosom of love. 

. . . The clock of the near town tolling midnight, with a clang, 
distutbs our wanderer's reverie, and sends him onwards towards his 
night’s resting-place, through the lodge into Clavering avenue, and 
under the dark arcades of the rustling limes. 

When he sees the cottage the next time, it is smiling in suUset ; 
those bedroom windows are open where the light was burning the 
night before; and Pen's tenant, Captain Stokes, of the Bombay 
Artillery (whose mother, old Mrs. Stokes, lives in Clavering}; receives 
his landlord's visit with great cordiality : shows him over the grounds 
and the new pond he has made in the back garden from the stables ; 
talks to him confidentially aibout the roof and chimneys, and begs 
Mr. Pendennis to name a (Jay when he will do himself and Mrs. 
.Stokes the pleasure to, &c. Pen, who has been a fortnight in the 
country, excuses himself for not having c«iiled sooner upon the Captain 
by frankly owning that he had not the heart to do it. ** I undei stand 
\ou, sir,"the Captain says; and Mrs. Stokes, who had slipped away 
at the ring of the bell (how odd it seemed to Pen to ring the bell !), 
comes down in her best gown, surrounded by her children. The 
>oung ones clamber about Stokes : the boy jumps into an arm-chair. 
It was Pen's father’s arm-chair ; and Arthur remembers the. days 
when he would as soon have thought of mounting the king's throne as 
of seating himself in that arm-chair. He asks Miss Stokes — ^she is 
the very image of her mamma— if she can play ? He should like to 
hear a tune on that piano. She plays. He heais the notes of the old 
piano once more, enfeebled by age, but he does not listen to the player. 
He is listening to Laura smging as in the days of their youth, and 
sees his mother bending and beating time ovei the shoulder of the 
girl. J 

The dinner at Fairoaks given in Pen’s honour liy his tenant, and 
at which old Mrs. Stokes, Captain Glanders, Squire Hobnell, and the 
cleigyman and his lady, from Tincklcton, were present, was very 
stupid and melancholy for Pen, until the waiter from Clavering (who 
aided the Captain’s stable-boy and Mrs. Stokes's butler) whom Pen 
remembered as a street boy, and who was now indeed barber in that 
place, dropped a plate over Pen's shoulder, on which Mr. Hobndl 
(who also employed him) remariced, ^ I suppose, Hodson, your hands 
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lionndiiin: ood hllari^ wM the order of the eretung* For the second 
course* there ms m hate and partridges top and bottom* and uhen 
after tfce withdraml of the servants Pen said to the A^ar of tlnckleton* 

think* Mn Stooks, you should have asked Hodson to cut iht kure^ 
the joke was taken instantly by the clergyman, who was IbUowOd in 
the course of a few minutes by Captains Stokes and Glanders, and by 
Mn Hobnell, who arrived rather late, but with an immense guiftiw. 

While Mr. Pen was engaged in the country in the above schemes, 
it happened that the lady of his choice, if not of his affections, came up 
to London from the Tunbridge villa bound upon shopping expeditions 
or important business, and in company of old Mrs. Bonner, her 
mother’s maid, who had lived and quarrelled with Blanche many 
times since she was an infant, and who now, being about to quit Lady 
Clavering’s service for the hymeneal state, was anxious like a good soul 
to bestow some token of respectful kindness upon her old and young 
mistress before she quitted them altogether, to take her post as the 
wife of Liglitfoot, and landlady of the “ Clavering Arms.” 

The honest woman took the benefit of Miss Amory’s taste to make 
the purchase which she intended to offer her ladyship ; and requested 
the fair Blanche to choose something for herself that should be to her 
liking, and remind her of her old nurse who had attended her through 
many^a wakeful night, and eventful teething, and childish fever, and 
who loved her like a child of her own a’most These purchases were 
made^ and as the nurse insisted on buying an immense Bible for 
Blandhe, the young lady suggested that Bonner should purchase a 
large Johnson’s Dictionary *’ for her mamma. Each of the two 
women might certainly profit by the present made to her. 

Then Mrs. Bonner invested money in some bargains in ‘linen- 
drapery, which might be useful at the “ Clavering Arms,” and bought 
a red and yellow neck-handkerchief, which Blanche could see at once 
was intended for Mr. Lightfoot. Younger than herself by at least fi\e- 
and-twenty years, Mrs. Bonner regarded that youth with a fondness at 
once parental and conjugal, and loved to lavish ornaments on his penon, 
which already glittered with pms, rings, shirt-studs, and chains and 
seals, purchased at the good creature’s expense. 

It was in the Strand that Mrs. Bonner made her purchases, akied 
by Miss Blanche, who liked the fun very well, and when the M lady 




Shepherd s Inn was but a few score of yards oft, Oldcastle Street 
was close by, the elegant young shopman pointed out the tumiimt 
which the young lady was to take, and she and her companion walked 
off together. 

" Shepherd’s Inp* what can yop want in Shepherd’s ln% Miss 
Blanche? ” Bonner inquired. Mr. Strong lives there* Do yOu aMt 
tq go and see the Captam? ” 
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wr^kiiid to-^to Mr. Arthtir i^Aen bewassoiU iMywi^ad timi 
liis life almost; aadl want to thank her» and ask bar if 
anything. I looked out several of my dresses on ptxipoae^tnoi^^ 
and she looked at Bopner as if she had aright toadmixation, 
and had perfonsied an act of remaxkable virtue; Blanche^ indeed, was 
very fond of sugar*plums; she would have fed the poor upon them^ 
wlm she had had enough, and given a country-girl a ball dress when , 
l3ie had worn it and was tired of it 

“ Pretty girl— pretty young woman 1 ** mumbled Mrs. Bonner. ‘‘ I 
know / want no pretty young women to come about Lightfoot," and in 
imagination she peopled the Clavering Arms” with a harem of the 
most hideous chambermaids and barmaids. 

Blanche, with pink and blue, and feathers, and dowers, and 
trinkets, and a shot silk dress, and a wonderful mantle, and a 
charming parasol, presented a vision of elegance and beauty such as 
bewildered the eyes of Mrs. Bolton, who was scrubbing the lodge-door 
of Shepherd’s Inn, and caused Betsy-Jancand Ameliarann to look with 
delight 

Blanche looked on them with a smile of ineffable sweetness and 
protection ; like Kowena going to see Rebecca ; like Marie Antoinette 
visiting the poor in the famine; like the Marchioness of Carabas 
alighting from her carnage and four at a pauper-tenalftt’s door, and 
taking from John No. II. the packet of Epsom salts for the invalid’s 
benefit, carrying it with her own imperial hand into the sick room — 
Blanche felt a queen stepping down from her throne to visit a subject, 
and enjoyed all the bland consciousness of doing a good action. 

** My good woman ! I want to see Fanny — Fanny Bolton^ is she 
here?” 

Mrs. Bolton had a sudden suspicion, from the splendour of 
Blanche’s appearance, that it must be a play-actor, or something 
worse. 

“What do you want with Fanny, pray?” she asked. 

“lam Lady Clavenng’s daughter — you have heard of Sir Francis 
Davering? And 1 wish very much indeed to see Fanny Bolton.” 

“ Pray step in, Miss— Betsy-Jane, where’s Fanny?” 

Betsy- Jane said Fanny had gone into No. 3 staircase, on which Mrs. 
Bolton said slie was probably in Strong’s rooms, and bade the child go 
and see if she was there. 

“ In Captain Strong’s rooms ! oh, let us go to Cpptain Stnmg’s 
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for tlu6 11^ Yt^kud wi^ the recent sctabbrng^endi the goddess did iuft 
tike thdhnidl of tmmn^soap. 

And as they passed up the stairs, a gentleman by the name Of 
Costigan, who happened to be swaggering about the court, and 
gave a very knowing look with his **oi*’ under Blanche’s bonnet, 
remarked to himself, ^ That’s a devilish foine gyurll, bedad, goan up 
to Sthrong and Altamont : they’re always having foine gyurlls up their 
suirs*” 

"Hallo— hwhat’s that?” he presently said, looking; up at the 
windows : from which some piercing shneks issued. 

At the sound of the voice of a distressed female the intrepid Cos 
rushed up the stairs as fast as his old legs would carry him, being 
nearly overthrown by Strong’s servant, who was descending the stair. 
Cos found the outer door of Stiong’s chambers open, and began to 
thunder at the knocker. After many and fierce knocks, the inner door 
was partially unclosed, and Strong’s head appealed. 

“ It’s oi, me boy. H^hat’s that noise, bthrong?” asked Costigan* 

"Go to the d — ” was the only answei, and the door was shut on 
Cos’s venerable red nose : and he went downstairs muttering threats 
at the indignity offered to him, and vowing that he would have satis- 
faction. In the meanwhile the reader, more lucky than Captain Costi- 
gan, will have the privilege of being made acquainted with the secret 
which was withheld from that officer. 

It has been said of how generous a disposition Mr. Altamont was, 
and when he was well supplied with funds, how liberally he spent 
them. Of a hospitable turn, he had no greater pleasure than drinking 
in company with other people ; so that there was no man more welcome 
at Greenwich and Richmond than the Emissary of the Nawaub of 
Lucknow. 

Now it chanced that on the day when Blanche and Mrs. Bonner 
ascended the staircase to Strong’s room in Shephero s Inn, the Colonel 

had invited Miss Delaval of the Theatre Royal, and her mother, 

Mrs. Hodge, to a little party down the river, and it had been agreed 
that they were to meet at Chambers, and thence walk down to a port in 
the neighbouring Strand to take water. So that when Mrs. Bonner 
and Mes Larmes came to the door, where Grady, Altamcnfs servant, 
was standing, the domestic said, "Walk in, ladies,” with the utmost 
affability, and led them into the room, which was arranged as if they 
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the bouqaeti and put her pretty little dainty ^ose into it«nii4 
labout the rocrniy and looked behind the curtains, and at the hodts and 
prints, and at t^plaii of Clavering estate hanging upon them]); and 
had asked the servant for Captain Strong, and had almost fistgotten his 
existence and the errand about which she had come, namjdy, tq visit 
Fanny Beilbm; so pleased was she with the new adventure, the odd, 

strange, delightful, droll little idea of being in a bachelor’s chambers in 
a queer old place in the City ! 

Grady meanwhile, with a pair of ample varnished boots, had dis- 
appeared into his master’s room. Blanche had hardly the leisure to 
remark how big the boots were, and how unlike Mr. Strong’s. 

<*The women’s come,” said Grady, helping his master to the 
boots. 

Did you ask ’em if they would take a glass of anything?” asked 
Altamont. 

Grady came out—'* He says, will you take anything to drink?” the 
domestic asked of them ; at which Blanche, amused with the artless 
question, broke out into a pi etty little laugh, and asked of Mrs. Bonner, 
Shall we take anything to dnnk ? ” 

‘♦Well, you may take it or lave it,” said Mr. Grady, who thought his 
offer slighted, and did not like the contemptuous manners of the new- 
comers, and so left them. 

“ Will we take anything to drink ? ” Blanche asked again : and 
again began to laugh. 

" Grady,” bawled out a voice from the chamber within : — a voice 
that made Mrs. Bonner start. 

Grady did not answer . his song was heard from afar off, from the 
kitchen, his upper room, where Grady was singing at his work. 

“ Grady, my coat ! ” again roared the voice from within. 

“ Why, that is not Mr, Strong’s voice,” said the Sylphidc, still half 
laughing. “ Grady my coat ! — Bonner, who is Grady my coat ? We 
ought to go away.” 

Bonner still looked quite puzzled at the sound of the voice which 
ehe had heard. 

The bedroom door here opened, and the individual who had 
called out “ Grady, my coat,” appealed without .the garment h) 
question. 

He nodded to the women, and walkedi across the feef 


imrdmxTNm. ^ 

yoitf Mng my coftt W4I^ mV 

d«a»^fl:Hi«m day^ and yrM bave a Jotty toik at-~.* 

He Mid no mom; fbrliere Mia Bonner^ who had been lobidingat 
him with acamd eyM, suddenly shrieked out, " Amory I Ammy ! ^ and 
fell back ficteaming and fainting in her chair. 

The man, so apostroi^hised, looked at the woman an instant, and, 
nishing up to Blanche, seised her and kissed her. ^ Yes, Betsy, ** he 
said, ^*by G — it is me. Mary Bonner knew me. What a fine gal 
we’ve grown 1 But it’s a secret, mmd. Tm dead, th<H^ Pm your 
father. Your poor mother don’t know it What a pretty gal we^re 
grown 1 Kiss me---kiss me close, my Betsy ! D— ~ It, I loye you : 
Tm your old father ** 

Betsy or Blanche looked quite bewildered, and bigan tp scream 
too~once, twice, thrice ; and it was her piercing shrieks which 
Captain Costigan heard as he walked the court below. 

At the sound of these *shrieks the perplexed parent dasped his 
hands (his wristbands were open, and on one brawny arm you could 
see letters tattooed m blue), and, rushing to his apartment, came 
b ick with an cau-dc-Cologne bottle from his grand silver dressing- 
case, with the fiagiant contents of which he began liberally to sprinkle 
Bonner and Blanche. 

The screams of these women brought the other occupants of the 
i hambers into the room Gradv from his kitchen, and Strong firom 
his apartment m the upper story The latter at once saw from the 
aspect of the two women what had occurred 

Grady, go and wait m the court,” he said, '‘and if ^ybody 
comes — you understand me.” 

“ Is It the play-actress and her mother ^ ” said Grady. 

“ Yes — confound you-^say that there’s nobody in Chambers, and 
the party’s off for to-day.” 

“ Shall I say that, sir? and after I bought them bokays ?” asked 
Grady of his mastei . *, 

“ Yes,” said Amory, with a stkmp of his foot ; and Strong going to 
the door, too, reached it just in time to prevent the entrance of Captain 
Costigan, who had mounted the stair. 

The ladies fityn the theatre did not have their txeat to Greenwji^ 
nor did Bktndm pay her visit to Fanny Bolton on that day. And 
w1m> tocficwcoarionmiiijcstic^^ to inquire of Grady irimt 
mlschicif was, and wno wae crying?— had for answer that ^twa|,a 
womans annther df tMft# «ad tkdt they were* in opjekw^ tbp 
causc'td’hiost all the mischief la the worid^^ ^ 







CHAPTER XXVIII. 

IN WHICH PEN BEGINS TO DOUBT HIS ELECTION, 

HILST Pen» in his own countyi was thus 
carrying on his selfish plans and parlia- 
mentary schemes, news came to him that 
Lady Rockminster had arrived at Baytnouth, 
and had brought with her our friend Laura. 
At the announcement that Laura his sister 
was near him, Pen felt rather guilty. His 
wish was to stand higher m her esteem, 
perhaps, than in that of any other person 
in the world She was nis mother’s legacy 
to him. He was to be her patron and 
protector in sonic sort How would she 
brave the news which he had to tell her; 
and how should he explain the plans which 
he was meditating ^ He felt as if neither 
he nor Blanche could bear Laura’s dazzling 
glance of calm scrutin>, and as if he would 
not dare to disclose his worldly hopes and 
ambitions to that spotless judge. At her 
arrival at Baymouth, he wrote a letter thither 
which contained a great number of fine 
phrases and protests of affection, and a great 
deal of easy satire and raillery ; m the midst of all which Mr. Pen 
could not help feeling that he was m a panic, and that he was actug 
like a rogue and hypocrite. 

How was It that a simple country-girl should be the object of fear 
and trembling to such an accomphshed gentleman as Mr. Pen? His 
worldly tactics and diplomacy, his satire and knowledge of the world* 
could not bear the test of her purity, he felt somehow. And be bad 
to own to himsdlf that his affairs were in such a position, that he could 
not tell the truth to that honest souL As he r^e from Clavering to 
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I/tuter tte diaitri» of her kfad^ though emnewhat weyrord end. 
ahsoliitel^troness, Lady Rockmiuster, Uiura had soea somewhat of 
the woiid in the last year, had gathered $<»ne accomplishments, and 
profited by the lessons of society. Many a girl who had been 
accustomed to that too great tenderness in which Laura’s early life 
had been passed, would have been unfitted for the changed eadst^nce 
which she now h^ to lead. Helen worshipped her two children, and 
thought, as home-bred women will, that all the world tigas made for 
them, or to be considered after them. She tended Laura with a 
watchfulness of affection which never left her. If she had a head- 
ache, the widow was as alarmed as if there had never been an aching 
head before in the world. She slept and woke, read, and moved 
under her mother’s fond superintendence, which was now withdrawn 
fiom her, along with the tender creature whose anxious heart would 
beat no more. And painful moments of grief and depression no 
doubt Laura had, when she stood in the great careless world alone. 
Nobody heeded her griefs or her solitude. She was not quite the 
equal, m social rank, of the lady whose companion she was, or of the 
friends and relatives of the imperious, but kind old dowager. Some 
very likely bore her no good-will — ^some, perhaps, slighted her • it 
might have been that servants were occasional!) rude ; their mistress 
certainly was often. Laura not seldom found herself in family meetings, 
the confidence and familiaiity of which she felt were interrupted by her 
intiusion ; and her sensitiveness of couise was wounded at the idea 
that ^ should give or feel this annoyance. How many governesses 
are there m the world, thought cheerful Laura,— how many ladies, 
whose necessities make them slaves and companions by profession * 
What bad tempers and coarse unkindness have not these to encounter f 
How infinitely better my lot is'^with these really kind and affectionate 
people than that of thousands 0f unprotected girls ' It was udth tnis 
corral spirit that our young lady adapted herself tti her new position : 
and went in advance of her fortune with a trustful smile. 

Did you ever know a Mrson who met Fortune in that way, whom 
the goddess did not regard kindly ? Are not even bad people won by 
a constant cheerfulness and a pure and affectionate heart ? When the 
babes in tibe wood, in the ballad, looked up fondly and trustfully at 
those notorious rogues whom their uncle had set to make away with 
the little folks, we all know how one of the rascals relented, and made 
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trust audi ibust bbWiig cooftdimce in the woM, nnA kit &0 evil 
because tb^ tbifdc none ! Miss Laura Bell was one Of these tetneate 
persons ; and besides the gentle widow’s little cross, whim M ise 
have seen, Pen gave her, had such a sparkling and brilliant kMHtfor 
in her bosom, as is even more precious than that famous jewel ; for 
it not only fetches a price, and is retained by its owner in another 
world where diamonds are stated to be of no value, but here, too, is of 
inestimable worth to its possessor ; is a talisman against evil, and 
lightens up the darkness of life, like Cogia Hassan’s famous stone. 

So that before Miss Bell had been a year in Lady Kocknuinster’s 
house, there was not a single person in it whose love she had not won 
by the use of this talisman. From the old lady to the lowest depen- 
dent of her bounty, Laura had secured the good<^will of everybody. 
With a mistress of such a temper, my Lady’s woman (who bad endured 
her mistress for forty years, and had been clawed and scolded and 
jibed every day and night in that space of time) could not be expected 
to have a good temper of her own ; and was at first angry against 
Miss Laura, as she had been against her ladyship’s fifteen preceding 
companions. But when Lauta was ill at Paris, this old woman nursed 
herJn spite of her mistress, who was afraid of catching the fever, and 
absolutely fought for her medicine with Martha from Fairoaks, now 
advanced to be Miss Laura’s own maid. As she was recovering, 
Grandjean the chef wanted to kill her by the number of delicacies 
which he dressed for her, and wept when she ate her first slice of 
chicken. The Swiss major-domo of the house cclcbiated Miss Bell’s 
praises in almost every European language, which he spoke lyith in- 
different incorrectness ; the coachman was happy to drive her oi^t ; the 
page cried when he heard she was ill ; and Calverley and Coldstream 
(those two footmen, so large, so calm ordinarily, and so difficult to 
move) broke out into extraordinary hilarity at the new^v of her con- 
valescence, and intoxicated the page at a wine-shop, to fSie Laura’s 
recovery. Even Lady Diana Pynsent (our former acquaintance Mr. 
Pynsent had married by this time), who had had a considerable dislike 
to Laura for some time, was so enthusiastic as to say that she thought 
Miss Bell was a very agreeable person, and that grandmamma had ^ 
great trot4vaille in her. All this kindness Laura had acquired, not by 
any arts, not by any flattery, but by the simple force of goodrnatu^i 
and by the blessed gift of pleasing and being pleased. ^ 

On the one or two occasions when he had seen Lady Reckiiiiiistef> 
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heard of W arrival she time mmibg downstaii^i and I am not sum 
that she <u4 iMt embrhhe him In die presence of CaheHey and Cbld* 
stream: not that those* geMlemen ever told: if the frectm pHit had 
come to a smdsh, if Laura, instead of kissing Pen, had takeh htr 
scissors and snipped off bts head-^Calveiley and Coldstream nvoutd 
have looked on impavidlyy ^without allowing a grain of powder to be 
disturbed by the calamity, r- 

Laura had so much'improvediin health and looks that Pdn ooOld 
not but admire her. The finnk eyes which met his beamed wKh'gbod 
health ; the cheek which he kissed blushed with beauty. As he lodkod 
at her^ artless and graicehil^ pore and candid, he thought he had never 
seen her so beautiful Why should he remaik her beauty now so 
much, and remark too to himself that he had not remarked it sbonOr? 
He took her fair trustful hand and kissed it fondly : he looked in het 
bnght clear eyes, and read kt them that kindling welcome which hO 
>vas always sure to find there. >He was affected and touched bf the 
tender tone and the pure sparkling glance; their innocence smote hitn 
somehow and moved him. < 

f^How good you are to me^ Laura— sister !” said Pen, dont 
deserve that you should— that you should be so kind to me.” 

" Mamma left you to me,” she said, stooping down and brushing 
his forehead with her lips hastily^ " You know you were to come to 
me when you were in trouble, or to tell me when you were very happy ; 
that wfis our compact, Arthur, last year, before we parted. Are you 
very happy now, or are you m trouble, which is it?” and she looked at 
him wiA an arch glance. Do you like going into Parliament? Do 
you intend to distinguish yourself there? How I shall tremble for 
your first speech! ” 

Do ypu know about the Parliament plan, then?” Pen asked. 

Know?— all Um* world knows! 1 have heaid it talked about 
i^any times. Lafjy ftoclemiister’s doctor talked about it to-day. I 
(hire say it will be in 1 the^Chatteris paper to-moirow. It is all over the 
county tl|ftt Sir Fremltfait Clavering, of Clavering, is going to retire, in 
behalf of Mr. AributPendennts, of Fairoaks; and that the young and 
beautiftd Miss rilsSWihe Ammy is—” 

u satt, as somebody woMd iHty, 
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wtiApmy* Ihm!iada4ettarfi^ 

Slit nMfliu«owainilyofyOtt|^^ I1iopt^Ztalo#f%<Mi wba^ 
ahewrhet^Whdkisit tobe^ An^ Wby did yat not ft^ioe? I 
mny com and live with you then, mayn’t I?* j 

My home is yours, dear Laura, and everything t havOiCPen said 
i did not tell you, it was because— benuse-^l 4 $ hot know 
nothing is decided yet No words have passed between us. But you 
think Blanche could be happy with me— don’t you? Nol^ a romantic 
fondness, you know. I have no heart, I think ; I’ve told her so : only 
a sober-sided attachment:— and want my wife on one aide of the fire 
and my sister on the other^Parli 4 ment in the session and Fairoaks 
in the holidays, and my Laura never to leave me until somebody who 
has a right comes to take her ai^ay.” 

Somebody who has a right-somebody with a right ! Why did 
Pen, as he looked at the girl and slowly uttered the words, begid id 
feel angry and jealous of the invisible somebody with the right to take 
her away? Anxious, but a minute ago, how she would take the news 
regarding his probable arrangements with Blanche, Pen was hurt some- 
how that she received the intelligence so easily, and took his happiness 
for granted. 

> Until somebody comes,” Laura said, with a laugh, I will stay at 
homt and be aunt Laura, and take care of the children when Blanche 
is in the world. I have arranged it all. 1 am an excellent house- 
keeper. Do you know I have been to market at Pans with Mrs. Beck, 
and have taken some lessons from M. Grandjean? And I have had 
some lessons in Paris in singing too, with the money which you sent 
me, you kind boy: and I can sing much better now: and 1 have 
learned to dance, though not so well as Blanche, and vihen you become 
a Minister of State, Blanche shall present me . ” and with this, and 
with a provoking good-humour, she performed for him th^ last Parisian 
curtsey. 

Lady Rockminstcr came in whilst this curtsey was being performed, 
and gave to Arthur one finger to shake ; which he took, and over which 
he bowed as well as he could, which, in truth, was very clumsily. 

" So yoirare going to be married, air,” said the old lady. ^ 

Scold him. Lady Rockminster, for not telling us,” Laura said, 
going away ; which, in truth, the old lady began instantly to do. So 
you are going to marry, and to go into Parliament in that 

good-for-nothing Sir Francis Clavering. I wanted him to gm>^y 
grandson his seat— why did he not give my grandson his seat? I hi^ 
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)ou m A great deal ef money with Miss Amory. / wenUhi’t 
take her wkhotit a great deal^ 

Sir Fugncis Ciavenng is tired of Parliament/’ Pen said, wincmg, 

*f and--^d 1 rather wish to attempt that career, tlie rest of the story 
IS at leagt premtiture ” 

1 wonder, when >ou had Jjaura at home, you could take up with 
such an affected little creatuie as that,” the old lady contmued 

<< 1 am very sorry Miss Amory does not please your ladyship,” said 
Pen, smiling 

You man— that it is no affair of mine, and that 1 am not going 
to marry her Well, I m not, and Pm very glad I am not— a little 
odious thing— when 1 think that a man could prefer her to my Laura, 

1 ve no patience with him, and so I tell you, Mr Arthur Pend^nms." 

“ f am very glad you see Lima w|th such favourable eyes,” Pen 
bud 

“ \ ou are veiy glad, and rou ne \ery sorry What does it matter, 
sir, whether you aie \ei> gl id oi \eiy soiiy^ A young man who pre- 
fers Miss Amoiy to Miss Bell his no business to be sorry or glad A 
young man who tikes up with such a crooked lump of affectation as 
that little Amorv,— foi she is crooked, 1 tell you she is,— after seeing 
my Liura, has no light to hold up his he id again Where is your 
friend Bluebeard^ The tall young min, I mean,— Warrington, isn’t 
his namc^ "NATiy does he not come down, and marry Laura? What 
do the young men mem by not mirrymg such i girl as that? They 
ill marry for money now You are all selfish and cowards We ran 
aw ly with each other, and m ide foolish matches in my time I have 
no piticnce with the young men ’ When I was at Pans in the wintei, 

I isked all the three ittachds at the Lmbassy why they did not fall m 
lo\e with Miss Bell? I hey laughed — they said they wanted money. 
You aie all selfish — you iic ill cowircls ’ 

‘I hope before you offeied Miss Bell to the attaches,” said Pen, 
with some heat, “ you did her the, favour to consult her ?’ 

“ Miso Bell his only a little ifioney Miss BeU must marry soon. 
Somebody must make i mitch foi her, sir , and a gui can’t offer her- 
self, » said the old dowager, with gieat state “ Uura, my dear, Pvc 
been telhng your cousin ih it all the young men are selfish^, and that 
there is not a penny worth of lomance left among them Hwis aa bad 
as the rest ” L *** 

"Have you been asking Arthur why he won’t marry me?" i^d 
Laura, with a smile, coming back and tabng her cousin’s hand. (S^ 
had been away, perhaps, to hide some traces of emotion, which she 
^OT TI 
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did'luM; wi^ othm to seeO is going to many aomoMiy else ^ 
and' I intend to be very fond of her, and to go and live iwitb thenot^ 
provided he then does not ask every bachdor who comes to bis house} 
why be does not marry me? 

i 

‘ The terrors of Pen’s conscience being thus appeased, and his 
examination before Laura over without any reproaches on the part 
of «the latter, Pen began to find that his duty and inclination led him 
constantly to Baymouth, where Lady Rockminster informed him that 
a place was always reserved for him at her table. And I recom- 
mend you to come often,” the old lady said, “for Grandjean is an 
excellent cook, and to be with Laura and me will do your manners 
good. It is easy to see that you are always thinking about yourself. 
Don’t blush and stammer — almost all young men are always thinking 
about themselves. My sons and grandsons always were until I cured 
them. Come here, and let us teach you to behave properly ; you will 
not have to carve, that is done at the side-table. Hecker will give 
you as much wine as is good for you ; and on days when you are very 
good and amusing you shall have some champagne, flecker, mind 
what I say. Mr. Pcndcnnis is Miss Laura’s brother ; and you will 
make him comfortable, and sec that he docs not have too much 
wine, or disturb me whilst I am taking my nap after dinner. You are 
selfish : I intend to cure you of being selfish. You will dine here 
when you have no other engagements ; and if it rains, you had better 
put up at the hotel.” As long as the good lady could order everybody 
round about her, she was not haid to please ; and all the slaves and 
subjects of her little dowager court tiembled before her, but loved 
her. 

She did not receive a very numerous or brilliant society. The 
doctor, of course, was admitted, as a constant and faithful visitor ; the 
vicar and his curate ; and on public d<iys the vicar’s wife and daughters, 
and some of the season \ isitoi s at Baymouth were received at the old 
ladjr’s entertainments : but generally the company was a small one, 
and Mr. Al^hur drank his wine by himself, when Lady Rockminster 
retired to take lier doze, and to be played and sung to sleep by Laura 
after dinner. 

“ If my music can give her a nap,” said the good-natured girl, 
“ ought I not to be very glad that I can do so much good 1 Lady 
Rc^kminster sleeps very little of night ; and 1 used to read to her 
until I fell ill at Pairs, since when she will not hear of my sitting up»’’ 

“Why did you not write tomcw'hen you were ill?” asked 
with a blush. 
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** could you do me ? I had Maitha to trarie md vatiii 

the doctor every day. You ate too busy to write to women or t6 
dunk about them. ^ You have your books and your newstiapers^ 
your politics and your railroads to occupy you. I wrote ^en I was 
wcU»» 

And Pen looked at her, and blushed again, as he remembexed that, 
dunng all the time of her illness, he had never written to her, and had 
scarcely thought about her 

In consequence of his relationship, Pen was free to walk and nde 
with his cousin constantly, and m the course of those walks and ndcs, 
could appreciate the sweet frankness of her disposition, add the truth, 
simplicity, and kindliness of htr fur md spotless heart In their 
mother’s hfe-time, she had never spoken so openly or so cordially as 
now The desire of poor Helen to ni ike a union between her two 
children had caused a reserve on 1 nui i s part towards Pen , for 
which, under the altered cinumstu cca of Aithura life, there was now 
no necessity He was engag«?d to anoll cr worn m ind Lauia became 
his sister at once, — hiding, or banishin’^ fiom heisclf, any doubts 
which she might have as to his choice, stnving to look cheerfully 
forward, and hope for his prospcrit> , pioinising herself to do all that 
affection might do to make her mothci s d irling happy 

Their talk was often about the dcpaitcd mother And it was from 
a thousand stories which Laura to’d Inm tint Auhur was made aware 
how constant and absorbing thit silent mitcinil devotion had been , 
which had accompanied him present nnd absent through life, and had 
only ended with the fond widow s last bi cath One day the people in 
Clivenng saw a lad m charge of a couple of hoisea at the churchyard- 
gale and It was told o\ ei the place that Pen and Laura had visited 
Helen’s grave together Since Arthur had come down into the countiy , 
he had been there once or tw icc but the sight of the sacred stone 
had brought no consolation to him A guilty man doing a guilty 
deed a mere speculator, content to lay down his faith and honour for 
A fortune and a worldly career \ and owning that hi** hf® was but 
1 contemptible surrender — whu right had he in the hol> place’ — ^what 
booted It to him that others in the world he hved in were no better 
than himself’ Arthur and Laura rode by the gates of Fairoaks ; and 
he shook hands with his tenants childicn, playing on the lawm and 
the terrace— Laura looked steadily at the cottage wall, at the creeper 
on the porch and the magnolia growing up to bei;wnndow **Mr. 
Pendenms rode by to-day,” one of the boys told his mother, ** with 
A lady, and he stopped and talked to us, and he asked for a bif of 
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honeysuckle oilr "the porch, and gave it the lady* t CouldhH aee if she 
was pretty ; she had her veil down. She was riding oxie of Cramp's 
horses, out of Baymouth.” 

As they rode over the downs between home and Baymouth, Fen 
did not speak much, though they rode very close together. He was 
thinking what a mockery life was, and how men refuse happiness 
when they may have it ; or, having it, kick it down ; or barter it, with 
their eyes open, for a little worthless money or beggarly honour. 
And then the thought came, what does it matter for the little space ? 
The lives of the best and purest of us are consumed in a vain desire, 
and end in a disappointment : as the dear souVs who sleeps in her 
grave yonder. She had her selBsh ambition, as much as Caesar had ; 
and died, baulked of her life’s longing. The stone covers over our 
hopes and our memories. Our place knows us not. “ Other people’s 
children are playing on the grass,” he broke out, in a bard voice, 
“where you and I used to play, Laura. And you see how the 
magnolia wc planted has grown up since our time. 1 have been 
round to one or two of the cottages where my mother used to visit. 
It is scarcely more ikan a }ear that she is gone, and the people whom 
she used to benefit care no more for her death than for Queen Anne’s. 
We are all selfish : the world is selfish : there are but a few excep- 
tions, like you, niy dear, to shine like good deeds in a naughty world, 
and make the blackness more dismal.” 

** 1 wish you would not speak in that way, Arthur,” said 'Laura, 
looking down and bending her head to the honeysuckle on her 
breast. “ When you told the little boy to give me this, you were not 
selfish.” 

“ A pretty sacrifice I made to get it for you ! ” said the sneerer. 

“ But your heart w’as kind and full of love when you did so. One 
cannot ask for more than love and kindness ; and if you think humbly 
of yourself, Arthur, the Idve and kindness are not diminished— are 
th^y ? 1 often thought our deaicst mother spoilt you at home, by 
worshipping you ; and that if you are — I hate the word— what you 
say, her too great fondness helped to make you so. And as for the 
world, w'hen men go out into it, I suppose they cannot be otherwise 
than selfish. You have to fight for yourself, and to get on for your- 
self, and to make a name for yourself. Mamma and your uncle both 
encouraged you in this ambition. If it is a vain thing, why pursue it ? 
I suppose such a clever man as you intend to do a great deal of good 
to the country, by going into Parliament, or you would not wish to 
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be thcM Wliitt Mxc ytw goinug to do when you are in the HooMt of 
Commons 

^ Women don^ understand about pc^ucs, my dear,^ Pen «ud» 
sneering at hnnaelf *as he spoke. 

** But why don’t you make us understand ^ I could never tell 
about Mr Pynsent why he should like to be there so much. He s$ 
not a clever man—” 

He certainly is not a genius^ Pynsent/’ said Pen 
" Lady Diana says that he attends Committees all day ; that then 
again he is at the House all night , that he always votes as he is told» 
that he never speaks , that he will never get on beyond a*sulmrdinate 
place^ and, as his grandmother tells him, he is choked with md-tape. 
Are you going to follow the same career, Arthur ? What fs there in 
it so brilliant that you should be so eager for it ^ I would rather that 
you should stop at home, and write books— good books, kind books, 
with gentle kind thoughts, !»uch is you hi\e, dear Arthur, and such as 
might do people good to read And if >ou do not win fame, what 
then ? You own it is vanit), and you can live very happily without U. 
I must not pretend to advise but I tike >ou ai^our own word about 
the world , and as you own it is wicked, ind thU tires you, ask you 
why you don’t leave it ? ” 

And what would you have me do ’ isked Arthur 
** I would have you bring \our wife to Fairoaks to live there, and 
study, and do good round about you I would like to see your own 
children playing on the lawn, Arthur, and that we might pray m our 
mother’s church again once more, dear brother If the world is a 
temptation, are we not told to pray that we may not be led into it ? ” 

Do you think Blanche would make a good u ife for a petty 
country gentleman^ Do you think I should become the character 
ver> well, Laura > ” Pen asked “ Remember temptation walks atiout 
the hedgerows as well as the city streets and idleness is the greatest 
tempter of all ” , 

" What does — does Mr W^rrmgton siy said Laura^ as a blush 
mounted up to her cheek, 'ind of which Pen siw ihe finvour, «««# 
Laura’s veil fell over hci face to hide it 

Pen rode on by Lauias side silently for i while George’s name 
so mentioned brought back the p'lst to him, and the thoughts which 
he had once had regarding George ind Laura Why should the 
recurrence of the thought agitate him now that he knew the union 
was impossible^ Why should he be cm ions to know if, duting the 
months of their mtimac>, Lauia had felt a rcgaid for Warrington? 
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From that day until the present time George had never aJlu43ed to 
hisstoiy, and Arthur remembered now that since' then George had 
acarcdy ever mentioned Laura's name. 

At last he came dose to her. "Tell me something, Latura,” he 
said. t, 

She put bade her veil and looked at him. " What is it, Arthur 
die asked— though from the tremor of her voice she guessed very 
well. 

. " Tell me— but for George's misfortune— I never knew him speak 
of it before or since that day — would you — would you have given him 
—what you refused me ? ” 

" Ves, Pen," she said, bursting into tears. 

" He deserved you better than I did," poor Arthur groaned forth, 
with an indescribable pang at his heart. " I am but a selfish wretch, 
and George is better, nobler, truer, than I am. God bless him ! ” 
"Yes, Pen," said Laura, reaching out her hand to her cousin, 
and he put his arm round her, and foi a moment she sobbed on his 
shoulder. 

The gentle girl had had her secret, and loki it. In^the widow’s last 
journey from Fairoaks, when hastening with her mother to Arthur’s 
sick bed, Laura had made a different confession ; and it was only when 
Warrington told his own story, and described the hopeless condition of 
his life, that she discovered how much her feelings had changed, and 
with what tender sympathy, with what great respect, delight, and 
admiration she had grow n to regard her cousin’s friend. U ntil she 
knew that some plans she might have dreamed of were impassible, and 
that ■^V'arrington, reading hci heart, perhaps, had told his melancholy 
story to w'arn her, she had not asked herself w hether it was possible 
that her affections could change ; and had been shocked and scared 
by the discovery of the tiuth. llow^ should she have told it to Helen, 
and confessed her shame ? Poor Laura felt guilty before her friend, 
with the secret which she d.ircd not confide to her ; felt as if she h«id 
been ungrateful for Helen’s Jove and regard ; felt as if she had been 
wickedly faithless to Pen in w-ithdrawing that love from him which 
he did not even care to accept ; humbled even and repentant before 
Warrington, lest she should ha\c encouraged him by undue sympathy, 
or shown the preference w hich she bc^^an to feel. 

The catastrophe which broke up Laura’s home, and the grief and 
anguish w'hich she felt for her mother’s death, gave her little leisure 
for thoughts more selfish ; and by the time she rallied from that grief 
the minor one was also almost cured. It was but for a moment that 
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had indulged a hope about Wamngton* Her admiia!tion and 
respect for him remained as strong as ever. But the tender feeling 
with which she knew she had regarded him was schooled into such 
calmness^ that it may be said to have been dead and passed away. 
The pang which it left behind was one of humility and remorse. 
<< Oh, how wicked and proud I was about Arthur/ she thought ; "how 
self-confident and unforgiving ! I never forgave from *my heart this 
poor girl, who was fond of him, or him for encouraging her love ; and 
I have been more guilty than she, poor, little, artless creature ! , I, 
professing to love one man, could listen to another only too eagerly ; 
and would not pardon the change of feelings in Artjiur, whilst I 
myself was changing and unfaithful'’ And so hupiiliating herself 
and acknowledging her weakness, the poor girl sought for strength 
and refuge in the manner in which she had been accustomed to look 
for them. 

She had done no wrong : but there are some folks who suffer for 
a fault ever so trifling as much as othei s whose stout consciences can 
walk under crimes of almost any weight ; and poor Laura chose to 
fancy that she had acted in this delicate juncture of her life as a very 
great criminal. She determined that she had done Pen a great 
injury by withdrawing that love which, privately in her mother’s 
hearing, she had bestowed upon him ; that she had been ungrateful 
to her dead benefiictress by ever allowing herself to think of another 
or of violating her promise ; and that, considcnng her own enormeus 
crimes, she ought to be \eiy gentle m judging those of others, whose 
temptations were much gi cater, vciy likely: and whose motives she 
could not understand. 

A year back, Laura would have been indignant at the idea that 
Arthur should mairy Blanche ; and her high spirit would have risen 
as she thought that from worldly motives he should stoop to one so 
unworthy. Now when tlie news was brought to her of such a chance 
(the intelligence was given tO her by old Lady Kockminster, whose 
speeches were as direct and rapid as a slap on the face), the humbled 
girl winced a little at the blow, but bore it mccl:l>, and with a despe- 
rate acquiescence. “ He has a right to marry ; he knows a great deal 
more of the world than I do,” she argued with herself. " Blanche may 
not be so light-minded as she seemed, and who am I to be her 
judge ? 1 dare say it i^ very good that Arthur should go into Parliament 
and distinguish himself, and my duty is to do everything that lies in 
my power to aid him and Blanche, and to make his home happy. 1 
dare say I shall live with them. If I am godmother to one of their 
children, 1 will leave her my three thousand pounds ! ” And forth- 
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with she began to think whet she could give^Shmche out 'of her small 
treasures, how best tia^condlbtte her affection. She wrote her 
forthwith a Ikind letter, in which, of course, no mention's made of 
the plans in cohtemplation, but in which Laura recalled old tihies,atod 
spoke her good*will, and in reply to this she received ^n eager answer 
from Blanche : in which not a word dbout mariiage was said, to be 
sure, but Mr. Pendennis was mentioned two or three times in the 
letter, and they were to be henceforth dearer Ladra, and dearest 
Blanche, and loving sisters, and sq forth. 

When Pen and Laura reached home, after Laura’s cotiression, 
(Pen’s noble acknowledgment of his own inferiority &nd generous 
expression of love for Wan ington, causing the giil’s heai^ to throb, 
and rendering doubly k<sen those teais which she sobbed on his 
shoulder), a little slim letter was awaiting Miss Bell in tlie hall, 
at which she trembled lalher guiltily <is she unsealed it, and at 
which Pen blushed as he recognised it : foi he saw mst&ntly that it 
was from Blanche. 

Laura opened it hastily, and cast her c>cs quickly over it, as Pen 
kept his fixed on her, blushing. 

“ She dates from London,” Laiu.i s.iid. ** She has been with old 
Bonner, Lady CLivenng’s maid. Bonner is going to Inarry Lightfoot 
the* butler. Where do ) 0 u thirtk Blanche has been? ’ she* cried out 
eagerly. 

*To Pans, to Scotland, to the Casino ?” 

^^To Shcpheid’s Inn, to see Fanny ; but Fanny Wasn't there, and 
Blanche is ghmg to leave a picsent Fnr her. Isn’t it kind of her and 
tkieughtful ? ” And she handed the letter to Pen, Who read — 

^ * 1 saw Madame M^re, who w^as scrubbing the room, and looked 
at mcoWith very stfubhy looks ; but la belle Fanny was not an lo^h ; 
and as 1 heard that she was in Captain Strong’s apartments, Bonner 
and 1 mounted au ttotisihnc to see this famous beauty. Anothei 
disappointment- only the Chevalier Strong and a friend of his in the 
room : so we came away after all >vithoiit seeing the enchanting 
Fanny. 

“ ' 7f ^^nvoie Vi tile ct vulle bai ^cf s. When wnll that horrid canvass- 
ing be over ? Sleeves arc worn ’ &c. &c. ^c.” 

After dinner the doctor was reading the 7 ivies, "A young gentle- 
man I attended when he w tis here some eight or nine years ago, has 
come into a fine fortune,” the doctor said. “ I see here announced 
the death of John Henry Fokcr, Esq., of Logwood Hall, at Pan, in 
the Pyrenees, on the isth ult.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

IN WHICH THE HAJOR IS BIDDEN TO STAND AND t)ELIVER. 

NY gentlemaf^ who has 
fi^uented the ^^WHeel 
of Fortujjie” public- 
house, whm It may be 
remembered that Mr. 
James Morgan's Club 
was heljd, and where Sir 
Francis Clavenng had 
an interview with Major 
Pcndennis, is aware that 
there are three rooms for 
guests upon the ground** 
floor, besides the bar 
where the landlady sits 
One IS a parlour fre- 
quented by the public at 
large, to another fodh 
gentlemen m liVery re- 
sort, and the third 
•ipirtment, oA the door of which Private ^ is painted, is that^hired by 
the Qub of “ The Confidentials, ' of which Messrs. Morgan and Light- 
foot were members 

The noiseless Morgan had listened to the conversation between 
Stiong and Major Pendennis it the latter s own loMj^mgs, and had 
cimed away from it maltei for much private speculation ; and a 
desire of knowledge had led him to follow his master vihen the Major 
( ime to the “Wheel of Fortune," and to take his place quietly in Ac 
Confidential room, vi^hilst Pendennis and ClaVbrmg had their discourse 
m the parlour There was a particular corner in the Confidential 
room from which you could hear almost all that passed m the next 
ipartment , and as the Conversation between Ae two gentlemen these 
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was rather angry, and carried on ina high key, Morgan had the benefit 
of overhearing almost the whole oi it ; and what he heard strengthened 
the conclusions which his mind had previously formed. 

“He knew Altamont at once, did he, when he saw him in Sydney? 
Clavering ain’t no more married to my Lady than I am ! Altamont’s 
the man ; Altamont’s a convict ; young Harthur comes into Parlyment, 
and the Gov’nor promises not to split. By Jove, what a sly old rogue 
it is, that old Gov’nor ! No wonder he’s anxious to make the match 
between Blanche and Harthur ; why, she’ll have a bundled thousand 
if she’s a penny, and bring her man a seat in Parlyment into the 
bargain.” Nobody saw, but a physiognomist would have liked to 
behold, the expression of Mr. Morgan’s cpuntenancc, when this 
astounding intelligence was made clear to him. “ But for my hage, 
and the confounded prejudices of society,” he said, surveying himself 
in the glass, “ dammy, James Morgan, you mi^t marry her yourself.” 
But if he could not marry Miss Blanche and her fortune, Morgan 
thought he could mend his own by the possession of this information, 
and that it might be productive of benefit to him from very many 
sources. Of all the persons whom the secret affected, the greater 
number would not like to ha\c it known. For instance, Sir Francis 
Clavering, whose fortune it involved, would wish to keep it quiet; 
Colonel Altamont, whose neck it implicated, would naturally nc 
desirous to hush it : iind that young upstart beasi, Mr. Harthur, who 
was for gettin’ into l\ul>menl on the strenth of it, and was as proud 
as if he was a duke w’ltli halt a inilhum a year (such, wc grieve to say, 
was Morgan’s opinion of his onijilojcr’s nephew), would pay anythink 
sooher than let thewoild know that he was married to a cotivick’s 
daughter, and had got his seal in I’arlymcnt by trafficking with this 
secret. As for Lady C.,^Ioigan thought, if she’s tired of Clavering, 
and wants to get nd of him, she’ll pay: if she’s frightened about her 
son, and fond of the little beggar, she'll pay all the same : and Miss 
Blanche will certainly come down luindsome to the man who will put 
her into her rights, which slic was unjustly defrauded of them, and no 
mistake. “ Dammy,” concluded the valet, reflecting upon this wonder- 
ful hand which luck had given him to play, “ w'lih such cards as these, 
James Morgan, you are made man. It may be a reg’lar cnewity to 
me. Kvery one (>f cm must subscribe. And with what I've made 
already, i may cut bubines«;, give my old Gdv^nor warning, turn gentle- 
man, and have a servant of my own, begad,” Entertaining himself 
with calculations such :is tlicsc, that were not a little likely to perturb 
a man’s spirit, Mr. Moi-gan showed a very great degree of self-command 
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by appearing and being cabni and by not allo^ving his future pnM^pects 
in any way to interfere with his present duties. 

One of the persons whom the story chiefly concerned^ Colonel 
Altamonty was absent /rom London, when Morgan was thus made 
acquainted with his history. The valet knew of Sir Francis Clavering's 
Shepherd’s Inn haunt, and walked thither an hour or two after the 
Baronet and Pendennis had had their conversation together. But 
that bird was flown; Colonel Altamont had received his Derby 
winnings, and was gone to the Continent. The fact of his absence 
was exceedingly vexatious to Mr. Morgan. ‘'He’ll drop all that 
money at the gambling-shops on the Rliind,’’ thought Mdrgan, ^'and 
I might have had a good bit of it. It’s confounded annoying tojthink 
he’s gone and couldn’t have waited a few days longer.” Hope^ trium- 
phant or deferred, ambition or disappointment, victory or; patient 
ambush, Morgan bore all alike, with similar equable countenance* 
Until the proper day<:ame, the Major’s boots were varnished and his 
hair was curled, his early cup of tea was brought to his bedside, his 
oaths, rebukes, and senile satird borne, with silent obsequijiys fidelity. 
Who would think, to see him waiting upon his master, packing and 
shouldering his trunks, and occasionally assisting at table, at the 
country-houses where he might be staying, that Morgan was richer 
man his employer, and knew his secrets and other people’s? In the 
profession Mr,. Morgan was greatly respected and admired, and his 
leputation for wealth and wisdom got him much renown at most 
supper- tables : the younger geutlemeh voted him stoopid, a feller of no 
ideas, and a fogey, in a w'ord : but not one of them would not say amen 
to the heartfelt prayer which some of the most serious-minded among 
the gentlemen uttered, “When I die may I cut up as well as Morgan 
Pendennis ! ” 

As became a man of fashion, Major Pendennis spent the autumn 
passing from house to house of such country friends as were at home 
to receive him, and if thd t>uke happened to be abroad, or the Marquis 
in Scotland, condescending to sojourn with Sir John or the plain Squire. 
To say the truth, the old gentleman’s reputation was somewhat on tlie 
wane : many of the men of his time had died out, and the occupants of 
their halls and the present wearers of their titles knew not Major Pen- 
dennis ; and little cared for his traditions of the wild Prince and Poins, 
and of the heroes of fashion passed away. It must have struck the 
good man with melancholy as he walked by many a London door, to 
think how seldom it was now opened for him, and how often he used to 
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knock at what basnets and wdcomabeuaed to pass diiio ugh H 
-^a score of years back** He began to own that he was no longer of 
the present age, and dimly to apprehend that the young men laughed 
at him. Such melancholy musings must come across many a Pall Mall 
philosopher. The men, thinks he, are not such as they umd to be in 
his time: the old grand manner and courtly grace of life ait gone: 
what is Castlewood House and the present Castlewood, compared to 
the magnificence of the old mansion and owner? The late lord came 
to London with four post-chaises and sixteen horses : all the West 
Road hurried out to look at his cavakade : the people in London streets 
even stopped as his procession passed them. The present lord travels 
with five bagmen in a railway carriage, and sneaks away from the station, 
smoking a cigar in a brougham. The late lord in autumn filled Castle- 
wood with company, who drank claret till midnight : the present man 
buries himself in a hut on a Scotch mountain, and passes November 
in two or three closets in an entresol at Paris, where his amusements 
are a dinner at a cafd and a box at a little theatre. Wliat a contrast 
there is between his Lady Lorraine, the Regent’s Lady Lorraine, and 
her little ladyship pf the present era ! He figures to himself the first, 
beautiful, gorgeous, magnificent in diamonds and velvets, daring in 
rouge, the wits of the world (the old wits, the old polished gentlemi^ 
— not the canaille of to-day with their language of the cab-stand, and 
their coats smelling of smoke) bowing at her feet ; and then thinks of 
to-day's Lady Lorraine— a little woman in a black silk goWn, like a 
governess, who talks astronomy, and labouring classes, and emigration, 
and the deuce knows what, .and lurks to church at eight o’clock in the 
morning. Abbots-Lorraine, that used to be the noblest house in the 
county, is turned into a monastery — a regular La Trappe. They don’t 
drink two glasses of wine after dinner, and every other man at table 
is a country curate, with a white neckcloth, whose talk is about Polly 
Higson’s progress at school, or widow Watkins^ lumbago. "And the 
other young men, those lounging guardsmen and great lazy dandies— 
sprawling over sofas and billiard-tables, and stealing off to smoke pipes 
in each other’s bed-rooms, caring for nothing, reverencing nothing, not 
even an old gentleman who has known their fathers and their betters, 
npt even a pretty woman— what a difference there is between these men 
who poison the very turnips and stubble-fields with their tobacco, and 
the gentlemen of our time ! ” thinks the Major ; " the breed is gone— 
there’s no use for ’em ; they’re replaced by a parcel of damned cotton- 
spinners and utilitarians, and young sprigs of parsons with their ^air 
combed down their backs. Tm getting old : they’re getting past me: 
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at us old boyS)" Oiought old Fendennis. AiuSt' he mt oot 

wrong; the times and manners which he admired were jpxetty 
nearly gone--the gay young men " larked ” him irreverently, whilst the 
serious youth had a grave pity and wonder at him, which would have 
been even more painful to bear, had the old gentleman been aware of 
its extent. But he was rather simple : his examination of moral ques« 
lions had never been very deep; it had never struck him perhaps, until 
krery lately, that he was otherwise than a most respectable and rather 
fortunate man. Is there no old age but his without reverence? Did 
youthful folly never jeer at other bald pates ? For the past two or three 
years, he had begun to perceive that his day was well nigh over, and 
that the men of the new time had begun to reign. 

After a rather unsuccessful autumn season, then, during which he 
was faithfully followed by Mr. Morgan, his nephew Arthiqr being 
engaged, as we have seen, at Clavering, it happened that Major 
Fendennis came back for awhile to London, at the disma||^end of 
October, when the fogs and the lawyers come to town. Who has not 
looked with interest at those Toaded cabs, piled boxes, and crowded 
children, rattling through the stieets on the dun October evenings ; 
stopping at the dark houses, where they discharge nurse and infant, 
girls, matron and father, whose holidays are over? Yesterday it was 
France and sunshine, or Broadstaus and liberty ; to-day comes work 
and a yellow fog ; and, yc gods ! what a heap of bills there lies in 
Master’s study. And the clerk has brought the lawyer’s papers from 
Chambers ; and in half an hour the literary man knows that the 
printer’s boy will be in the passage : and Mr. Smith with that little 
account (that particular little account) has called presentient of your 
arrival, and has left word that he will call to-morrow morning at ten. 
Who amongst us has not said good-b>c to his holiday ; returned to 
dun London, and his fate ; sur\ eyed his labours and liabilities laid 
out before him, and been aware of that inevitable little account to 
settle ? Smith and his little account in the morning, symbolise dtfty, 
difftculty, struggle, which you will meet, let us hope, friend, with a 
manly and honest heart. — And you think of him, as the children are 
slumbering once more in their own beds, and the watchful housewife 
tenderly pretends to sleep. 

Old Fendennis had no special labours or bills to encounter on 
the morrow, as he had no aftection at home to soothe him. He 
had always money in his desk sufficient for his wants ; and being by 
nature and habit tolerably indifferent to the wants of other people 
these latter were not likely to disturb him. But a gentleman may 
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be otiiof tec^iMir thoo^ he does not owe a shlllieg: aiuitheui^ 
he may be ever so selfish^ he must occasionally iSsel dispirited and 
lonely. He had had two or three twinges of gout in the country- 
house where he had been staying : the birds were wild and shy, and 
the walking over the ploughed helds had fatigued him deucedly ; 
the young men had laughed at him, and he had been peevish at 
table once or twice : he had not been able to get bis whist of an 
evening: and, in fine, was glad to come away. In all his dealings 
with Morgan, his valet, he had been exceedingly sulky and discon- 
tented. He had sworn at him and abused him for many days past. 
He had scalded his mouth with bad soup at Swindon. He had left 
his umbrella in the railroad carriage : at which piece of forgetfulness, 
he was in such a rage, that he rursed Morgan more freely than ever. 
Both the chimneys smoked furiously in his lodgings ; and when he 
caused the windows to be flung open, he swore so acrimoniously^that 
Morgan was inclined to fling him out of window, too, through that 
opened casement. The valet swore after his master, as Pendennis 
went down the street on his way to the Club. 

Bays’s was not at all pleasant. The house had been new painted, 
and smeh of vaniish and turpentine, and a large streak of white 
paint inflicted itself on the back of the old boy’s fur-collared surtout. 
The dinner was not good : and the thiec most odious men in all 
London — old Hawkshaw, whose cough .ind accompaniments are fit 
to make any man uncomfortable ; old Colonel Gripley, who seizes 
on all the newspapers ; and that ineclaimablc old bore Jawkins, 
who would come and dine at the next table to Pendennis, and 
describe to him every inn-bill which he had paid in his foreign tour : 
each and all of these disagreeable personages and incidents had cofi- 
ttiDuted to make Major Pendennis miserable ; and the Club waiter 
trod on his toe as he brought him his coffee. Never alone appear the 
Immortals. The Furies always hunt in company : they pursued 
Pendennis from home to the Club, and from the Club home. 

Whilst the Major was absent from his lodgings, Moigap had been 
seated in the landlady’s parlour, drinking fiecly of hot brandy-and- 
water, and pouring out on Mrs. Brixham some of the abuse which 
he had icccived from Ins master upstairs. Mrs. Brixham was 
Morgan’s slave. He was his landlady's landlord. He had bought 
the lease of the house which she rented ; he had got her name and 
her son’s to acceptances, and a bill of sale which made him master 
of the luckless widow’s furniture. The young Brixham was a clerk 
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in an insuranoe-ofiice, and Morgan could put him into what he cudled 
quod apy day. Mrs. Brixham was a clergyman's widoW) and Mr. 
Morgan, after performing his duties on the first floor, had a pleasure 
in making the old lady fetch him his boot-jack and his slippers. She 
was his slave. The little black profiles of her son and daughter ; the 
very picture of Tiddlecot Church, where she was married, and her 
poor dear Brixham lived and died, was now Morgan’s property, as it 
hung there over the mantel-piece of his back-parlour, Morgan sate 
in the widow’s back-room, in the ex-curate’s old horse-hair study- 
chair, making Mrs. Brixham bring supper for him, and fill his glass 
again and again. 

The liquor was bought with the poor woman’s own'coin, and 
hence Morgan indulged in it only the more freely ; and he had eaten 
his supper and was drinking a third tumbler when old Pendennis 
returned from the Club, and went upstairs tp his rooms. Mr. Moigan 
swore very savagely at him^and liis bell, when he heard the latter, 
and finished his tumbler of brandy before he went up to answer 
the summons. 

He received the abuse consequent on this d^lay in silence, nor 
did the Major condescend to read in the flushed face anct glaring 
e>es of the man, the anger under which he was labouring. The old 
gentleman’s foot-bath was at llic fire ; his gown and slippers awaiting 
him there. Morgan knelt down to take his boots off with due subor- 
dination : and as the Major abused him fiom above, kept up a growl 
of maledictions below at his feet Thus, when Pendennis was crying 
“Confound you, sir, mind that strap— cm sc you, don’t wrench my 
foot off,” Morgan sotto voce below was expressing a wish to strangle 
him, drown him, and punch his head off. 

The boots removed, it became necessary to divest Mr. Pendennis 
of his coat : and for this purpose the valet had necessarily to approach 
very near to his employer ; so near that Pendennis could not but 
perceive what Mr. Morgan s late occupation had been , to which he 
adverted in that simple and fprcihlc phraseology which men are 
sometimes in the habit of using to ihcir domestics ; informing Moigan 
that he was a drunken beast, and that he smelt of biandy. 

At this the man broke out, losing patience, and flinging up all 

subordination, “ Pm drunk, am 1 ? Pm a beast, am I ? Pm d d, 

am I ? you infernal old miscreant. Shall I wring your old head off, 
and drownd yer in that pail of water ? Do you think I’m a-goin’ to 
bear your confounded old harrogance, you old Wigsby ! Chatter 
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your old Uvorios at me, do you, you grinning old 'baboon ! Come 
on^ if you are a ttiang and can stand to a man* Ha ! you coward, 
knives, knives \ ” 

** If you advance a step 111 send it into you,*’ said the Major, 
seizing up a knife that was on the table near him. "Go downstairs, 
you drunken brute, and leave the house ; send for your book and 
your wages in the morning, and never let me see your insolent face 

again. This d d impertinence of yours has been growing for 

some months past. You have been growing too rich. You are not 
fit for service. Get out of it, and out of the house.” 

" And where would you wish me to go, pray, out of the ’ouse ? ” 
asked the man, "and won't it be equal convenient to-morrow 
momin’ f — tootyfay mame s/iose, shnmplay^ tmmseerf ” 

" Silence, you beast, and go ! ” cried out the Major. 

Moigan began to laugh, with rather a sinister laugh. " liook 
ycre, Pendennis,” he said, seating himself ; " since I’ve bete in this 

room you’ve called me beast, brute, dog : and d d me, haven’t 

you? How do you suppose one man likes that sort of talk from 
another ? How many years have 1 wailed on you, and how many 
damns and cusses have you gi\cn me, along with my wages? Do 
you think a man’s a dog, that you can talk lo him in this way ? If 1 
choose to drink a little, why shouldn’t I ? I’ve seen many a gentle- 
riian drunk form’ly, and per’aps have the ’abit from them. I ain’t 
a-goin’ to leave this house, old feller, and shall 1 tell you why? The 
house is my house, every stick of furnitur’ in it is mine, except your 
old traps, and your shower-bath, and >our w'ig-box. I’ve bought the 
place, 1 tell you, with my own industry and perseverance. 1 can 
shown hundred pound, where you can show fifty, or your damned 
supersellious nephew either. Ihc served >ou honourable, done every- 
think for you these dozen years, and I m a dog, am I ? I’m a beast, 
am 1 That’s the language for gentlemen, not for our .rank. But 
I’ll bear it no more. I throw up your service ; I’m tired on it ; I’ve 
combed your old wig and buckled your old girths and waistbands long 
enough, 1 tell you. Don't look sa\agc at me, I’m sitting in my own 
chair, in my own room, a-tolling the truth to you. I’ll be your beast, 
and your brute, and your dog no more, Major Pendennis ’Alf Pay.” 

The fury of the old gentleman, met by the servant’s abrupt revolt, 
had been shocked and cooled by the concussion, as much as if a 
sudden shower-bath or a pail of cold w^ator had been flung upon him. 
That effect produced, and his anger calmed, Morgan’s speech hatl 
interested him, and he rather respected his adversary, and his courage 
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in fndug hjmf as of days, 'm the fencing^zomn, he mold have 
admits the oppooent who hit hist 

<< You are no loi^ger my servant,*’ the Msyor said : "and the house 
maybe yours; but the lodgings are mine, and you will have the good* 
ness to leave them. To-morrow morning, when we have settled our 
accounts, I shall remove into other quartern In the meantime, 1 
desire to go to bed, and have not the slightest wish for your ftoher 
company," 



" lVe*U have a settlement, don’t you be afraid,” Morgan said, 
getting up from his chair. " 1 ain’t done with you yet ; nor with your 
family, nor with the Clavering family, Major Pendennis ; and that you 
shall know.” 

Have the goodness to leave the room, sir Tm tired ” said the 
Major. \ 

“ Hah ! you’ll be more tired'of me afore you’ve done,” answered 
the man, with a sneer, and walked out of the room ; leaving the Major 
to compose himself, as best he might, after the agitation of this extra- 
ordinary scene. 

He sate and mused by his fire-side over the past events, and the 
confounded impudence and ingratitude of servants ; and thought how 
he should get a new man : how devilish unpleasant it was for a man 
of his age, and with his habits, to part with a fellow to whom he had 
been accustomed : how Morgan had a receipt for boot-vamish, which 
VOL, II, z 
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iacemparably batter and more comfortable to the than aii3Flie 
had ever tried: how very well he made mttttoh«1mth| ai)Nd tended hte 
when he was unwdlb ^^Gad^ifs ahardthingto lose a fellow of dutt 
sort : hut he must go/^ thought the Major. ** He has grown ricii« and 
impudent since he has grown rich. He washorribly tipsy and abusive 
tonight We must part, and I must go out of the lodgings. Dammy, 
I like the lodgings ; I’m used to ’em. It’s very unpleasant, at my 
dme of life, to change my quarters,” And so on, mused the old 
gentleman. The shower-bath had done him good : the testiness was 
gone : the loss of the umbrella, the smell of paint at the Club, were 
foigotten under the superior excitement. Confound the insolent 
villain ” thought the old gentleman. He understood my wants to 
a nicety ; he was the best servant in England.” He thought about his 
servant as a man thinks of a horse that has carried him long and well, 
and that has come down witli him, and is safe no longer. Howwthe 
deuce to replace him ? Where can he get such another animal ? 

In these melancholy cogitations the Major, who had donned his 
own dressing gown and replaced his head of hair (a little grey had 
been introduced into the coiffiu^e of late by Mr. Truefitt, which had 
given the Major’s head the most artless and Tespectablc appearance) ; 
in these cogitations, we say, the Major, wh<> had taken off his wig and 
put on his night-handkerchief, sate absorbed by the fire-side, when a 
feeble knock came at hik door, which was presently opened by the 
landlady of the lodgings. 

" God bless my soul, Mrs. Bnxham ! ” cried out the Major, startled 
that a lady should behold him in the iimple appareil of his night- 
toilette. “ It — it’s very laic, Mrs. Bnxham.” 

" 1 wish I might speak to you, sir,” said the landlady, very pite- 
ously. 

About ^lorgan, I suppose ? He has cooled himself at the pump. 
Can’t take him back, Mrs. Brixham. Impossible. I’d determined to 
part with him bcfoic, when T heard of his dealings in the discount 
business — 1 suppose youVe heard of them, Mrs. Brixham? My 
servant’s a capitalist, begad.” 

“ Oh, sir,” said Mrs. Bnxham, " I know it to my cost. I borrowed 
from him a httle money five years ago ; and though I have paid him 
many times over, I am entirely in his power. 1 am ruined by him, sir. 
Everything I had is his. He’s a dreadful man.” 

“ Eh, Mrs. Brixham ? tant pis — dev’lish sorry for you, and that I 
must quit your house after lodging here so long : there’s no help for It 
1 must go.” 



jpjsmMmis. 


m 

sa3r8 we must aOl go, dr,” sobbed out the UicUeMi ^wldmr* 
« He came downstairs from you just now-^he had been drinlduf , 
and H always maltes him very wicked^-and he said that ydu had 
insulted him, sir, and treated him like a dog, and spoken to him 
uhkindly; and he swore he would be revenged and^ani^ 1 owe him a 



hundred and twenty pounds, dr,— and he has a bill of sale of all my 
furniture — and says he will turn me out of my house, and send my 
poor George to prison. He has been the riiin of my family, that 
man.” 

" Devlish sorry, Mrs. Bnxham ; pray take a chair. What can I 
do?” 

Could you not intercede with him for us ? George will give half 
his allowance : my daughter can send something. If you will but stay 
on, sir, and pay a quarter’s rent in a4\ance ■ — 

z 2 
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" My good madgm, I would as soon gM you a qtiartar in advance 
aa not, if l were going to suy in the lodgings. But ! can^ ; and 1 
can’t, afford to dbg away twenty pounds, my good madam. Ibi a 
poor half’pay officer, and want every shilling I have, begad. As far as 
a few pounds goes— say five pounds-^1 don't say— and shall be most 
happy, and that sort of thing : and I'll give it to you in the morning 
with pleasure : but— but it's getting late, and 1 have made a railroad 
{oumey.” 

God's will be done, sir," said the poor woman, drying her tears. 
** I must bear niy fate." 

And a dev’lish hard one it is, and most sincerely I pity you, Mrs. 
Brixham. I— 111 say ten pounds, if you will permit me. Good-night" 

** Mr. Motgan, sir, when he came downstairs, and when — when 1 
besought him to have pity on me, and told him he had been the ruin 
of my family, said something which 1 did not well understand — that 
he would ruin every family in the house — that he knew something 
would bring you down too — and that you should pay him fer your — 
your insolence to him. I — I must own to you, that I went down on 
my knees to him, sir ; and he said, with a dreadful oath against you, 
that he would have you on your knees.” 

** Me ?— by Gad, that is too pleasant ! Where is the confounded 
fellow?” 

He went away, sir. He said he should see you in the morning. 
Oh, pray try and pacify him, and save me and my poor boy." And the 
widow went away with this prayer, to pass her night as she might, and 
look for the dreadful morrow. 

The last words about himself excited Major Pendennis so much, 
that his compassion for Mrs. Brixham's misfortunes was quite forgotten 
m the consideration of his own case. 

** Me on my knees ? ” thought he, as he got into bed : “ confound 
his impudence. Who ever saw me on my knees ? What the devil 
does the fellow know? Gad, I’ve not had an affair these twenty 
years. 1 defy him." And the old campaigner turned round and 
slept pretty sound, being rather excited and amused by the events of 
the day — the last day in Bury Street, he was determined it should be. 
“ For it’s impossible to stay on with a valet over me and a bankrupt 
landlady. What good can I do this poor devil of a woman ? I’ll give 
her twenty pound— there’s Warrington’s twenty pound, whidi he has 
just paid — but what’s the use ? She’ll want more, and more, and more, 
and that cormorant Moigan will swallow all. No, dammy, 1 can't 
afford to know poor people ; and to-morrow I'll say go^-bye— to 
Mrs. Brixham and Mr. Moxgan." 
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CHAPTER XXX 

IN WHICH THE MAJOR NEIIHER MELDS HIS MONEY NOR 
HIS LIFE 


ARLY next morning Peth 
denms’s shutters were 
opened by, Morgan, 
who appeared as usual, 
with a face perfectly 
grave and respectful, 
bearing with him the 
old gentleman’s clothes, 
cans of water, and 
elaborate toilette requi- 
sites 

“It’s you, IS It said 
the old fellow from his 
bed “ 1 shan’t take you 
back again, you under-^ 
stand ” 

" I ’ave not the least 
wish to be took back agin, Major Pcndcnnis,’ Mr Morgan said, 
with grave dignity, “nor to serve you nor hany man But as I wish 
you to be comftable as long as you stay in my house, I came up 
to do what’s ne’ssary ** And once more, and for the last time, Mr 
James Morgan laid out the silver dressing case, and strapped the 
shining razor 

These offices concluded, he addressed himsclt to the Major with 
an indescribable solemnity, and said “ Thinkin that you would most 
hkely be in want of a respectable pusson, until you suited yourself 1 
spolm to a young man last night, who is ’crc ’ 

“ Indeed,” said the warrior m the tent bed 
“ He *ave lived in the fust famlies, and I can wouch for his 
respectability.” 




^ Ym m waiaMns iKiRtA,’’ gnami &m tiA h»A 

DMit fat» thAt aftet the occurvetices of the ^jfnevioos evetdng, Morgan 
had gone out to Ids own Club at the " Whed of’ Fortunoi’^ and there 
Ending Frosdhf a courier and valet just returned hx>m a Ibrdgn tour 
with young Lord Cubley, and for the present disposable, had rqite« 
seated to Mr. Frosch, that he^ Morgan, had had " a devil of ablowhup 
with his own Gov’nor, and was going to retire from the business halto- 
gether, and that if Frosch wanted a tempo^ry job, he might probl>]y 
have it by applying in Bury Street*’ 

“ You are very polite,” said the Major, " and your rcrommenaation, 
I am sure, will have every weight.” 

Morgan blushed; he felt his master was “a-ebaffin* of him” 
^The man have awaited on you before, sir,” he said with great 
dignityr "Lord De la Pole, sir, gave him to his nephew young Loid 
Cubley, and he have been with him on his foring tour, and not wishing 
to go to Fitzurse Castle, which Frosch’s chest is delicate, and he 
cannot bear the cold in Scotland, he is free to serve you or not, as 
you choose.” 

" I repeat, sir, that you are exceedingly polite,” said the Major. 
"Come in, Frosch— you will do very well— Mr. Morgan, will you 
have the great kindness to ^ 

" 1 shall show him what is ne’ssary, sir, and what is GU$t^’ry for 
you to wish to ’avc done. Will you please to take breakfast ’er^^or at 
the Club, Major Pendennis ? ” 

" With your kind permission, T will breakfast^ here, and afterwards 
we will make our little arrangements.” 

" If you please, sir.” 

" Will you now oblige me by leaving the room ? ” 

Morgan withdrew : the excessive politeness of his ex-emplo 3 rer 
made him almost as angry as the Major’s bitterest words. And 
whilst the old gentleman is making his mysterious toilette, we will also 
modestly retire. 

After breakfast Major Pendennis and his new aide-de-camp 
occupied themselves in preparing for their departure. The establish- 
ment of the old bachelor was not very complicated. He encumbered 
himself with no useless wardrobe. A bible (his mother’s), a, road- 
book, Pen’s novel (calf elegant), and the Duke of We^ngton's 
Despatches, with a few prints, maps, and portraits of that iUustrious 
general, and of various sovereigns and consorts of this country, and 
of the General under whom Major Pendennis had served in India, 
formed his literary and artistical collection : he was always ready to 
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noticei and cases in whidk he had hrooght 
his property into his lod|;inga some fUlteen years before, were sUM; In 
the WtM amply sufficient to receive all his goods. These, the youi^ 
woman who did the work of the house, and who was known by the 
name of Betty to her mistress and of Slavey to Mr, Morgan, brought 
down from ^eir resting-place, and obediently dusted and 
under the eyes of the terrible Morgan, His demeanour was guarded 
and solemn ; he had spoken no word as yet to Mrs. Brixham respects 
ing his threats of the past night, but he looked«as if he would execute 
them, and the poor widow tremblingly awaiteddier fafe. 

Old Pendennis, armed with his cane, superintended the package of 
his goods and chattels, under the hands of Mr. Frosch, apd the Slavi|y 
burned such of his papers as he did not care to keep : filing open 
doors and closets until they were all empty ; and now alLboices and 
chests were closed, except his desk, which was ready to receive the 
final accounts of Mr. MorgSn. 

That individual now made his appearance, and brought his books. 
"As I wish to speak to you in pnvick, per’aps you will *ave the 
kindness to request Frosch to step downstairs,’^ he said, on entering. 

"Bring a couple of cabs, Frosch, if you please — and wait down- 
stairs until I ring for you,” said the Major. Morgan saw Frosch 
downstairs, watched him go along the street upon his errand, and 
produced his books and accounts, which were simple and very easily 
settled, 

" And now, sir,” said he, having pocketed the cheque which his 
ex-employer gave him, and signed his name to his book with a 
flourish, " and now that accounts is closed between us, sir,” he said, 

" I porpose to speak to you as one man to another ” (Morgan liked 
the sound of his own voice ; and, as an individual, indulged in public 
speaking whenever he could get an opportunity, at the Club, or the 
housekeeper’s room), "and 1 must tell you, that I’m in possmdoH of'i 
certing 

" And may I inquire of what nature, pray asked the Major. 

" It’s valuble informatioi^ Major Pendennis, as you know very 
well 1 know of a marriage as is no marriage --of a honourable 
Baronet as is no more married than 1 am ; and which his wife is 
married to somebody else, as you know too, sir.” 

Pendennis at once understood all. " Ha ! this accounts for your 
behaviour. You have been listening at the door, sir, I suppose,” 
said the Major, looking very haughty ; " I forgot to look at the 
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ikey^liole wliai |t went to or I 

ifUm sort of a pmem im bdimd it’’ 

may Iiavo toy schemes as you may have yourst I wppmti* 
aMwered Moigaa. " 1 may get my infoimatum^ and I may aa on 
that faitomation^ and I tfay find that infarmatiim vatahk as anybody 
eke may; A poor servant may have a tdt of lock asavell as a ^ib- 
tOani tnayt/t he 7 Don’t you be putting on your ’aughty loOkSi sir, 
and cornin’ the aristocrat over me. That’s all gammon me. I’m 
an Englishman, I am, and as good as you.” 

u TolVhat^^e deVil does this tend, sir ? and how does the secret 
which you have Surprised concern me, 1 should like to know ? ” asked 
Major Pendennis, with great majesty. 

"How does it concern me, indeed? how grand we are! How 
doeSrjf; concern my nephew, I wonder ? How does it concern my 
nephew’s scat in Par]3rment : and to subornation of bigamy 7 How 
does it conces^ that ? What, are you SO be the only man to have 
a secret, and to trade on it ? Why shouldn’t I go halves, Major Pen- 
dennis ? Pvc found it out too. Look here ! I ain’t goin’ to be 
unreasonable with you. Make it worth my while, and 111 keep the 
thing close. Let Mr. Arthur take his seat, and his rich wife, if you 
like ; I don’t want to marry her. But I will have my share, as sure 
as my name’s James Morgan. And if I don’t ” 

" And if you don’t, sir — what ? ” Pendennis asked. 

** If I don’t, 1 split, and tell all. 1 smash Clavering, and have him 
and his wife up for bigamy— so help me, I will ! I smash young 
Hopeful’s marriage, and 1 show up you and him as makiii’ use of this 
secret, in order to squeeze a seat m Parlyment out of Sir Francis, and 
a fortune out of his wife.” 

" Mr. Pendennis knows no more of this business than the babe 
unbmw, sir,” cried the Major, aghast " No more than Lady Clavering, 
than Miss Amory docs.” 

"Tell that to the marines, Major,” replied the valet; "that cock 
won’t fight with me.” 

" Do you doubt my word, you villain ? ” 

"No bad language. I don’t care one twopencc’a’p’ny whether 
your word’s true or not. I tell you, 1 intend this to be a nice little 
annuity to me, Major ; for 1 have every one of you ; and I ain’t such 
a fool as to let you go. 1 should say that you might make it five 
hundred a year to me among you, easy. Pay me down the first 
quarter now, and I’m as mum as a mouse. Just give me a note for 
one twenty-five. There’s your cheque-book on your desk.” 
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<< And Iflita too^ ym viMnJ* criad tfift olA {H 

tli$ desk to «fi|idi the iralot pointed me a little douUe-lwindled pbtdl^ 
which had helonf^ to Pendetinls^sold pairoOtthe IndimeNannite^^^ 
in-diieff ae4 whidi had accompaided him In many a campai^ 
"One more trord, yoh aCounditsl, and ill shftt you, likea mad dog* 
Stop^hy Jove, 1% do it now* You’U assault me, will you? Youll 
strike at an old man, will you, you lying coward ? Kne^ down and 
say your prayers, sir, for by the Lord you shall die*” 

The Majors face glar^ with rage at his adversary^ivh^looked 
terrified before him for a moment, and at the next, with a« shriek of 
Murder ! ” sprang towards the open window, under which a p^ge* 
man happened to be on his beat ** Murder ! Police ! bgllowed 
Mr. Morgan. 

To his surprise, Major Pendennis wheeled away the tfible and 
walked to the other window, which was also open. He beckoned tihe 
policeman. Come up here, policeman/’ he said, and then went and 
placed himself against the door. 

You miserable sncak/^ he said to Morgan ; the pistol hasn’t 
been loaded these fifteen years, as you would have known very well, 
if you had not been such a coward. That policeman is coming, and 
I will have him up, and have your trunks searched ; 1 have reason to 
believe that you are a thief, sir. 1 know you are. I’ll swear to the 
things.” 

** You gave ’em to me — you gave ’em to me ! ” cried Morgan. 

The Major laughed. " We’ll see,” he said ; and the guilty valet^fpi 
remembered some fine lawn-fronted shirts->a certain gold-headed 
cane — an opera-glass, which he had forgotten to bring down, and of 
which he had assumed the use along with certain articles of his 
masters clothes, which the old dandy neither wore nor asked for. 

Policeman X entered ; followed by the scared Mrs. Brixham and 
her maid-of-all-work, who had been at the door and found some 
difficulty in closing it against the street amateurs, who wished to see 
the row. The Major began inst^ptly to speak. 

I have had occasion to discharge this drUnken scoundrel,” he 
said. “ Both last night and this morning he insulted and assaulted 
me. 1 am an old man and took up a pistol. You see it is not loaded, 
and this coward cried out before he was hurt. I am glad you are 
come. I was charging him with taking my property, and desired to 
examine his trunks and his room.” 

The velvet cloak you ain’t worn these three years, nor the weskits, 
and I thought 1 might take the shirts, and I — 1 take my hoath 1 
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intended to pti faedc tfae b^era-^s,” roared Metifexi^ indthbif wh3 
rage end terror^ 

^ ^f.lleemaneclmcmledgee that he ia a thief, ^ die Major saM, eabiil> 
" He has been in my service for years, and I have treated him wid 
evmy Idiidneaa and conHdence. W^ewin go upstairs and examine hii 
trunks.*’ 

In those trunks Mr. Morgan had things which he would fain koejp 
from public eyes. Mr. Morgan, the bill-discounter, gave goods as 
veil as^moaey to his customers. He provided young spendthrifts 
with snuff-boxes and pins and jewels and pictures and cigars, and of 
a vejy doubtful quality those cigars and jewels and pictures were. 
Their display at a police-office, the discovery of his occult profession, 
and the exposure of the Major’s property, which he had appropriated, 
indeed, rather than stolen,*— would not have added to the reputation 
of Mr. Morgan. He looked a piteous image of terror and discom- 
fiture. 

He’ll smash me, will he ? *’ thought the Major. " I’ll crush him 
now, and finish with him.” 

But he paused. He looked at poor Mrs. Brixham’s scared face ; 
and he thought for a moment to himself that the man brought to bay 
and in prison might make disclosures which had best be kept secret, 
and that it was best not to deal too fiercely with a desperate man. 

" Stop,” he said, “ policeman. I’ll speak with this man by himself.” 

" Do you give Mr. Morg.an in charge ? ” said the policeman. 

, " I have brought no charge as yet,” the Major said, with a signi- 
ficant look at his man. 

** Thank you, sir,” whispered Morgan, very low. 

Go outside the door, and wait there, policeman, if you please.— 
Now, Morgan, you have played one game with me, and you have not 
had the best of it, my good man. No, begad, you’ve not bad the best 
of it, though you had the best hand ; and you’ve got to pay too, now, 
you scoundrel.” 

" Yes, sir,” said the man. 

* I’ve only found out, within the last week, the game which you 
have been driving, you villain. Young De Boots, of the Blues, 
recognised you as the man who came to barracks, and did business 
one-third in money, one-third in eau-de-Cologne, and one-third in 
French prints, you confounded demure old sinner! 1 didn’t miss 
anything, or care a straw what you’d taken, you booby ; but I took the 
shot, and it hit— hit the bull’s-eye, bejad. Dammy, sir, I’m an old 
campaigner.” 
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ni tell yod. Your biUs^ I suppose, you keep about you in that 
dom’d ffim taAtter pooket>>book| don’t you? You’ll jbum Mre» 
Bnxbam’sbOl?” 

^ Sir, 1 amt a-^St* to part with my property,” growled tbe man. 

^*You lent her sixty pounds five years ago* She and that poor 
devil of an insurance cleric, her son, have paid you fifty pounds a year 
ever smce ; and you have got a bill of sde of her furniture, and her 
note of hand for a hundred and fifty pounds. She told me so last 
night. By Jove, sir, you’ve bled that poor woman enough.” 

I won’t give it up,” said Moigan. " If I do I’m — ” 

** Policeman ' ” cried the Major 

" You shall have the bill,” said Morgan. “ You’re not going to 
take money of me, and you a gentleman ^ ” 

“ I shall want you directly,” said the Major to X, who here entmd, 
and who again withdrew 

No, my good sir,” the 'old gentleman continued , " I have not 
any desire to have faither pecuniary transactions with you ; but we 
will draw out a little papei, which >ou will have the kindness to sign. 
No, stop f — you shall write it you have improved immensely in 
writing of late, and have now a very good hand You shall sit down 
and write, if you please— theie, at that table— so— let me see — ^we 
may as well have the dale Wiitc ^ Bury Street, St James’s, October 

21, i8— 

And Morgan wrote as he was instructed, and as the pitiless oicti 
Major continued — 

I, James Morgan, having come m extreme poverty into the 
service of Arthur Pendennis, Esquire, of Buiy Stieet, St James’s, 
a Major in her Majesty’s service, acknowledge that 1 leceived hbenil 
wages and board wages from my employer, during fifteen years. — 
You can’t object to that, I am sure,” said tlie Majoi. 

" During fifteen years,” wrote Morgan 

“In which time, by my ow/i care and prudence,” the dictatoi 
resumed, “ I have managed to 'amass sufficient money to purchase 
the house in which my master icsides, and besides* to effect other 
savings. Amongst other persons fiom whom 1 have had money, 1 
may mention my present tenant, Mk Bn\ham, who, m consideration 
of sixty pounds advanced by me five years since, has paid back to 
me the sum of two hundred and fifty pounds sterling, besides giving 
me a note of hand for one hundred and twenty pounds, which 1 restore 
to her at the desire of my late mastci. Major Arthur Pendenms, and 
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therewith ktft her furniture, of which I had a hiU of $alh.**->HAve you 
written?” 

^ 1 think if this pistol was loaded, Td blow your brains oitt,” said 
Morgan. 

N 0 , you wouldn’t You have too great a respect for your valuable 
life, my good man,” the Major answered. Let us go on and begin a 
new sentence.” 

^<And having, in return for my master’s kindness, stolen his 
property from hun, which 1 acknowledge to be now upstairs in my 
trunks : and having uttered falsehoods regarding his and other 
honourable famihes, 1 do hereby, m consideration of his clemency 
to me, egress my regret for uttering these falsehoods, and for 
stealing his property ; and declare that I am not worthy of belief 
and that I hope— yes, begad— that 1 hope to amend for the future. 
Signed, James Morgan.” 

“ I’m d d if I sign it,” said Morgan. 

“ My good man, it will happen to you, whether you sign or no, 
b^fstd/* said the old fellow, chuckling at his own wit. There, I 
shall not use this, you understand, unless— unless 1 am compelled to 
do so. Mrs. Brixham, and our friend the policeman, will witness it, 
f dare say, without reading it : and 1 will give the old lady back her 
note of hand, and say, which you will confirm, that she and you are 
quits. 1 see there is Frosch’come back with the cab for my trunks ; 
X shall go to an hotel. — You may come in now, policeman ; Mr. 
Morgan and 1 have arranged our little dispute. If Mrs. Brixham 
Win sign this paper, and you, policeman, will do so, I shall be very 
milch obliged to you both. Mrs. Brixham, you and your worthy 
landlord, Mr. Morgan, are quits. 1 wish you joy of him. Let 
8'rosch come and pack the rest of the things.” 

Frosch, aided by the Slavey, under the calm superintendence of 
Mr. Morgan, earned Major Pendennis’s boxes to the cab in waiting : 
and Mrs. Brixham, when her persecutor was not by, came and asked 
a Heaven’s blessing upon the Major, her preserver, and the best and 
quietest and kindest of lodgers. And having given her a finger 
to shake, which the humble lady received with a curtsey, and over 
which she was ready to make a speech full of tears, the Major cut 
short that valedictory oration, and walked out of the house to the 
hotel in Jermyn Street, which was not many steps from Morgan’s 
door. 

That individual, looking forth from the parlour-window, dis- 
charged anythmg but blessings at his parting guest ; but the stout 
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old boy eotdd afibrd not to be lightened at Mr« Morgan, and Aung 
him a look of great contempt and humour as he strutted away with 
his cane. 

Major Pendennis had not quitted his house of Bury Street many 
hours, and Mr, Morgan was enjoying his otium in a dignified manner, 
surveying the evening fog, and smoking a cigar, on the door*step$, 
when Arthur Pendennis, £sq., the hero of this history, made his 
appearance at the well-known door. 

<<My uncle out, 1 suppose, Morgan?” he said to the fimetiopary ; 
knowing full well that to smoke was treason, in the preaened iH tho 
Major. ; 

^ Major Pendennis is hout, sir,” said Morgan, with gravity; bowing, 
but not touching the elegant cap which he wore. Major Pendennis 
have left this ’ouse to-day, sir, and I have no longer the honour of 
being in his service, sir.” 

** Indeed, and where is he ? ” 

believe he ’ave taken tempor’y lodgings at Cox^s *ote1, in 
Jummin Street,” said Mr. Morgan; and added, after a pause, Are 
you in town for some time, pray, sir ? Are you in Chambers ? I 
should like to have the honour of waiting on you there : and 
would be thankful if you would favour me with a quarter of an hour.” 

Do you want my uncle to take you back ? ” asked Arthur, jnsolent 
and good-natured. 

I want no such thing ; Fd see him — ^ the man glared at him for 
a minute, but be stopped. ** No, sir, thank you, ’ he said in a softer 
voice; <Mt’s only with you that I wish to speak, on some business 
which concerns you ; and perhaps you would favour me by walking 
into my house ? ” 

** If it is but for a minute or two, I will listen to you, Moigan,” 
said Arthur ; and thought to him^lf, " I suppose the fellow wants me 
to patronise him ; ” and he entered the house. A card was already 
m the front windows, proclaiming that apartments were to be let, 
and having introduced Mr. Pendennis into the dining-room, and 
offered him a chair, Mr. Morgan took one himself, and proceeded to 
convey some information to him, of which the reader has already had 
cognizance. 
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IK WHICH PDNDENNIS COUNTS HIS EGOS. 

L friend had arrived in XiOndcm 
on that day only^ though hut 
for a brief visits and having left 
some fellow travellers at an hotd 
to which he had convoyed them 
from the West, he hastened to 
the Chambers in Lamb Court, 
which were basking in as much 
sun as chose to visit that dreary 
but not altogether comfortless 
building. Freedom stands in 
lieu of sunshine in Chambers, 
and Templars grumble, but take 
then ease in their Inn. Pen’s 
domestic announced to him that 
Wciinngton was in Chambeis 
too, and, of coarse, Arthur ran 
up to his friend’s room straight- 
way, and found it, as of old, 
perfumed with the pipe, and 
George once more at work at his 
newspapers and reviews. The 
pair greeted each other with the 
rough cordiality which young Englishmen use one to another : and 
which carries a great deal of warmth and kindness under its rude 
exterior. Warrington smiled and took his pipe out of his mouth, and 
said, “ Well, young one ! ” Pen advanc ed, and held out his hand, and 
said, “ How are you, old boy ? ” And so this greeting passed between 
two friends who had not seen each other for months. Alphonse and 
Frdd^ric would have rushed into each other’s arms and shrieked O 
bon cmir I ce cher Alphonse / over each other’s shoulders. Max and 





PENDENNIS. 


WilhelAi mtdd have bestowed half a dozen khses^ l|oeQte4 with 
Hayannah, upon each other’s mustachios. ^ Well^ yomtg 

are you^ old boy ?” is what two Britons say : after saving eaah 
other’s lives, possibly, the day before. To-morrow they will leave off 
shaldng hands, and only wag thdr heads at one another as they eckaie 
to breakfast. Each has for the other the very wannest confidence 
and regard ; each would share his purse with the other : and hearing 
him attacked, would break out in the loudest and most enthusiastic 
praise of his friend ; but they part with a mere Good-bye, they meet 
With a mere How-d’you-do ? and they don’t write to eadh otiber in the 
interval. Curious modesty, strange stoical decorum of £nglish4ted« 
ship! **Yes, we are not demonstrative like those confounded 
foreigners,” says Hardman ; who not only shows no friendship, bat 
never felt any all his life long. 

“Been in Switzerland i” says Ben. “Yes,” says Warrington. 
“ Couldn’t find a bit of tobacco fit to smoke till we came to Strasburg, 
\^here I got some caporal.” The man’s mind is fnll, very likely, of 
the great sights which he has seen, of the great emotions ^Mth which 
the vast works of nature have inspired it. But his enthusiasm is too 
coy to show Itself, even to his closest friend, and he veils it with a 
cloud of tobacco. He will speak more full> of confidential evenings, 
however, and write ardently and fiankl> about that which he is shy 
of saying. The thoughts and expeuenre of his travel will come 
forth in his writings ; as the learning, which he never displa>s in talk, 
eniiches his style with pregnant allusion nntl biilliant illustration, 
colours his generous eloquence, and points his wit. 

The elder gives a rapid account of the places which he has visited 
in his tour. He has seen Switzerland, North Italy, and the Tyrol— 
he has come home by Vienna, and Dresden, and the Rhine. He 
speaks about these places in a shy sulky voice, as if he had rather 
not mention them at all, and as if the sight of them had rendered him 
very unhappy. The outline eff the elder man’s tour thus gloomily 
sketched out, the young one begins to speak. has been m the 
country — ^very much bored — canvassing — uncommonly slow— be is 
here for a day or two, and going on to - to the neighbourhood of Tun- 
bridge Welli to some friends — that will be uncommonly slow, too. 
How hard it is to make an Englishman acknowledge that he is happy! 

“ And the scat in Parliament, Pen ? Have you made it all right ?” 
asks Wairington. 

All rig^, -n-as soon as Parliament meets and a new writ can be 
issued, Clavering retires, and 1 step into his shoes,” says Pen. 



«A&d under uUqli Idng 4oes Bemlan spevk dr iktt^ usdM 
Warringtosu **Do we cume out &s Liberal Coniemttiv^ or as 
(kyvenuaeiit tnaii} or on our own 

^Hemt There are no pcHdcs now; every man's politics, at 
least, are pretty much the same. 1 have not got acres enough to 
make me a Protectionist ; nor could t be one, I think, If 1 had all 
the land in the county. 1 shall go pretty much with Government, 
and in advance of them upon some social questions which 1 have 
been getting up during the vacation don’t grin, you old Cynic, I 
Aat^s been getting up the Blue Books, and intend to come out rather 
strong on the Sanitary and Colonisation questions.” 

" We reserve to ourselves the liberty of voting against Govern- 
ment, though we are generally friendly. We are, however, friends of 
the people at/a»/ tout We give lectures at the Clavering Institute, 
and shake hands with the intelligent mechanics. We think the 
franchise ought to be very considerably enlarged ; at the same time we 
are free to accept office some day, when the House has listened to a few 
crack speeches from us, and the Administration perceives our merit.” 

I am not Moses,” said Pen, with, as usual, somewhat of melan- 
choly in his voice. I have no l«xws from Heaven to bring down to 
«.the people from the mountain. 1 don’t belong to the mountain at 
all, or set up to be a leader and reformer of mankind. My fxith is 
not strong enough for that ; nor m> vanity, nor my hypocrisy, great 
enough. I will tell no lies, George, that I promise you ; and do no 
more than coincide m those which are necessary and pass current, 
and can’t be got in without recalling the whole circulation. Give a 
mgn at least the advantage of his sceptical turn. If 1 find a good 
thing to say in the House, I will say it ; a good measure, I will 
support it ; a fair place, 1 will take it, and be glad of my luck. But 
I would no more flatter a great man than a mob ; and now you know 
as much about my politics as 1 do. What call have I to be a Whig ? 
Whiggism is not a divine institution. Why not vote with the Liberal 
Conservatives? They have done for the nation what the Whigs 
would never have done without them. Who converted both? — the 
Radicals and the country outside. I think the Morning Post is often 
right, and Punch is often wrong. I don’t profess a call, but take 
advantage of a chance. Parlous d* autre chose.” 

** The next thing at your heart, after ambition, is love, I suppose 
Warrington said. " How have our young loves prospered ? Are wc 
going to change our cemdition, and give up our Chambers ? Are you 
going to divorce me, Arthur, and take unto yourself a wife ? ” 
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"littpfKxiesa She is very good^mtai^ and Sheihig^ 
and the don’t ttdnd stodking. SbeH have a &ir fortune-^I don’t 
know how much— but my uncle augurs everything from the Begum’s 
generoslty« and says that she will come down very handsomdy. And 
1 think ^anche Is devlish fond of me,” said Arthur, with a sigh. 

** That means that we accept her caresses and her money.” 

** Haven’t we said before, that life was a transaction ? ” Pendennis 
said* 1 don’t pretend to break my heart about her. I have told 
her pretty fairly what my feelings are-— and^and have engaged 
myself to her. And since 1 saw her last, and for the last two months 
especially, whilst I have been in the country, I think die has been 
growing fonder and fonder of me ; and her letters to me, and 
especially to Laura, seem to show it. Mine have bSen simple 
enough — no raptures nor vows, you understand— but looking upon 
the thing as sxl affaire fait f ; and not desirous to hasten or defer the 
completion.” 

“ And Laura ? how is she ? ” Warrington asked frankly. 

" Laura, George,” said Pen, looking his friend hard in the face— 
**by Heaven, Laura is the best, and noblest, and dearest girl the sun 
ever shone upon.” His own voice fell as he spoke : it seemed as if 
he could hardly utter the words : he stretched out his hand to his 
comrade, who took it and nodded his head. 

^ Have you only found out that now, young un ?” Warrington said, 
after a pause. 

<< Who has not learned things too late, George ? ” cried Arthur, in 
his impetuous way, gathering words and emotion as he went on. 
“ Whose life is not a disappointment ? Who carries his heart entire 
to the grave without a mutilation ? I never knew anybody who was 
happy quite : or who has not had to ransom himself out of the hands 
of Fate with the payment of some dearest treasure or other. Lucky 
if we are left alone aJfterwards,*when we have paid our fine, and if the 
tyrant visits us no more. Suppose 1 have found out that 1 have lost 
the greatest prize in the world, now that it can’t be mine— that for 
years I had an angel under my tent, and let her go ?— am 1 the only 
one — ah, dear old boy, am I the only one ? And do you think my 
lot is easier to bear because 1 own that 1 deserve it ? She’s gone 
from us. God’s blessing be with her ! She might have stayed, and I 
lost her ; it’s like Undine : isn’t it, George?” 

** She was in this room once,” said Geoige. 

He saw her there— he heard the sweet low voice— he saw the 
sweet smile and eyes shining so kindly— the face remembered so 
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fiM!idlsr^«<thought of in what nig!lii^atches--4]tot 'an^ Iove4 akvays^ 
gtmenkiwi Aglassthat had held a nosegay-*-^ bibla with Helen's 
handwriting— ^weie all that were left him of that brief dower of his 
life*. Say it x$ a dream : say it passes : better the recollection of a 
dream than an aimless waking from a blank stupor. 

The two friends sate in silence awhile, each occupied with his 
own thoughts and aware of the other's. Pen broke it presently, by 
saying that he must go and seek for his uncle, and report progress to 
the old gentleman. The Major had written in a very bad humour ; 
the Major was getting old. 1 should like to see you in Parliament, 
and snugly settled with a comfortable house and an heir to the name 
before I make my bow. Show me these," the Major wrote, ‘‘and 
then, let old Arthur Pendennis make room for the younger fellows ; 
he has walked the Pall Mall pav6 long enough.” 

“ There is a kindness about the old heathen,” said Warrington. 
“ He cares for somebody besides himself, at least for some other part 
of himself besides that which is buttoned into his own coat ; — for you 
and your race. He would like to see the progeny of the Pendennises 
multiplying and increasing, and hopes that they may inherit the land. 
The old patriarch blesses you from the Club window of Bays’s, and is 
carried off and buried under the flags of St. James’s Church, in sight 
of Piccadilly, and the cab-stand, and the carriages going to the levee. 
It is an edifying ending.” 

The new blood I bring into the family,” mused Pen, “ is rather 
tainted. If I had chosen, I think my father-in-law Amory would not 
have been the progenitor I should have desired for my race ; nor my 
gratidfatber-in-law Snell ; nor our oriental ancestors. By the way, 
who was Amory ? Amory was lieutenant of an Indiaman. Blanche 
wrote some verses about him,— about the storm, the mountain wave, 
the seaman’s grave, the gallant father, and that sort of thing. Amor)' 
was drowned commanding a country ship between Calcutta and 
Sydney ; Amory and the Begum weren’t happy together. She has 
been unlucky in her selection of husbands, the good old lady, for, 
between ourselves, a more despicable creature than Sir Francis 

Clavering, of Clavering Park, Baronet, never “ Never legislated 

for his countr)',” broke in Warrington ; at which Pen blushed rather. 

“ By the way, at Baden,” said Warrington, “ I found our friend the 
Chevalier Strong in great state, and wearing his orders. He told me 
that he had quarrelled with Clavering, of whom he seemed to have 
almost as bad an opinion as you have, and in fact, I think, thou|^ I 
will not be certain, confided to me his opinion, that Clavering was an 



uttet scotmdrcl* That leUow Blotm4ail^ who t^gbt you caid-^Hying 
at Oxbridge^ was with Strong ; and time^ I think, has broujiritt out hhl 
valuable qualities, and rendered him a more accomplished rascal 
he was during your undeigraduateship. But the king of the place was 
the iamous C<donel Altamont, who was carrying all before him, giving 
fetes to the whole society, and breaking the bank, it was said.” 

« My uncle knows something about that fellow— Clavering knows 
something about him. There’s something louche regarding him. But 
come! I must go to Bury Street, like a dutiful nephew.” And 
t. iking his hat, Pen prepared to go. 

“ I will walk, too,” said Warrington. And they descended the 
stairs, stopping, however, at Pen’s chambers, which, as the, reader has 
been informed, were now on the lower story. 

Here Pen began sprinkling himself with eau-dc-Cologne, and c^tc^ 
fully scenting his hair and^ whiskers with that odoriferous water. 

“ What is the matter ? You vc not been smoking. Is it my pipe 
that has poisoned you ? ” growled Warrington. 

“ I am going to call upon some women,” said Pen. “ Tm — Pm 
going to dine with ’em. They are passing through town, and are at an 
hotel in Jermyn Street.” 

Warrington looked with good-natured interest at the young fellow 
dandifying himself up to a pitch of completeness ; and appearing at 
length in a gorgeous shirt-front and neckcloth, fresh gloves, and 
glistening boots. George had a pair of thick high-lows, and his old 
shirt was torn about the breast, and ragged at the collar, where his 
blue beard had worn it. 

^ Well, young un,” said he, simply, “ I like you to be a buck, some- 
how. When I walk about with you, it is as if I had a rose in my 
button-hole. And you are still affable. 1 don’t think there is any 
>oung fellow in the Temple turns out like you ; and I don't believe 
you were ever ashamed of walking with me yet.” 

“ Don't laugh at me, Gcorgf,” said Pen. 

I say, Pen,” continued the other, sadly, “ if you write — if you 
^^ritc to Laura, I wish you would say ‘God bless her ’ from me.” 

Pen blushed ? and then looked at Warrington ; and then— and 
then burst into an uncontrollable ht of laughing. 

“ I’m going to dino with her,” he said. “ I brought her and Lady 
Kockminster up from the country to-day — made two days of it — 
slept last night at Bath— I say, George, come and dine, too. I may 
ask any one 1 please, and the old lady is constantly talking about 
you,” 
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George lefosed. George had an article to write. , George besi* 
tated; and ohy strange to say! at last he agreed to go. *!twasagreed 
that they should go and upon the ladies ; and they marched away 
in high spirits to the hotel in Jermyn Street. Once more the dear fece 
dione upon him ; once more the sweet voice spoke to him« and the 
tender hand pressed a welcome. 

There still wanted half-an-hour to dinner. You will go and see 
your uncle now, Mr. Pendennis,'’ old Lady Rockmlnster said. ** You 
will not bring him to dinner— no— his old stories are intolerable ; and 
I want to talk to Mr. Warrington ; I dare say he will amuse us. 1 
think we have heard all your stories. We have been together for two 
whole days, and I think we are getting tired of each other.” 

So, obeying her ladyship’s orders, Arthur went downstairs and 
walked to his uncle's lodgings. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

FIAT JUSTITIA. 

HE dinner was served vi^en Arthur 
returned, and Lady Rockminster 
began to scold him for arriving 
late. But Laura, looking at her 
cousin, saw that his face was so 
pale and scared that she inter* 
rupted her imperious patroness ; 
and asked, with tender alarm, 
what had happened ? Was Arthur 
ill.? 

Arthur drank a large bumper 
of sherry. "I have heard the 
most extraordinary news ; I will 
tell you afterwards,'' he said, look- 
ing at the servants. He was very 
nervous and agitated during the 
dinner. “Don't tramp and beat so with your feet under the toble,* 
Lady Rockminster said. “You have trodden onFidoand upset his 
saucer. You see Mr. Warrington keeps his boots quiet.” 

At the dessert— it seemed* as if the unlucky dinner would never be 
over — Lady Rockminster said, “This dinner has been exceedingly 
stupid. I suppose something has happened, aiid that you want to 
speak to Laura. I will go and have my nap. I am not sure that I 
shall have any tea — no. Good-night, Mr. Warrington. You must 
come again, and when there is no business to talk about.” ^d the 
old lady, tossing up her head, walked away from the room with great 
dignity. 

George and the others had risen with her, and Vk arrington was 
about to go away, and was saying “ Good-night ” to Laura, who, of 
course, was looking much alarmed about her cousin, when Arthur said, 
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"Pray stay, Geotge. You should hear my news too» 4 && give me 
your counsd in this case. 1 hardly know how to act in \tP 

"It’s something about Blanche, Arthur/’ said Laura, her heart 
beating, and her cheek blushing, as she thought it had never blushed 
in her life. 

" Yes— and the most extraordinary story,” said Pen. " tVhen I 
left you to go to my uncle’s lodgings, 1 found hiS servant, Morgan, 
who has been with him so long, at the door, and he said that he and 
his master had pkrted that momjng ; that my uncle had quitted the 
house, and had gone to an hotel—this hotel. 1 asked for him when I 
came in ; but he was gone out to dinner. Morgan then said that he 
had Something of a most important nature to communicate to me, and 
begged me to step into the house ; his house it is now. It appears 
the scoundrel has saved a great deal of money whilst in my uncle’s 
service, and is now a capitalist and a millionaire, for what 1 know . 
Well, I went into the house, and what do you think he told me ? This 
must be a secret between us all— at least if we can keep it, now that it 
is in possession of that villain. Blanche’s father is not dead. He has 
come to life again. The marriage between Clavering and the Eegum 
is no marriage.” 

"And Blanche, I suppose, is her grandfather’s heir?” said 
Warrington. 

" Perhaps ; but the child of what a father ! Amory is au escaped 
convict — Clavering know's it ; my uncle knows it — and it was with 
this piece of information held over Clavering m terrorem that the 
wretched old man got him to give up his borough to me.” 

" Blanche doesn’t know it,” said Laura, " nor poor Lady 
Clavering ? ” 

"No,” said Pen ; " Blanche does not even know the history of her 
father. She knew that he and her mother had separated, and had 
heard as a ''hild, from Bonner, her nurse, that Mr. Amory was 
drowned in New South Wales. He was there as a convict, not as a 
ship’s captain, as the poor girl thought. Lady Clavering has told me 
that they were not happy, and that her husband was a bad character. 
She would tell me all, she said, some day : and 1 remember her saying 
to me, with tears in her eyes, that it was hard for a wontan to be 
forced to own that she was glad to hear her husband was dead : 
and that twice in her life she should have chosen so badly. What is 
to be done now ? The man can’t show and claim his wife : death is 
probably over him if he discovers himself : return to transportation 
certainly. But the rascal has held the threat of disdovery over 
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past, and baft extorted money fiom him tiake 

after timef 

<^lt is our friffld Colonel Altamont, of course/* said Warrington: 

I iee all now.** 

the rascal comes back,*' continued Arthur, “Morgan, who 
knows his secret, will use it over him-^and having it in his possession, 

proposes to extoft money from us all. The d d rascal supposed 1 

was cognisant of it,** said Pen, white with anger ; “ asked me if I would 
give him an annuity to keep it quiet ; threatened me, /;/<?, as if I was 
trafficking with this wretched old Begum’s misfortune; and would 
extort a seat in Parliament out of that miserable Clavering. Good 
heavens ! was my uncle mad, to tamper in such a conspiracy? Fancy 
our mother’s son, Laura, trading on such a treason ! ” 

** 1 can't fancy it, dear Arthur,” said Laura ; seizing Arthur’s hand, 
and kissing it 

"No I** broke out Warrington’s deep voice, with a tremor; he 
surveyed the two generous and loving young people with a pang of 
indescribable love and pain. "No. Our boy can’t meddle with such 
a wretched intrigue as that. Arthur Pendennis can’t marry a convict’s 
daughter; 'and sit in Parliament as Member for the hulks. You must 
wEHh your hands of Ihe whole affair, Pen. You must break off. You 
must give no explanations of why and wherefore, but state that family 
reasons render a match impossiblftb It is better that those poor women 
should fancy you false to your word than that they should know the 
truth. Besides, you can get from that dog Clavering — I can fetch that 
for you easily enough — an acknowledgment that the reasons which 
you have given to him as the head of the family are amply sufficient 
for breaking off the union. Don’t you think with me, I-aura?** He 
scarcely dared to look her in the face as he spoke. Any lingering 
hope that he migKt have^-any feeble hold that he might feel upon the 
last spar of his wrecked fortpne, he knew he was casting away; and 
he let the wave of his calanlSty cl#sc o\cr him. Pen had started up 
whilst he was speaking, looking eagerly at him. He turned his head 
away. He saw l^ura rise up also and go to Pen, and once more take 
his hand and kiss it. " She thinks so too — God bless her ! ** ssud 
George. ' * 

‘‘'Her father’s shame is not Blanche’s fault, dear Arthur, is it?" 
Laura said, very pale, and speaking very quickly. "Suppose you 
had been married, would you desert her because she had done no 
wrong? Are you not pledg^ to her? Would you leave her because 
she is in tUisfortune? And if she is unhappy, wouldn’t you console 
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her? Our mother would* bad she been here*" And* ji| she spohi^ 
the kind gtd. fdkled her erms round him, and buried h« hct upon his 
heart 

** Our mother is an angd with God,** Pen sobbed out ** And you 
are the dearest and best of women— the dearest, the dearest, and the 
best Teach me my duty. Pray for mh that I may do it— pure heart 
God bless you— God bless you, my sister.** 

^Amen/’ groaned out Warrington, with his head in his hands. 
** She is right” he manured to himself. ** She can’t do any wrong, 
I think— -that girl” Indeed, she looked and smiled like an angel. 
Many a day after, he saw that smile — saw her radiant face as she 
looked up at Pen — saw her putting back her curl^ blushing and 
smiling, and still looking fondly towards him* 

She leaned for a moment her little fair hand on the table, playing 
on it. ^ And now, and now,” she said, looking at the two gentlemen— 

“And what now?” asked George. 

“And now we will have some tea,” said Miss Laura, with her 
smile. 

But before this unromantic conclusion to u rather sentimental 
scene could be suffered to take place, a servant brought word that 
Major Pcndennis had returned to the hotel, and was waiting to see 
his nephew. Upon this announcement, Laura, not without some 
alarm, and an appealing look at Pen, which said, “ Behave yourself 
well — hold to the right, and do your duty — be gentle, but firm with 
your uncle ” — Laura, wc say, with these warnings written in her face, 
took leave of the two gentlemen, and retreated to her dormitory. 
Warrington, who was not generally fond of tea, yet grudged that ex- 
pected cup very much. Why could not old Pendennis have come in 
an hour later? Well, an hour sooner or later, what matter? The hour 
strikes at last. The inevitable moment comes to say Farewell. The 
hand i^ shaken, the door closed, and the friend gone ; and, the brief 
joy over, you are alone. “In which of those many windows of the 
hotel does light beam? ” perhaps he asks himself as he passes doM 
the street He strides away to the smoking-room of a neighbouring 
Club, and there applies himself to his usual solace of a cigar. Men are 
brawling and talking loud about politics, opera-girls, horse-racing, the 
atrocious tyranny of the committee ;— bearing this sacied secret about 
Iiim, he enters into this brawl Talk away, each louder than the other. 
Rattle and crack jokes. Laugh and tell your wild stories. It is strange 
to take one’s place and part in the midst of the smoke and din, and 



PSNDJSJVmS. 


^iiik evMYltaii lim haMkls secret eg9 most likely, isUch is sittiskg 
lonely a&a^partf amy in the private chamber, from the loud game in 
ishich the rest of os is joining ! 

" Arthur, as he traversed the passages of the hotri, felt his ai^ 
rousing up within hint He was indignant to think that yonder bid 
gentleman whom he was aboiit to meet, should have made him such 
a tool and puppet, and so compromised his honour and good name. 
The old fellow’s hand was very cold and shaky when Arthur took it. 
He was coughing; he was grumbUng over the fire; Frosch could not 
bring his dressing-gown or arrange his papers as that d— d con- 
founded impudent scoundrel of a Morgan. The old gentleman be- 
moaned himself, and cursed Morgan’s ingratitude with peevish pathos. 

The confounded impudent scoundrel ! He was drunk last night, 
and challenged me to fight him. Pen ; and begad, at one time I was so 
excited that I thought I should have driven a knife into him ; and the 
infernal rascal has made ten thousand pound, 1 believe— and deserves 
to be hanged, and will be; but, cuise him ! I wish he could have lasted 
out my time. He knew all my ways, and, dammy, when I rang the 
bell, the confounded thief brought the thing I wanted — not like that 
stupid German lout And what sort of time have you had in the 
country? Been a good deal with Lady Rockminster? You can’t do 
better. She is one of the old school — vieille icole^ bonne icole^ hey? 
Dammy, they don’t make gentlemen and ladies now; and in fifty 
years youll hardly know one jnan from another. But they’ll last my 
time. I ain’t long for this business: 1 am getting very old, Pen, my 
boy ; and, g^d, I was thinking to-day, as I was packing up my little 
library, there’s a bible amongst the books that belonged to my poor 
mother ; I would like you to keep that. Pen. I was thinking, sir, that 
you would most likely open the box when it was your property, and 
the old fellow was laid uiider the sod, sir.” And the Major coughed 
and wagged his old head bver the fire. 

His age— his kindness, di farmed Pen’s anger somewhat, and made 
Arthur feel no little compunction for the deed wh^^'h he was about to 
do. He knew that the announcement which he was about to make 
would destroy the darling hope of the old gentleman s life, and create 
in his breast a woeful anger and commotion. 

" Hey— -hey — I’m oflj sir,” nodded the Elder; ^*but I d like to r^d 
e speech of yours in the Times before I go — ‘Mr. Pendennis said: 
Unacoustmned as I am to public speaking’ — hey, sir? hey, Arthur? 
Begad, you look dcv’lish well and healthy, sir. 1 always said my 
brother Jack would bring the family right You must go down into 
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the West, end tey the old estetOi sir. NUe fethtii hey?'* We’ll 
rise again, sir«-drise again on the wing-^^d, begad, I ^cmldn^ be 
surprised that you will be a Baronet before you die.^ 

His words smote Pen. " And it is I," he thought, " that'am going 
to fling down the poor old fellow’s air-casile. Well, it must be. Here 
goes.-^I— I went into your lodgings at Bury Street, though I did not 
•find you,” Pen slowly began — "and 1 talked with Morgan, uncle.” 

" Indeed ! ” The old gentleman’s cheek began to flush involuntarily, 
and he muttered, " Thte cat’s out of the bag now, begad ! ” 

" He told me a story, sir, which gave me the deepest surprise and 
pain,” said Pen. 

The Major tried to look unconcerned. " What— that story about 
—about Whatdoyoucall’em, bey?” 

" About Miss Amory’s father — about Lady Clavering’s first husband, 
and who he is, and what.” 

“ Hem — a devilish awkward affair ! ” said the old man, rubbing his 
nose. " I — I’ve been aware of that — ek— confounded circumstance for 
some time.” 

"I wish I had known it sooner, or not at all,” said Arthur, 
gloomily. 

- " He is all safe,” thought the Senior, greatly relieved. " Gad ! I 
should have liked to keep it from you altogether — and from those 
two poor women, who are as innocent as unborn babes in the trans- 
action,” 

" You are right. There is no reason why the two women should 
hear it; and I shall never tell them — though that villain, Morgan, 
perhaps may,” Arthur said, gloomily. " He seems disposed to trade 
upon hrs secret, and has already proposed terms of ransom to me. I 
wish 1 had known of the matter earlier, sir. It is not a very pleasant 
thought to me that I am engaged to a convict’s daughter.” 

" The very reason why I kept it from you — my dear boy. But Miss 
Amory is not a convict’s daughter, don’t you sec? Miss Amory is the 
daughter of Lady Clavering, with fifty or sixty thousand pounds for a 
fortune ; and her father-in-law, a Baronet and country gentleman, of 
high reputation, approves of the match, and gives up his seat in Parlia- 
ment to his son-in-law. What can be more simple?” 

" Is it true, sir? ” 

"Begad, yes, it is true, of course it’s true. Amory’s dead. I tell 
you he is dead. The first sign of life he shows, he is dead. He can’t 
appear. We have him at a dead-lock, like the fellow in the play-^ 
the * Critic,’ hey? — devilish amusing play, that ' Critic.’ Monstrous witty 
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Toan Shteridsii; sttlfl io ivais lus son. By Gad, sir^ nvlien I was at the 
Cape, I remember ^ 

The old gentleman’s garrulity, and wish to conduct Arthur to the 
Cape, perhaps arose from a desire to avoid the subject which was 
nearest his nephew’s heart ; but Arthur broke out, interrupting him— 
If you had told me this tale sooner. 1 believe you would have spared 
me and yourself a great deal of pain and disaj^ointment ; and 1 should 
not have found myself tied to an engagement from which I can’t, in 
honour, recede.” 

“No, begad, weVe fixed you — and a man who’s fixed Jto a scat in 
Parliament, and a pretty girl, with a couple of thousand a-year,*is fixed 
to no bad thing, let me tell you,” said the old man. 

“Great Heaven, sir!” said Arthur; “are you blind? Can’t you 
see?” 

“ Sec what, young gentleman? ” asked the other. 

“ See, that rather than trade upon this secret of Amory’s,” Arthur 
cried out, “ 1 would go and join n>y father-in-law at the hulks ! See, 
that rather than take a scat in Parliament as a bribe from Clavering 
for silence, I would take the spoons off the table ! See, that you have 
given me a felon’s daughter for a wife ; doomed me to poverty and 
shame ; cursed my career when it might have been — when it might 
have been so different but for you ! Don’t you sec that we have been 
playing a guilty game, and have been over-reachcd ; — that in offering 
to marry this poor girl, for the sake of her money, and the advance- 
ment she would bring, I was degrading myself, and prostituting my 
honour? ” 

“What in Heaven’s name do you mean, sir?” cried the old man. 

“ I mean to say that there is a measure of baseness which I can’t 
pass,” Arthur said. “ I have no other words for it, and am sorry if 
they hurt you. I have felt, for months past, that my conduct in this 
affair has been wicked, sordid, §md worldly. I am rightly punished by 
the event, and having sold myAlf for money and a seat in Parliament, 
by losing both.” 

“ How do you mean that you lose either?” shrieked the old gentle- 
man. “ Who the devil’s to take your fortune or your seat away from 
you ? By G — , Clavering s/iail give ’em to you. You .shall have every 
shilling of eighty thousand pounds.” 

“ I’ll keep my promise to Miss Amory, sir,” said Arthur. 

“ And, begad, her parents shall keep theirs to you.” 

“ Not so, please God,” Arthur answered. “ I have sinned, but, 
Heaven help me, I will sin no more. I will let Clavering off from 
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that baigajn whidh was made adthout vxf knowledge. I will take 
no money with Blanche but that which was originally settled upon 
her; and I will try to make her happy. You have done it You 
have brought this on me, sir. But you knew no better: and I for« 
give—” 

Arthur-*-in God’s name— in your father’s, who, by Heavens, was 
the proudest man alive, and had the honour of the family always at 
heart— in mine— for the sake of a poor broken-down old fellow, who 
has always been dev’lish fond of you— don’t fling this chance away— I 
pray you, I beg you, I implore you, my dear, dear boy, don’t fling this 
chance away. It’s the making of you. You’re sure to get on. You’ll 
be a Baronet ; it’s three thousand a-year : dammy,on my knees, there, 

1 beg of you, don’t do this.” 

And the old man actually sank down on his knees, and seizing one 
of Arthur’s hands, looked up piteously at him. It was cruel to remark 
the shaking hands, the wrinkled and quivering face, the old eyes weep- 
ing and winking, the broken voice. Ah, sir,” said Arthur, with a 
groan, you have brought pain enough on me, spare me this. You 
have wished me to marry Blanche. 1 marry her. For God’s sake, sir, 
rise ! I can’t bear it.” 

• You— you mean to say that you will take her as a beggar, and 
be one yourself?” said the old gentleman, rising up and coughing 
violently. 

" 1 look at her as a person whom a great calamity has befallen, 
and to whom I am promised. She cannot help the misfortune ; and 
as she had my word when she w^as prosperous, 1 shall not withdraw it 
now she is poor. I will not take Clavering’s seat, unless afterwards it 
should be given of his free will 1 will not have a shilling more than 
her original fortune.” 

“ Have the kindness to ring the bell,” said the old gentleman. “ I 
have done niy best, and said my say ; and I’m a dev’lish old fellow. 
And — and — it don’t matter. And — and Shakspeare was right — and 
Cardinal Wolsey — begad — * and 'had I but served my God as I’ve 
served you’— yes, on my knees, by Jove, to my own nephew— I 

mightn’t have been Good-night, sir, you needn’t trouble yourself 

to call again.” 

Arthur took his hand, which the old man left to him ; it was quite 
passive and clammy. He looked very much oldened ; and it seemed 
as if the contest and defeat had quite broken him. 

On the next day he kept his bed, and refused to see his nephew. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

IN WHICH THE DECKS BEGIN TO CLEAR. 

HEN, am^ in his 
dressing-gowh^ Pen 
walked up, according to 
custom, to Warrington’s 
chambers next morning, 
to inform his friend of 
the issue of the last 
night’s interview with 
his uncle, and to ask, as 
usual, for Georges advice 
and opinion, Mrs« Flan- 
agan, the laundress, was 
the only person whom 
Arthur found in the dear 
old chambers. Geoige 
had taken a carpet-bag, 
and was gone. His ad- 
dress was to his brother’s 
house in Suffolk. Packages, addressed to the newspaper and review 
for which he wrote, lay on the table, awaiting delivery. 

" I found him at the table, when I came, the dear gentleman ! ” 
Mrs. Flanagan said, writing at his papers, and one of the candles 
was burned out ; and hard as his bed is, he wasn’t in it all night, sir.” 

Indeed, having sat at the Club until the brawl ihcre became intol- 
erable to him, George had walked home, and had passed the night 
finishing some work on which he was employed, and to the completion 
of which he bent himself with all his might. The labour was done, 
and the night was worn away somehow, and the tardy November dawn 
came and looked in on the young man as he sate over his desk. In 
the next day’s paper, or quarter’s review, many of us very likely admired 
the work of his genius, the variety of his illustration, the fierce vigour 
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of his $atixe,the dejith of his remn. thMMos no hint in h!$irHtii);g 
ef the other thoughts whieh occupied himi and always accqin|>anied him 
inhtswork: a thne mote melancholy than was customary, a satire xnoie 
bitter and impatient than that whi^ he afterwards showed, may have 
marked the writings of this period of his life to the very few persons who 
knew his style or his name. We have said before, could we know the 
man’s feelings as well as the author’s thoughts--how interesting most 
books would be ! — ^more interesting than merry. I suppose harlequin’s 
face behind his mask is always grave, if not melancholy— -certainly each 
man who lives by the pen, and happens to read this, must remember, 
if he will, his own experiences, and recall many solemn hours of solitude 
and labour. What a constant care sate at the side of the desk and 
accompanied him ! Fever or sickness were lying possibly in the next 
room : a sick child might be there, with a wife watching over it terri- 
fied and in prayer; or grief might be bearing him down, and the cruel 
mist before the eyes rendering the paper scarce visible as he wrote on 
it, and the inexorable necessity drove on the pen. What man among 
us has not had nights and hours like these? But to the manly heart- 
severe as these pangs are, they are endurable : long as the night seems, 
the dawn comes at last, and the wounds heal, and the fever abates, and 
rest comes, and you can afford to look back on the past misery with 
feelings that are anything but bitter. 

Two or three books for reference, fragments of torn-up manuscript, 
drawers open, pens and inkstand, lines half visible on the blotting- 
paper, a bit of sealing-wax twisted and bitten and broken into sundr> 
pieces— such relics as these were about the tabic, and Pen flung him- 
self down in George’s empty chair — noting things according to his wont, 
or in spite of himself. 7'herc was a gap in the book-case (next to the 
old College Plato, with the Boniface Arms), where Helen’s bible used 
to be. 11c has taken that with him, thought Pen. He knew why his 
friend was gone. Dear, clear old George I 

Pen rubbed his hand over his eyes. Oh, how much wiser, how 
much better, how much nobler he is than I, he thought. Where was 
such a friend, or such a brave heart ? Where shall I ever hear such a 
frank voice, and kind laughter ? Where shall 1 ever see such a true 
gentleman ? No wonder she loved him. God bless him ! What was 
I compared to him ? What could she do else but love him ? To the 
end of our days we will be her brothers, as fate wills that we can he no 
more. Well be her knights, and wait on her ; and when we’re old, we’ll 
say how we loved her. Dear, dear old George ! 

When Pen descended to his own chambers, his eye fell on the 
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d»CNV«UKi>i lie bad i^iwdy afvctlsMie^ tnd 
tb(in»ii«s * Mtlib WMA t« A. P., Ea^ib Ceorge’s adlKknom hiai«» 
GboiE* bai put into Pn^ beat probably as bo ora* gataf 

away* 

be half way home when you breakfaat» and intend to 
stay ow Christmas in Suft*, or elseahere. 

**1 have my own optmon of the issue of mattct^ abdut which we talked in 

St. yestoday ; and thmk my presence de trap. 

•*Vale. G W. 

** Give my very best regards and adieui to your cousin ” 

And so George was gone, and Mrs. Flanagan, the InuhdresSi tuled 
over his empty chambctb. 



Pen of course had to go and see his uncle on the day after ftieir 
colloquy ; and not being admitted, he naturally went to Lady Rock- 
minster’s apartments, where the old lady instantly asked for Bluebeard^ 
and insisted that he should come to dixmer. 
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Bluebeard ia gcme,*’ Ben said, and ^ took out poor deo^^g 
scrap of paper, ipd handed it to Laura, who looked at ft— did not 
look at Pen in return, but passed the paper back to him, and walked 
away. Pen rushed into an eloquent eubgium upon his dear old 
George to Lady Itockminster, who was astonished at Ids enthusiasm. 
She had never heard him so warm in praise of anybody ; and told him, 
with her usual frankness, that she didn’t think it had been in his 
nature to care so much about any other person. 

As Mr. Pcndennis was passing through Waterloo Place, in one 
of his many walks to the hotel where Laura lived, and whither duty to 
his uncle carried Arthur every day, he saw issuing from Messrs. 
Gimcrack’s celebrated shop an old friend, who was followed to his 
brougham by an obsequious shopman bearing parcels. The gentle- 
man was in the deepest mourning ; the brougham, the driver, and the 
horse, were in mourning. Grief in easy circumstances, and supported 
by the comfortablcst springs and cushions, was typified in the equipage 
and the little gentleman, its proprietor. 

“ What, Foker ! Hail, Foker ! ” cried out Pen — the reader, no 
doubt, has likewise recognised Arthur’s old schoolfellow — ^and he held 
out4iis hand to the heir of the late lamented John Henry Foker, £sq., 
the master of Logwood and other houses, the principal partner in 
the great brewery of Foker & Co. : the greater portion of Fokcr’s 
Entire. 

A little hand, covered with a glove of the deepest ebony, and sit 
off by three inches of a snowy wristband, was put forth to meet 
Arthur’s salutation. The other little hand held a little morocco case, 
containing, no doubt, something precious, of which Mr. Foker had 
just become proprietor in Messrs. Gimcrack’s shop. Pen’s keen eyes 
and satiric turn showed him at once upon what errand Mr. Foker had 
been employed ; and he thought of the heir in Horace pouring forth 
the gathered wine of his father’s vats ; and that human nature is pretty 
much the same in Regent Street as in the Via Sacra. 

“ Le Roi est mort. Vive le Roi !” said Arthur. 

“ Ah ! ” said the other. “ Yes, Thank you — very much obliged. 
How do you do, Pen ?— very busy — good-bye ! ” and he jumped into 
the black brougham, and sate like a little black Care behind the 
black coachman. He had blushed on seeing Pen, and shown other 
signs of guilt and perturbation, which Pen attributed to the novelty 
of his situation ; and on which he began to speculate in his usual 
sardonic manner. 

“Yes : so wags the world,” thought Pen. “The stone closes over 
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Hmy tlie ]^ourtIi» and Harry the F|fth reigns in hi$ stead ne otd 
mifiisters at the brewery come and kneel before him With thd^ books ; 
the draymen, his subjects, ding up their red caps, and shout for him! 
What a grave deference and sympathy the bankeih and the lawyers 
show ! There was too great a stake at issue between those two that 
they should ever love each other very cordially. As long as one man 
keeps another out of twenty thousand a year, the younger must be 
always hankering after the crown, and the wish must be the father to 
the thought of possession. Thank Heaven, there was no thought of 
money between me and our dear mother, Laura.” 

" There never could have been. You would have 'spumed it ! " 
cried Laura. “Why make yourself more selfish than you are, Pen ; 
and allow your mind to own, for an instant, that it would *have ibter- 
tained such— such dreadful meanness ? You make me blush for you, 
Arthur : you make me—” her eyes finished this sentence, and she 
passed her handkerchief across them. 

“ There are some truths which women will never acknowledge,” 
Pen said, “and from which >our modesty always turns away. 1 do 
not say that I never knew the feeling, only that I am glad I bad not 
the temptation. Is there any harm in that confession of weakness ? ” 
“We are all taught to ask to be delivered from evil, Arthur,” said 
Laura, in a low voice. “ 1 am glad if you were spared from that great 
ctime ; and only sorry to think that you could by any possibility have 
been led into it. But you never could ; and you don’t think you could. 
Your acts are generous and kind * you disdain mean actions. You 
take Blanche without money, and without a bribe. Yes, thanks be to 
Heaven, dear brother. You could not have sold yourself away ; I 
knew you could not when it came to the day, and you did not. 
Praise be — ^be wheie praise is due. WTiy does this horrid scepticism 
pursue you, my Arthur ? Why doubt and sneer at your own heart— 
at every one^s ? Oh, if you knew the pain you give me — how I lie 
awake and think of those harck sentences, dear brother, and wish them 
unspoken, unthought I ” 

“ Do I cause you many thoughts and many tears, Laura ? ” asked 
Arthur. The fulness of innocent love beamed from her in reply. A 
smile heavenly pure, a glance of unutterable tenderness, sympathy, 
pity, shoiie in her face — all which indications of love and purity 
Arthur beheld and worshipped in her, as you would watch them in a 
child, as one fancies one might regard them in an angel. 

“ I— I don’t know what 1 have done,” he said, simply, have 
merited such regard from two such women. It is hke undeserved 
VOL. IL B B 
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19 ^ 4Ii 4 wkkod iMr m ; lionir spptlctas^ smA fidl of love aod imli| 
Homo iQAa403Wl t think for soihe of you there hue keen Ho ftBy** 
rhe eaid, looking at the chanuing girl urith an almoit pateintiil glmce 
of adoiJratioiL ^^You can’t he^ having sweet thoughtSy and 4oing 
good actons. Dear creature ! they are the flowers which you bear.’* 

** And what else, sir ? ” asked Laura, ^ I see a sneer coming over 
your free. What is it ? Why does it come, to drive all the good 
thoughts away?” 

sneer, is there? I was thinking, my dear, that nature in 
making you so good and loving did very well : but-*” 

M But what ? What is that wicked but ? and why are you always 
calling it up?” 

«Bttt will come in spite of ua But is reflection. But is the 
sceptic’s familiar, with whom he has made a compact; and ^ if ho 
^rgets it, and indulges in happy day*dreams, or building of air-castlesy 
or listens to sweet music let us say, or to the bells ringing to church, 
But taps at the door, and says, Master, I am here. You are my 
master ; but 1 am yours. Go where you will you can’t travel without 
me. I will whisper to you when you are on your knees at church. I 
will be at your marriage pillow. I will sit down at your table with your 
children. I will be behind your death-bed curtain. That is what But 
is,” fen said. 

*Pcn, you inghten me,” cried Laura. 

Do you know what But came and said to me just now, yrhen 1 
was looking at you ? But said, If that girl had reason as well as love, 
she would love you no more. If she knew you as you are— the sillied 
selfish being which /<?// know — she must part from you, and could give 
you no love and no sympathy. Didn’t I say,” he added, fondly, ‘'that 
some of you seem exempt from the fall ? Love you know ; but the 
knowledge of evil is kept from you.” 

"What is this you young folks are talking about ?” asked Lady 
Rockminster, who at this moment made her appearance in the room, 
having performed, in the mystic retirement of her own apartments, 
and under the hands of her attendant, those elaborate toilette<Tites 
without which the worthy old lady never presented herself to public 
view. “ Mr. Pendennis, you are always fipming here.” 

" It is very pleasant to be here " Arthur said : « and we were 
talking, when you came in, about my friend Foker, whom I met just 
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•» H^lrns a Very fine Im lias fiAifien thousanfi a<*year» Bfi 

ismrt^tu He b a vcty woidiy ]reung iii8a« He must and 
see me,” said Lady Rocteilnster, idth a look at Laura. 

^He lias be^ engaged for many years past to kls coudbi, 
Lady-" 

<«Lady Ann is a fodisb little chit," Lady Rocknunster said^eith 
much dignity : ** and 1 have no patience wiUi hen She has outraged 
every feeling of society. Shehas brdccn her fathec^s heart, and thrown 
away fifteen thousand a-year." 

“Thrown away ! What has happened ?" asked Pen. 

“ It will be the talk of the town in a day or twp ; and there is no 
need why I should keep the secret any longer." said Lady Rpdt* 
minster, who had written and received a dozen letters on the sut^ScL 
“ I had a letter yesterday. from my daughter, who was staying at 
Drummmgton until all the world was obliged to go away on account 
of the frightful catastrophe which happened there. When Mr. Foker 
came home from Nice, and after the funeral, Lady Ann went down fun 
her knees to her father, said that she never could marry her cousin, 
that she had contracted another attachment, and that she must die 
rather than fulfil her contract. Poor Lord Rosherville, who is dread- 
fully embarrassed, showed his daughter what the state of his afihifs 
was, and that it was necessary that the arrangements should take 
place ; and, in fine, we all supposed that she had listened to reason, 
and intended to comply with the desires of her family. But what has 
happened — ^last Thursday she went out after breakftist with her maid, 
and was married m the very church in Dnunmington Park to Mr. 
Hobson, her father’s own chapLun and her brother’s tutor; a red- 
haired widower with two children. Poor dear Rosherville is in a 
dreadful way : he wishes Henry Fpker should marry Alice or Barbara ; 
but Alice IS marked with the small-pox, and Barbara is ten years older 
than he is. And, of course, now the young man is his own master, he 
will think of choosing for himself. The blow on Lady Agnes is very 
cruel She is inconsolable. She has the house in Grosvenor Street for 
her life, and her settlement, which was very handsome. Have you 
not met her ? Yes, she dined one day at l.ady Clavering’s — the first 
day I saw you, and a very disagreeable young man I thought you were. 
But I have formed you. We have formed him, haven’t we^ Lftnig? 
^^ere ii Bluebeard? let him come. That horrid Grindtey, thU 
dentist, will ke^ me in town another week." 

B B 2 
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T6 the latter {Mixt of bar ladyship’s speMb Anbpr |io m* 
Hy was tbiakiag fbr whom could Foker be purdbasii^ thoay trinkets 
wtddi ho was carrying away from the jew^er’s f VJhy did Harry 
seem amdous to avoid him ? Could he be still to the attach- 

ment which had agitated him so fnuch, and sent him abroad eighteen 
months back? Fsha ! The hmi^ets and presents were for some of 
Harry’s old friends of the Opera or the French Theatre. Rumours 
from Naples and Paris, rumours such as are borne to Club smoking- 
rooms, had announced that the young man had found distractions ; 
or, precluded from his virtuous attachment, the poor fellow had dung 
himself back upon his old companions and amusements^not the only 
man or woman whom society forces into evil, or debars from good : 
not the only victim of the world’s selfish and wicked laws. 

As a good thing when it is to be done cannot be done too quicklyv 
Laura was anxious that Pen’s marriage intentions should be put into 
execution as speedily as possible, and pressed on his arrangements 
with rather a feverish anxiety. Why could she not wait? Pen could 
afford to do so with perfect equanimity, but Laura would hear of no 
delay. She wrote to Pen : she implored Pen ; she used every means 
to urge expedition. It seemed as if she could have no rest until 
Arthur’s happiness was complete. 

She offered herself to dearest Blanche to come and stay at Tun- 
bridge with her, when Lady Rockminstcr should go on her intended 
visit to the reigning house of Rockminster ; and although the old 
doWager scolded, and ordered, and commanded, Laura was deaf and 
dispbedient ; she must go to Tunbridge, she would go to Ttmbridge ; 
she who ordinarily had no will of her own, and complied smilingly 
with anybody’s whim and caprices, showed the most selfish and 
obstinate determination in this instance. The dowager lady must 
nurse herself in her rheumatism, she must read herself to sleep, if she 
would not hear her maid, whose voice croaked, and who made sad 
work of the sentimental passages in the novels— Laura must go, and 
be with her new sister. In another week, she proposed, with many 
loves and regards to dear Lady Clavering, to pass some time with 
dearest Blanche. 

Dearest Blanche wrote instantly in reply to dearest Laura’s No. i, 
to say with what extreme delight she should welcome her sister : how 
charming it would be to practise their old duets together, to wander 
o’er the grassy sward, and amidst the yellowing woods of Penshurst 



and $ot|tbl»Qmgb I Blws t n c&ifoM the hours ^ tile dioski 
bar itoo^ frie^ 

Laurs^ Ke. expressed her detlght at deamt Blanche's alita* 
donate reply; She hoped that their friendship would never diminiSii | 
that the confidence between them would grow in after years; that 
they should have no secrets from ihtch other; that the aim of the 
life of each would be to make one person happy* 

Blanche^ No. a, followed in two days, ^ How jurdvoking ! Their 
house was very small, the two spare bed-rooms were occupied by that 
horrid Mrs* Planter and her daughter, who had thought proper to fhO 
ill (she always fell ill m country houses), and she could nq|t or would 
not be moved for some days,” 

Laura, No. 3. It was indeed very provoking* L, hiad hoped to 
hear one of dearest B.*s dear songs on Friday : but she was die mops 
consoled to wait, because X^dy K was not very well, and liked to be 
nursed by her. Poor Major Pendennis was very unwell, too, in the same 
hotel— too unwell even to ^ec Arthur, who was constant in his calls on 
his uncle. Arthur’s heart was full of tenderness and affection. She 
had known Arthur all her life. She would answer ”--yes, even in 
italics she would answer— for his kindness, his goodness, and his 
gentleness.” 

Blanche, No. 3. **What is this most surprising, most extm-* 
oidmary letter from A* P. ? What does de<irest Laura know about it i 
What has happened ? What, what mystery is enveloped under hts 
frightful reserve?” 

Blanche, No* 3, requires an explanation ; and it cannot be better 
given than m the surprising and mysterious letter of Arthur Pen* 
dennis. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV* 

MR. AND MRS. SAM HUXTER. 

BLANCHE,” Arthur 
wrote, “you are always 
reading and dreaming 
pretty dramas, and ex- 
citing romances in real 
life, are you now pre- 
pared to enact a part 
of one? And not the 
pleasantest part, dear 
Blanche, that in which 
the heroine takes pos- 
session of her father’s 
palace and wealth, and, 
introducing her husband 
to the loyal retainers and 
faithful vassals, greets 
her happy bridegroom 
with * All of this is mine and thine,’— * but the other character, that of 
the luckless lady, who suddenly discovers that she is not the Prince’s 
wife, but Claude Melnotte’s the beggai’s : that of Alnaschar’s wife, 
who comes in just as her husband has kicked over the tray of porce- 
lain which was to be the making of his fortune — But stay ; Alnaschar, 
who kicked down the china, was not a married man ; he had cast his 
eye on the Vi. ier’s daughter, and his hopes of her went to the ground 
with the shattered bowls and tea-cups. 

“Will you be the Vizier’s daughter, and refuse and laugh to scorn 
Alnaschar, or will you be the Lady of Lyons, and love the penniless 
Claude Mclnotte ? 1 will act that part if you like; I will love you 
my best in return. 1 will do my all to tnake your humble life happy : 
for humble it will be : at least the odds are against any other conclu- 
sion ; we shall live and die in a poor, prosy, humdrum way. There 
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will be no stan and opaalattw fat die hero tfi oar'atoiy. 1 ateU 
write one or two move stories which will presently befBUS^otMe X 

shall be called to the Bari aad try to get <m la my piofisssioa; gnfaaps 

some day, if X am very luckyi and work very hard (which is absuid)i 
1 may get a colonial appointmenti and you may be an Indian Judge’s 
lady. Meanwhile I shall buy back the ^‘Pall Mall Gazette the 
publishers are tired of it since the death of poor Shandooi and will 
sell it for a small sum. Warrington will be my right hand, and write 
it up to a respectable sale. I will introduce you to Mr. Finucane the 
sub-editor, and 1 know who in the end will be Mrs. FinucanC)-^ 
very nice gentle creature, who has lived sweetly through a sad lifie— - 
and we will jog on, 1 say, and look out for better timesi and earn oor 
living decently. You shall have the opera-boxes, and superintend 
the fashionable intelligence, and break your little heart in the poet’s 
corner. Shall we live over the oHices? — there are four very good 
rooms, a kitchen, and a garret for Laura, in Catherine Street in the 
Strand ; or would you like a house in the Waterloo Road ?— it would 
be very pleasant, only there is that halfpenny toll at the Bridge. 
The boys may go to King's College, mayn’t they ? Does all this read 
to you like a joke ? 

All, dear Blanche, it is no joke, and I am sober and tdUiijg the 
truth. Our fine day-dreams are gone. Our carriage has whirled out 
of sight like Cindeiclla’s . our house in Belgravia has been whisked 
away into the air by a malevolent Genius, and 1 am no more a 
Member of Parliament than 1 am a Bishop on his bench in the House 
of Lords, or a Duke with a Garter at his knee. You know pretty well 
what my property is, and your own little fortune : we may have 
enough with those two to live in decent comfort : to take a cab 
sometimes when we go out to see our friends, and not to deny our- 
selves an omnibus when we are tired. But that is all : is that enough 
for you, my little dainty lady ? I doubt sometimes whether you can 
bear the life I offer you— at^ least, it is fair that you should know what 
it will be. If you say, ^ YeS, Arthur, I will follow your fate whatever 
it may be, and be a loyal and loving wife to Aid and cheer you ’ — 
come to me, dear Blanche, and may God help me so Uiat 1 may do 
my duty to you. If not, and you look to a higher station, 1 must not 
bar Blanche’s fortune— ’1 will stand in the crowd, and see your lady- 
ship go to Court when you are presented, and you shall give me n 
smile from your chariot window. 1 saw I^dy Mirabel going to the 
drawing-room last season : the happy husband at her side glittered 
with stars and cordons. All the dowers in the garden bloomed In 
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the cfiacfamaA’f beeom. Will you have these and the c^ano^ et 
on foot and mend yetn husband’s stockings ? 

I cannot teU you now-^fterwards 1 might, should the day come 
when we may have no secrets hrom one another— what has happened 
within the last few hours which has changed all my prospects in. life : 
but so it is, that 1 have learned something which forces me to give up 
the plans which 1 had formed, and many vain and ambitious hopes 
in which I had been indulging. I have written and despatched a 
letter to Sir Francis Clavering, saying that I cannot accept his seat 
in Parliament until after my marriage ; in like manner 1 cannot and 
will not accept any larger fortune with you than that which has 
always belonged to you since your grandfather’s death, and the birth 
of your half-brother. Your good mother is not in the least aware — I 
hope she never may be — of tiie reasons which force me to this very 
strange decision. They arise from a painful circumstance, which is 
attributable to none of our faults ; but, having once befallen, they are 
as fatal and irreparable as that shock which overset honest Alnascharis 
porcelain, and shattered all his hopes beyond the power of mending. 
1 write gaily enough, for there is no use in bewailing such a hopeless 
mischance. \Vc have not drawn the great prize in the lottery, dear 
Blanche : but I shall be contented enough without it, if you can be 
so j and I repeat, with all my heart, that I will do my best to make 
you happy. 

" And now, what news shall I give you ? My uncle is very unwell, 
and takes my refusal of the scat in PaiHamcnt in sad dudgeon : the 
scheme was his, poor old gentleman, and he naturally bemoans its 
failure, But Warrington, Laura, and I had a council of war • they 
know this awful secret, and back me in my decision. You must love 
Georgp as you love what is generous and upright and noble ; and as 
for Laura — she must be our Sister, Blanche, our Saint, our good Angel. 
With two such friends at home, what need w'c care for the world with- 
out, or who is member for Clavering, or who is asked or not asked to 
the great balls of the season ? ” 

To this frank communication came back the letter from Blanche 
to Laura, and one to Pen himself, which perhaps his own letter 
justified. You are spoiled by the w’orld,” Blanche wrote ; ‘‘you do 
not love your poor Blanche as she would be loved, or you would not 
offer thus lightly to take her or to leave her. No, Arthur, you love 
me not— a man of the world, you have given me your plighted troth, 
and are ready to redeem it ; but that entire affection, that love whole 
and abiding, where— where is that vision of my youth ? lam but a 
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p^gtiine^ your Sfe, and I w6uld be its all ;r— but a fleeting difirtigjlit, 
and Z would be your whole souL I would have our two hearts One ; 
but ah^ my Arthur, how lonely yours is 1 how little you give me of jt t 
You speak of our parting with a smile on your lip ; of our meeting^ 
and you care not to hasten it ! Is life but a disillusion, then, and are 
the flowers of our garden faded away ? I have wept— I have prayed— 
I have passed sleepless hours — I have shed bitter, bitter tears over your 
letter ! To you 1 bring the gushing poesy of my being— the yearnings 
of the soul that longs* to be loved — ^tliat pines for love, love, love, 
beyond all !— that flings itself at your feet, and cries, Love me, 
Arthur I Your heart beats no quicker at the kneeling appeal of my 
love ! — your proud eye is dimmed by no tear of sympathy !— you 
accept my soul's treasure as though ’twere dross ! not th6 pearls from 
the unfathomable deeps of affection ! not the diamonds from the 
caverns of the heart. Ypu treat me like a slave, and bid me bow to 
my master ! Is this the guerdon of a free maiden — is this the price 
of a life’s passion ? Ah me ! when was it otherwise ? when did love 
meet with aught but disappointment } Could I hope (fond fool 1) to 
be the exception to the lot of my race ; and lay my fevered brow on 
a heart that comprehended my own ? Foolish girl that I was ! One 
by one, all the flowers of my young life have faded away ; and this, 
the last, the sweetest, the dearest, the fondly, the madly loved, the 
wildly cherished— where is it ? But no more of this. Heed not my 
bleeding heart. — Bless you, bless you always, Arthur ! 

" I will write more when I am more collected. My racking brain 
renders thought almost impossible. 1 long to see Laura ! She will 
come to us directly we return liom the country, will she not? And 
you, cold one! 

The words of this letter were perfectly clear, and written in 
Blanche’s neatest hand upon her scented paper ; and yet the meaning 
of the composition not a little puzzled Pen. Did Blanche mean to 
accept or to refuse his polite^ offer ? Her phrases either meant that 
Pen did not love her, and she declined him, or she took him, and 
sacrificed herself to him, cold as he was. He laughed sardonically 
over the letter, and over the transaction which occasioned it. He 
laughed to think how Fortune had jilted him, and how he deserved 
his slippery fortune. He turned over and over the musky gilt-edged 
riddle. It amused his humour ; he enjoyed it as if it had been a 
funny story. 

He was thus seated, twiddling the queer manuscript in his hand, 
joking grimly to himself, when his servant came in with a card from 




“ Mr. Huxter on particular business ! Pray, beg Mr. Huxter to 
come in,” §aid Pen, amused rather ; and not the less so when poor 
Sam appeared before him. 

Pray take a chair, Mr. Huxter,” said Pen, in his most superb 
manner. “ In what way can I be of service to you ? ” 

^ I had rather not speak before the flunk— before the man, Mr. 
Pendennis on which Mr. Arthur’s attendant quitted the room. 

Pm in a fix,” said Mr. Huxter, gloomily. 

« Indeed !” 

Ske sent me to you,” continued the young suigeon. 

^'What ! Fanny? Is she well? 1 was coming to see her, but 1 
have had a great deal of business since my return to London.” • 
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"There’s many a slip between the cup and die Up! Who knows 
what may happen, Mr. Huxter, Gt who will sit in Parliament for 
Clavering next session ? ” 

" You can do anything with my governor," continued Mr. Huxter. 
" You got him Clavering Park. The old boy was very much pleased, 
sir, at your calling him in. Hobnell wrote me so. Do you think you 
could speak to the governor for me, Mr. Pendennis ?" 

" And tell him what ? ” 

" I’ve gone and done it, sir," said Huxter, with s irticular took. 

"You — you don’t mean to say you have— you havt done any 
wrong to that dear little creature, sir?" said Pen, starting up ia a 
great fury. 

“I hope not," said P[uxter, with a hang-dog look; "but I’ve 
married her. And I know there win be an awful shindy at home. It 
was agreed that I should be taken into partnership when 1 had passed 
the College, and it was to have been Huxter & Son. But I would 
have it, confound it. It’s all over now, and the old boy’s wrote me 
that he’s coming up to town for drugs ; ^ will be here to-morrow, and 
then it must all come out." 

"And when did this event happen?’’ asked Pen, not over well 
pleased, most likely, that a person who had once attracted some 
portion of his royal good graces should have transferred ber allegiance, 
and consoled herself for his loss. 

" Last Thursday was five weeks — it was two days after Miss Amory 
came to Shepherd’s Inn," Huxter answered. 

Pen remembered that Blanche had written and mentioned her 
visit " I was called in," Huxter said. " I was in the inn looking 
after old Cos’s leg ; and about something else too, very likely : and I 
met Strong, who told me there was a woman taken ill in chambers, 
and went up to give her my professional services. It was the old lady 
who attends Miss Amory— her housekeeper, or some such thing. She 
was taken with strong hysterics : 1 found her kicking and scratching 
like a good one— in Strong’s chamber, along with him and Coloo^ 
Altamont, and htiss Amory crying and as pale as a sheet ; and AltSb- 
mont fuming about — a regular kick up. They were two hours in the 
chambers ; and the old woman went whooping off in a cab. She was 
much worse than the yoimg one. I called in Grosvenor Place next 
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day to see if I could be of any service, b^t they were gone withot^ so 
as thanking me : and the day after I had business of my own to 
attend to-^a bad business too/* said Mr. Huxter, gloomily. ^ But'it’s 
done, and can*t be undone ; and we must make the best of it” 

She has known the story for a month, thought Pen, ninth a sharp 
pang of grief, and a gloomy sympathy— this accounts for her letter of 
to-day. She will not implicate her father, or divulge his secret ; she 
wishes to let me off from the marriage— and finds a pretext — the 
generous girl ! 

« Do you know who Altamont is, sir ? ” asked Huxter, after the 
pause during which Pen had been thinking of his own affairs. “ F anny 
and 1 have talked him over, and we can’t help fancying that it’s Mrs. 
Lightfoot’s first .husband come to life again, and she \vho has just 
married a second. Perhaps Lightfoot won’t be very sorry for it,” 
sighed Huxter, looking savagely at Arthur, for the demon of jealousy 
was still in possession of his soul ; and now, and more than ever since 
his marriage, the poor fellow fancied that Fanny’s heart belonged to 
his rival 

“ Let us talk about your affairs/* said Pen. Show me how I can 
be of any service to you, Hu\ler. Let me congratulate you on your 
marriage. I am thankful that Fanny, who is so good, so fascinating, 
so kind a creature, has found an honest man, and a gentleman who 
will make her happy. Show me what I can do to help you.*’ 

She thinks you can, sir,” said Huxter, accepting Pen’s proffered 
hand, “ and I’m very much obliged to you. I'm sure ; and that you 
might talk over my father, and break the business to him, and my 
mother, who always has her back up about being a clergyman’s 
daughter. Fanny ain’c of a good family, I know, and not up to us in 
breeding and that — but she’s a Huxter now.” 

** The wife takes the husband’s rank, of course,” said Pen. 

And with a little practice in society,” continued Huxter, imbibing 
his stick, “ she’ll be as good as any girl in Clavering. You should 
hear her sing and play on the piano. Did you ever? Old Bows 
taught her. And she’ll do on the stage, if the governor was to throw 
me over ; but I’d rather not have her there. She can’t help being a 
coquette, Mr. Pendennis, she can’t help it. Dammy, sir! I’ll be 
bound to say, that two or three of the Bartholomew chaps, that IVe 
brought into my place, are sitting with her now ; even Jack Linton, 
that 1 took down as my best man, is as bad as the rest, and she will 
go on singing and making eyes at him. It's what Bows says, if there 
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were twenty men in n room, and one not taking notice of her, ihe 
wouldn’t be satisfied until the twentieth was at her elbow,” 

" You should have her mother with her,” said Pen, laughing. 

<< She must kdep the lodge. She can’t see so much of her family 
as she used. I can’t, you know, sir, go on with that lot Consider 
my rank in life,” said Huxter, putting a very dirty hand up to his chin. 

‘M// yh//,” said Mr. Pen, who was infinitely amused, and concern- 
ing whom mutaio nontine (and of course concerning nobody else in 
the world) the fable might have been narrated. 

As the two gentlemen were in the midst of this colloquy, another 
knock came to Pen’s door, and his servant presently announced Mr. 
Bows. The old man followed slowly, his pde face blushing, and his 
hand trembling somewhat as he took Pen’s, He coughe^ and wiped 
his face in his checked cotton pocket-handkerchief, add tote down 
with his hands on his knees, the sun shining on his bald head. Pen 
looked at the homely figure with no small sympathy and kindness. 
This man, too, has had his griefs, and his wounds, Arthur thought. 
This man, too, has brought his genius and his heart, and laid them at 
a woman’s feet ; where she spurned them. The chance of life has 
gone against him, and the prize is with that creature yonder. Fanny’s 
bridegroom, thus mutely apostrophised, had winked meanwhile with 
one eye at old Bows, and was driving holes in the floor with the cane 
which he loved. 

So we have lost, Mr. Bows, and here is the lucky winner,” Pen 
said, looking hard at the old man. 

“ Here is the lucky winner, sir, as you say.” 

suppose you have come from my place?” asked Huxter, who, 
having winked at Bows with one eye, now favoured Pen with a wink 
of the other— a wink which seemed to say, “ Infatuated old boy— -you 
understand — over head and ears in love with her— poor old fool I ” 
^‘Yes, 1 have been there ever since you went away. It wa» 
Mrs. Sam who sent me after you : who said that she thought you 
might be doing something stupid— something like yourself, Huxter.” 

“ There’s as big fools as I am,” growled the young surgeon. 

A few, p’raps,” said the old man ; not many, let us trust 
Yes, she sent me after you for fear you should offend Mr. Pendennis ; 
and 1 dare say because she thought you wouldn’t give her message to 
him, and beg him to go and see her ; and she knew / would take her 
errand. Did he tell you that, sir ? ” 

Huxter blushed scarlet, and covered his confusion with an 
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" If s in Giaiterhouse Lane, ovdr the bakefs, on the right-hand 
side as you go from St Jdm’s Street,® continued Bows, without any 
pity, «You know Smithfield, Mn Pendcnnis? St John’s Street 
leads into Smithfield. Doctor Johnson has been down the street 
many a time with ragged shoes, and a bundle ot penny-a-lining for 
the ‘ Gent’s Magazine/ You literary gents are better off now-— eh ? 
You ride in your cabs, and wear ydlow kid gloves now." 

I have known so many brave and good men fail, and so many 
quacks and impostors succeed, that you mistake me if you think I am 
puffed up by my own personal good luck, old friend,” Arthur said, 
sadly. " Do j^ou think the prizes of life are carried by the most 
deserving ? and set up that mean test of prosperity for merit ? You 
must feel that you are as good as L I have never questioned it It 
is you that are peevish against the freaks of fortune, and grudge the 
go^luck that befalls others. It’s not the first time you have unjustly 
aqpuied me, Bows." 

“Perhaps you are not far wrong, sir," said the old fellow, wiping 
his bald forehead. “ I am thinking about myself and grumbling ; 
most men do when they get on that subject. Here’s the fellow that’s 
got the prize in the lottery ; here’s the fortunate youth,” 

“ I don’t know what you are driving at,” Huxter said, who had 
been much puzzled as the above remarks passed between his two 
companions. 

“ Perhaps not,” said Bows, drily. « Mrs. H. sent me here to 
look after you, and to see that you brought that little message to 
Mr. Pendennis^, which you didn’t, you see, and so she was right. 
Women always are ; they have always a reason for everything. Why, 
sir,” he said, turning round to Pen with a sneer, “she had a reason 
even for giving me that message. 1 was sitting with her after you 
left us, very quiet and comfortable; I was talking away, and she 
was mending your shirts, when your two young friends. Jack Linton 
and Bob Blades, looked in from Bartholomew’s; and then it was 
she found out that she had this message to send. You needn’t hurry 
yourself, she don’t want you back again ; they'll stay these two hours; 
J dare say.” 
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^Yott wiU promise to iattaiid me gfatia if ooer I Mill atFakoaka^ 
willyoUyHuxter?” Pen aatd, good-naturedly, I will do apything 1 
can for you. I will come and see Mra Huxter immediatelyi and we 
will conspire together about what is to be done.’* 

1 thought that would send him out, sir,” Bows said, dropping 
into his chair *again as soon as the young surgeon had quitted the 
room. ‘'And it’s all true, str-— every word of it. She wants you 
back again, and sends her husband after you. She ci^joles every- 
body, the little devil. She tries it on you, on me, on pobr Costigan, 
on the young chaps ih>m Bardiolomew’s. She's got a little court 
of ’em already. And ifl there’s nobody there^ she practises on the 
old German baker in tlic, shop, or coaxes the black sweeper at the 
crossing.” 

" Is she fond of that fellow ? ” asked Pen. 

" There is no accounting for likes and dislikes,” Bows answered. 
" Yes, she is fond of him ; and having taken the thing into her head, 
she would not rest until she married him. They had their banns 
published at St, Clement’s, and nobody heard it or knew any Just 
cause or impediment And one day she slips out of the porter’s 
lodge and has the business done, and goes off to Gravesend with 
Lothario ; and leaves a note for me to go and explain all things to her 
ma. Bless you ! the old woman knew it as well as 1 did, though she 
pretended ignorance. And so she goes, and I’m alone again. I miss 
her, sir, tripping along that court, and coming for her singing lesson; 
and I’ve no heart to look into the porter’s lodge now, which looks 
very empty without her, the little flirting thing. And I go and sit 
and dangle about her lodgings, like an old fool. She makes ’em very 
trim and nice, though ; getskip aU Huxteris shirts and clothes : cooks 
his little dinner, and sings at her business like i little lark. What% 
the use of being angry? I lent ’em three pound to go on with : for 
they haven’t got a shilling till the reconciliation, and pa comes 
down.” 

When Bows had taken his leave, Pen carried his letter ihmi 
Blanche, and the news which he » had just received, to his usual 
adviser, Launu It was wonderful upon how many points Mr. Arthur,' 
who gtnefally followed bis own opinion, now wanted another person’s 
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lUMUiseL He could hardly so much as choose a waistcoat without . 
referring to Miss Bell : if he wanted ^to buy a horse he must have 
Miss Beirs opinion ; all which marks of deference tended greatly to 
the amusement of the shrewd old lady with whom Miss Bell lived, 
and whose plans regarding hct protdg^e we have indicated* 

Arthur produced Blanche’s letter then to Laura, and adced her to 
interpret it. Laura was very much agitated, and puzzled by the con- 
tents of the note. 

“It seems to me,” she said, “ as if Blanche is acting very artfully.” 

“ And wishes so to place matters that she may take me or leave 
me? Is it not so?” * 

“ It is, 1 am afraid, a kind of duplicity which does not augur well 
for your future happiness ; and is a bad reply to your own candour 
and honesty, Arthur. Do you know I think, 1 think — 1 scarcely 
like to say what I think,” said Laura, with a deep blush ; but of 
course the blushing young lady yielded to her cousin’s persuasions, 
and expressed what her thoughts were. “ It looks to me, Arthur, as 
if there might be— there might be somebody else,” said Laura, with 
a repetition of the blush. 

“And if there is,” broke in Arthur, “and if I am free once again, 

will the best and dearest of women ” 

* “You arc not free, dehr brother,” Laura said calmly. “You 
belong to another ; of whom I own it grieves me to think ill. But I 
can’t do otherwise. It is very odd that in this letter she does not 
urge you to tcU her the reason why you have broken arrangements 
which would have been so advantageous to you ; and avoids speaking 
on the subject. She somehow seems to write as if she knows her 
father’s secret.” 

Pen said, “ Yes, she must know it and told the story, which he 
had just heard from Huxter, of the interview at Shepherd’s Inn. 

“It was not so that she described the meeting,” said Laura ; and 
going to her desk, produced from it that letter of Blanche’s which 
mentioned her visit to Shepherd’s Inn. “Another disappointment — 
only the Chevalier Strong and a friend of his in the room.” This was 
all that Blanche had said. “ But she was bound to keep her father’s 
secret, Pen,” Laura added. “ And yet, and yet— it is very puzzling.” 

The puzzle was this, that for three weeks after this eventful dis- 
covery Bbnche had been only too eager about her dearest Arthur ; 
was urging, as strongly as so mech modesty could urge, the com- 
pletion of the happy arrangements which were to make her Arthur’s 
for ever ; and now it seemed as if something had interfered to mar 
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able to BUmcbe as Arthur ri6h and a member of Pa|4iaiqient*-as il 
there was some mystery* At last she said--* 

^ Tunbridge Wdls is not very &r ofl^ is it, Arthur? Hadn’t you 
better go and see her ? ” 

They had been in town a week, and neither had thought of that 
simple plan before I 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

SHOWS HOW ARTHUR HAD BETTER HAVE TAKEN A RETURN •TICKET. 

HE train carried Arthur only too 
quickly to Tunbridge, though he 
had time to review all the circum- 
stances of his life as he made the 
brief journey ; and to acknow- 
ledge to what sad conclusions 
las selfishness and wayward- 
ness had led him. Here is the 
end of hopes and aspirations/' 
thought he, ''of romance and 
ambitions ’ Where I yield or 
where I am obstinate, I am alike 
unfortunate ; my mother implores 
me, and 1 refuse an angel ! Say 
I had taken her ; forced on me 
as she was, Laura would never 
have been an angel to me. I 
could not have given her my heart at another's instigation ; I could 
never have known her as she is, had I been obliged to ask another to 
interpret her qualities and point out her viitucs. I yield to my uncle's 
solicitations, and accept on his guarantee Blanche, and a seat in 
Parliament, and wealth, and ambition and a career ; and see ! — 
fortune comes and leaves me the wife without the dowry, which I had 
taken in compensation of a heart. Why was I not more honest, or am 
I not less so ? It would have cost my poor old uncle no pangs to 
accept Blanche’s fortune whencesoever it came; he can’t even 
understand, he is bitterly indignant, heart-stricken almost, at the 
scruples which actuate me in refusing it. I dissatisfy everybody. 
A maimed, weak, imperfect wretch, it seems as if I am unequal to 
any fortune. I neither make myself nor any one connected with me 
happy. What prospect is there for this poor little frivolous girl, who 
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amUtton to excite me» or self-esteem enough to console mys^ maA 
more her, for my fisdlure. If I were to write a book that fljtould (o 
through twenty editions, why, I should be the very first to sneer at my 
reputation. Say 1 could succeed at the Bar, and achieve a fortune' 
by bullying witnesses and twisting evidence ; is that a fame whtq}i 
would satisfy my longings, or a calling in which my life would be wdl 
spent ? How 1 wish I could be that priest opposite^ who never has 
lifted his eyes from his breviary, except when we were in Reigate 
tunnel, when he could not see : or that old gentleman next him, who 
scowls at him with eyes of hatred over his newspaper. The priest 
shuts his eyes to the world, but has his thoughts on the book, which 
is his directory to the world to come. His neighbour hates him as a 
monster, tyrant, persecutor, and fancies burning martyrs*, and that pale 
countenance looking on, and lighted up by the flame. These have no 
doubts ; these march on trustfully, bearing their load of logic.’’ 

^ Would you like to Jook at the paper, sir ? ^ here interposed the 
stout gentleman (it had a flaming article against the order of the 
black-coated gentleman who was travelling with them in the carriage), 
and Pen thanked him and took it, and pursued his reverie, without 
reading two sentences of the journal. 

“And yet, would you take either of those men’s creeds, with its 
consequences?” he thought. “Ah me ! you must bear your own 
burthen, fashion your own faith, think your own thoughts, and pray 
your own prayer. To what mortal ear could I tell all, if 1 a 
mind ? or who coullfll understand all ? Who can tell another’s short- 
comings, lost opportunities, weigh the passions which overpower, the 
defects which incapacitate reason ?— -what extent of truth and right 
his neighbour’s mind is oiganised to perceive and to do ? — what 
invisible and forgotten accident, terror of youth, chance or mischance 
of fortune, may have altered the current of life ? A grain of sand 
may alter it, as the flinging of a pebble may end it. Who can weigh 
circumstances, passions, temptations, that go to our good and evil 
account, save One, before whose awful wisdom .^e kneel, and at whose 
mercy we ask absolution ? Here it ends,” thought Pen ; “ this day 
or to-morrow will wind up the account of my youtli ; a weary retro- 
spect, alas ! a sad history, with many a page I would fain not look 
back on ! But who has not been tired or fallen, and who has 
escaped without scars from that struggle ? ” And his head fell on his 
breast, and the young man’s heart prostrated itself humbly and sadly 
before that Thione where sits wisdom, and love, and pity for all, and 
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made its confession. "What tiiatters tboot fame or povert]r?^ he 
thought "If I many this vroman I have chosen, ma/ ! have 
strength and will to be true to her, and to maheherha]»i^! If 1 have 
children, pray God teach me to speak and to do the truth among them, 
and to leave them an honest name. There are no splendours for my 
marriage. Does my life deserve any ? 1 begin a new jfease of it ; a 
better than the last may it be, I pray Heaven ! " 

The train stopped at Tunbridge as Pen was making these 
reflections : and he handed over the newspaper to his neighbour, 
of whom he took leave, while the foreign clergyman in the opposite 
comer still sate with his eyes on his book. Pen jumped out of the 
carriage then, his carpet*bag in hand, and briskly determined to face 
his fortune. 

A fly carried him rapidly to Lady Clavering's house from the 
station ; and, as he was transported thither, Arthur composed a little 
speech, which he intended to address to Blanche, and which was 
really as virtuous, honebt, and well-minded an oration as any man of 
his turn of mind, and under his circumstances, could have uttered. 
The purport of it was — Blanche, I cannot understand from your 
last letter what your meaning is, or whether my fair and frank pro- 
posal to you is acceptable or no. I think you know the reason which 
induces me to forego the worldly advantages which a union with you 
offered, and which 1 could not accept without, as I fancy, being 
dishonoured. If you doubt of my affection, here I am ready to 
prove it. Let Smirke be called in, and let us be married out of 
hand ; and with all my heart I purpose to keep my vow, and to 
cherish you through life, and to be a true and a loving husband to 
you.** 

From the fly Arthur sprang out then to the hall-door, where he 
was met by a domestic whom he did not know. The man seemed to 
be surprised at the approach of the gentleman with the carpet-bag, 
which he made no attempt to take from Arthur's hands. " Her lady- 
ship’s not at home, sir,” the man remarked. 

" I am Mr. Pendennis,” Arthur said. " Where is Lightfoot ? ” 

“ Lightfoot is gone,” answered the man. " My Lady is out, and 
my orders was-4— ” 

« 1 hear Miss Amory’s voice in the drawing-room,” said Arthur. 

Take the bag to a dressing-room, if you please ; ” and, passing by 
the porter, he walked straight towards that apartment, from which, as 
the door opened, a warble of melodious notes issued. 

Our little Siren was at her piano, singing with all her might and 
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toUitinwdc: but near Blanche sat a gendetnaa who was petMy 
earaptmed with her straini which was of a passionate and melancholy 
nature. 



As the door opened, the gentleman started up with a Hullo ! the 
music stopped, with a little shriek horn the singer ; Frank Clavering 
woke up from the sofa, and Arthur came forward and said, "What, 
Foker 1 how do you do, Foker ? ’’ He looked at the piano, and theie^ 
by Miss Amory^s side, was just such another purple-leather box as he 
had seen in Harry’s hand three days before, when the heir of I^ogwood 
was coming out of a jeweller’s shop in Waterloo Place. It was opened, 
and curled round the wHite satin cushion within was, oh, such a 
magnificent serpentine bracelet, with such a olazing ruby head and 
diamond tail t 

"How de-do, Pendennis?” said Foker. Blanche made many 
motions of the Moulders, and gave signs of interest and agitation. 
And^e put her handkmhief over the bracelet, and then she* ad- 
vanced, with a hand which trembled very much, to greet Pen. 

"Howk dearest Laura?” she said. The face of Foker looking 
up from his jwofound mourning— that face, so piteous and piutled, was 
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4t|f ^irikicli the readlsr's imaginatio& must de^ ibnUiMslf; eho that 
oCMlMr fnuik Clavering, who^ looking at the three imemtiiig in- 
divlduals with an expression of the utmost knowitigeess, had only 
time to ejaculate the words, Here’s a jolly go t’’ and to disappear 
sniggering. 

Pen, too, had restrained himself up to that minute: but looldng still 
at Foker, whose ears and cheeks tingled with blushes, Arthur burst out 
into a fit of laughter, so wild and loud, that it lightened Blanche much 
more than any the most serious esdiibition. 

**And this was the secret, was it? Don’t blush and turn away, 
Foker, my'boy. Why, man, you are a pattern of fidelity. Could I 
stand between Blanche and such constancy— could 1 stand between 
Miss Amoiy and fifteen thousand a year?” 

It is not that, Mr. Pendennis,” Blanche said, with great dignity. 
It is not money, it is not rank, it is not gold that moves me; but it is 
constancy, it is fidelity, it is a whole trustful loving heart offered to me, 
that I treasure— yes, that I treasure 1 ” And she made for her hand- 
kerchief, but, reflecting what was undemeatli it, she paused. I do not 
disown, I do not disguise — my life is above disguise — to him on whom 
it is bestowed, my heart must be for ever bare— that I once thought 
I loved you, — yes, thought I was beloved by you !— I own. How 1 clung 
to that faith ! How I strove, I prayed, I longed to believe it ! But 
your Conduct always — ypur own words so cold, so heartless, so unkind, 
have undeceived me. You trifled with the heart of the poor maiden ! 
You dung me back with scorn the troth which I had plighted ! I have 
explained all — all to Mr. Foker.” 

**That you have,” said Foker, with devotion, and conviction in his 
looks, 

^ What ! all ? ” said Pen, with a meaning look at Blanche. “ It is 
I am in fault, is it ? Well, well, Blanche, be it so. I won’t appeal 
against your sentence, and bear it in silence. I came down here 
looking to very different things, Heaven knows, and with a heart 
most truly and kindly disposed towards you. I hope you may be 
happy with another, as, on my word, it was my wish to make you so ; 
and I hope my honest old friend here will have a wife worthy of his 
loyalty, his constancy, and affection. Indeed they deserve the regard 
of any woman— even Miss Blanche Amory. Shake hands, Harry ; 
don’t look askance at me. Has anybody told you that I was a false 
and heartless character ? ” 

“ I think you’re a ” Foker was beginning, in his wrath, when 

Blanche interposed. 
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^Hmr3^tM9LmA\^l3a:styyoa 

^Y0«^ittim«iigel,tiy|ove^y^iean«a^ 6»d Fotoi at wUcIi 
Bland»e looked serapbically up to the chandelier. 

In spite cir what has passed, for the sake of what has passed, t 
must always regaxd Arthur as a brother,'* ^Ihe seraph condaued ; ^ we 
have known each other years, we have brodden die same fields, and 
plucked the same flowers together. Arthur ! Henry ! 1 beseech you 
to take hands and to be friends ! Foxgive you 1 — /fmgive you, Arthur, 
with my heart I do. Should I not do so for making me so happy ? " 

"There is only one person of us three wh^m I pity, Blache,** 
Arthur said, gravely ; " and I say to you again*, that I hope you will 
make this good fellow, this honest and loyal creature, happy.” 

"Happy! O Heavens!” said Harry. He could i»t fqseak. His 
happiness gushed out at his eyes, " She don't know-^she can’t know 
how fond I am of her, and<— and who am I ? a poor little beggar, and 
she takes me up and Says she’ll try and 1-^1— love me. I ain’t worthy 
of so much happiness. ^Give us your hand, old boy, since she forgives 
you after your heartless conduct, and says she loves you. I’ll make 
you welcome. I tell you I’U love everybody who loves her. By — if 
she tells me to kiss the ground I’ll kiss it. Tell me to kiss the ground ! 
I say, tell me. I love you so. You see I love you so.” 

Blanche looked up serapbically again. Her gentle bosom heaved. 
She held out one hand as if to bless Harry, and theii royally per- 
mitted him to kiss it. She took up the pocket-handkerchief and hid 
her own eyes, as the other fair hand was abandoned to poor Harry’s 
tearful embrace. 

I swear that is a villain who deceives such a loving creature as 
that,” said Pen. 

Blanche laid down the handkerchief, and put hand No. 2 softly 
on Foker’s head, which was bent doun kissing and weeping over 
hand No. i. " Foolish boy,” she said, “ it shall be loved as it de- 
serves : who could help loving such a silly creature ?” 

And at this moment Frank Clavei ing broke in upon the sentimental 
trio. 

" I say, Pendennis,” he said. 

« Well, Frank!” 

The man wants to be paid, and go back. He’s had some beer.” 

“ I’ll go back with him,” cried Pen. “ Good-bye, Blanche. God 
bless you, Foker, old friend. You know neither of you want me here.” 
He longed to be off that instant. 

" Stay— I must say one word to you. One word in private, if you 
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please,”. Btanehe said. "You can trust us tois^er, cad*! ycw^ 
Henry ? ” Tbe tone in which the word Henry was spoken, and the 
appeal, ravished Foker with delight " Trust you ! ” si^ ho* ** Oh, 
who wouldn’t trust you ! 'Come along, Franky,iny boy.” 

" Let’s have a cigar,” said Frank, as they went into the halL 

She don’t like it,” said Foker, gently. 

<^Law bless you— don’t mind. Pcndennis used to smoke 
regular,” said the candid youth. 

It was but a short word 1 had to say,” said Blanche to Pen, with 
great calm, when they were alone. “ You never loved me, Mr. Pen- 
dennis.” 

“ 1 told you how much,” said Arthur. “ I never deceived you.” 

“I suppose you will go back and marry Laura,” continued 
Blanche, 

" Was that what you had to say ? said Pen. 

You are going to her this \erv night, I am sure of it. There is 
no denying it. You never cared for me.” 
vousf'* 

“ Et mot, eVsi diJf^renL I have been spoilt early. I cannot live 
out of the world, out of excitement. 1 could have done so, but it is 
too late. If I cannot have emotions I must have the world. You 
would offer me neither one nor the other. You are blasi in every- 
thing, even in ambition. You had a career before you, and you 
would not take it. You give it up !— for what?— for a bUise, for an 
absurd scruple. AVhy would you not have that scat, and be such a 
puriUiin f Why should you refuse what is mine by right — by right, 
eniendez-vous ? 

You know all, then ? ” said Pen. 

^ Only within a month. But 1 have suspected ever since Bay- 
mouth — fCimporte since when. It is not too late. He is as if he had 
never been ; and there is a position in the world before you yet. Why 
not sit in Parliament, exert your talent, and give a place in the world 
to yourself, to your wife ? I take celni-ld, II est bon. II est richc. 
II est—vous U connaissez antant que wot, ettfin. Think you that I 
would not prefer an homme qui /era parler de mot f If the secret 
appears, I am rich d $nillions. How does it affect me ? It is not my 
fault. It will never appear.” 

“ You will tell Harry everything, won’t you ?” 

comprends. Vous refuses^* said Blanche, savagely. " I will 
tell Harry at my own time, when we are married. You will not 
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betray me, wilt you ? You, having a defimceless givTs secret, mnH 
not tom upon her and use it ? m 0 pk^ideUc^uikir^mm smtdi 
peurqum U d$n$^erm-j€f ye Vaime^ men pmvrepire^ w^M-vonsf I 
would rather live with that man than widi ym fades intriguers of the 
world. I must have emotions^i/ fden domte^ 11 niient Jl icrH 
trh^Men, v^ez^vous-^comme unpirate-^omme un Bohimsesh^<emme 
un komme. But for this I would have said to my mother-^Afa mire / 
guitions ce Idcke mari^ ceite Idcke sociiti'-^retoumons d manpke*' 

^ The pirate would have wearied you like the rest/^ said Pen. 

Eh / II me faut des imotionsf said Blanche. Pen had never 
seen her or known so much about her in all the years of their 
intimacy as he saw and knew now : though he saw mote than existed 
in reality. For this young lady was not able to ;carry out any 
emotion to the full ; but had a sham enthusiasm, a sham hatred, a 
sham love, a sham taste, a sham grief, each of which flared and shone 
very vehemently for an instant, but subsided and gave place to the 
next sham emotion. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

A CHAPTSR OF MATCH-MAKING. 



are but moments like the others. 


PON the platform at Tunbridge, 
Pen fumed and fretted until the 
arrival of the evening train to Lon- 
don, a full half hour, — six hours it 
seemed to him ; but even this 
immense interval was passed, the 
train arrived, the tiain sped on, the 
London lights came in view — a 
gentleman who foigot his carpet- 
bag in the tram rushed at a cab, 
and said to the man, Drive as 
hard as you can go to Jermyn 
Street." The cabman, although a 
Hansom cabman, said "Thank 
you" for the gratuity v^hich was put 
into his hand, and Pen ran up the 
stairs of the hotel to Lady Rock- 
minster's apartments. Laura was 
alone in the drawing-room, reading, 
with a pale face, by the lamp. The 
pale face looked up when Pen 
opened the door. May we follow 
him ? The great moments of life 
Your doom is spoken in a word or 


two. A single look from the eyes ; a mere pressure of the hand, may 


decide it ; or of the lips, though they cannot speak. 


When Lady Rockminster, who has had her after-dinner nap, gets 
up and goes into her sitting-room, we may enter with her ladyship. 

" Upon my word, young people ! " are the first words she says, and 
her attendant makes wondering eyes over her shoulder. And well 
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imy«h«sayso; and may the attendant mtwoii^e^ 
the young people are in an attitude ; and Pen in such a position at 
every young lady who reads this has heard tell of» or has seen, or 
hopes, or at any rate deserves to see. 

In a word, directly he entered the room, Pen went up to Laura of 
die pale face, who had not time even to say, What, back so soon ? and 
seizing her outstretched and trembling hand just as she was rising 
from her chair, fell down on his knees before her, and said quickly, ** 1 
have seen her. She has engaged herself to Harry Foker«>and— -and 
NOW, Laura?” 

The hand gives a pressure— the eyes beam a reply— the quivering 
lips answer, though speechless. Pen’s bead sinks down* in the girl’s 
lap, as he sobs out, Come and bless us, dear mother and arms as 
tender as Helen’s once more enfold him. 

In this juncture it is that Lady Rockminster comes in and says, 
Upon my word, young people I Beck ! leave the room. What do 
you want poking your nose in here ?” 

Pen starts up with looks of triumph, still holding Laura’s hand. 
“ She is consoling me for my misfortune, ma’am,” he says. 

What do you mean by kissing her hand? I don’t know what 
you will be next doing.” 

Pen kissed her ladyship’s. ‘‘ / have been to Tunbridge,” he says, 
^^and seen Miss Amory ; and find on my arrival that — that a villain 
has transplanted me in her affections,” he says with a tragedy air. 

“Is that all ? Is that what you were whimpering on your knees 
about ? ” says the old lady, growing angry. “ You might have kept 
the news till to-morrow.” 

“ Yes— another has superseded me,’* goes on Pen ; “ but why call 
him villain ? He is brave, he is constant, he is young, he is wealthy, 
he is beautiful” 

“ What stuff are you 'talking, sir ? ” cried the old lady. “ What 
has happened ? ” ’ 

“ Miss Amory has jilted me, and accepted Henry Foker, Esq. 1 
found her warbling ditties to him as he lay at her feet ; presents had 
been accepted, vows exchanged, these ten days. Harry was old Mrs. 
Planter’s rheumatism, which kept dearest Laura out of the house. He 
is the most constant and generous of men. He has promised the 
living of Logwood to Lady Ann’s husband, and given her a splendid 
present on her marriage; and he rushed to fling himself at Blanche’s 
feet the instant he found he was free.” 
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^ And so^«sy<mam*t get BlMdb€^y<m|mt lip widi Laura: Utfiat 
k, sir?* nsVxtd the old lady. 

^ He acted iioblyi^ Laura said. 

I acted as she bade xite»” said Fen. ^Nerer mind how, Lady 
Rockminster : but to the best of my knowledge and power. And if 
you mean that 1 am not worthy of Laura, 1 know it, and pray Heaven 
to better me; and if the love and company of the best and purest 
creature in the world can do so, at least I shall have these to help 
me.” 

^ Hm, hm,” replied the old lady to this, looking with rather an 
appeased air at the young people. “ It is all very well; but I should 
have preferred Bluebeard.” 

And now Pen, to divert the conversation from a theme which was 
growing painful to some parties present, bethought him of his inter- 
view with Huxter in the morning, and of Fanny Bolton’s affairs, which 
he had forgotten under the immediate pressure and excitement of his 
own. And he told the ladies how Huxter had elevated Fanny to the 
rank of wife, and what terrors he was in respecting the arrival of his 
father. He described the scene with considerable humour, taking care 
to dwell especially upon that part of it which concerned Fanny’s 
c^uetry and irrepressible desire of captivating mankind ; his meaning 
being, You see, Laura, 1 was not so guilty in that little affair; it was 
the gild who made love to me, and 1 who resisted. As I am no longer 
present, the little Siren practises her arts and fascinations upon others. 
Let that tran$action be forgotten in your mind, if you please ; or visit 
me with a very gentle punishment for my error.” 

Laura understood his meaning under the eagerness of his explana- 
tions. “ If you did any wrong, you repented, dear Pen,” she said, 
^<and you know,” she added, with meaning eyes and blushes, ** that 1 
have no right to reproach you.” 

Hm ! ” grumbled the old lady ; ** 1 should have preferred Blue- 
beard.” 

The past is broken away. The morrow is before us. 1 will do 
tny best to make your morrow happy, dear Laura,” Pen said. His 
heart was humbled by the prospect of his happiness ; it stood awe- 
stricken in the contemplation of her sweet goodness and purity. He 
liked his wife better ^at she had owned to that passing feeling for 
Warrington, and laid bare her generods heart to him. And she— very 
likely she was thinking, How strange it is that 1 ever should have 
cared for another; I am vexed almost to think I care for him so 
little^ am so little sorry that he is gone away. Oh, in these past two 



flddatlB ho# I have loafned to love Af&ur ! 1 caie aboiit nethhij^ hut 
Arthor; my waking and sleepbg thooghU oie atK^ heknevei* 
absent from mo And to think Aat he is tol3e mliie« minel and that 
I am to many him, and not to be his servant as I expected to be only 
this morning; for I would have gone down on my knees to Blanche to 
beg her to let me live with him. And now-^Oli, it is too much. Oh^ 
mother! mother, that you were here!” Indeed, she ielt as if Helen 
were there— by her actually, though invisibly. A halo of happiness 
beamed from her. She moved with a different step, and bloomed with 
a new beauty. Arthur saw the change ; and the old Lady Rockminster 
remarked it with her shrewd eyes. 

"What a sly demure little wretch you have been,” she whispered 
to Laura—while Pen, in great spirits, was laughing, and telling his 
story dbout Huxter — “ and how you have kept your secret ! ” 

" How are we to help the young couple? ” said Laura. Of coarse 
Miss Laura felt an interest in all young couples, as generous lovers 
always love other lovers. 

“ We must go and see them,” said Pen. 

" Of course we must go and see them,” said Laura. " I intend to 
be very fond of Fanny. Let us go this instant. Lady Rockminster, 
may I have the carriage?” 

" Go now ! — ^why, you stupid creature, it is eleven o’clock at night. 
Mr. and Mrs. Huxter have got their night-caps on, 1 daresay. And it 
IS time for you to go now. Good-night, Mr. Pendennis.” 

Arthur and Laura begged for ten minutes more. 

" We will go to-morrow morning, then. 1 will come and fetch you 
with Martha.” 

" An earl’s coronet,” said Pen, who, no doubt, was pleased himself, 
" will have a great effect in Lamb Court and Smithfield. Stay— Lady 
Rockminster, will you join us in a little conspiracy?” 

" How do you mean cpnspiracy, young man?” 

" Will you please to lU a little ill to-morrow ; and when old Mr. 
Huxter arrives, will you let me call him in? If he is put into a good 
humour at the notion of attending a baronet in the country, what 
influence won’t a countess have on him? When he is softened — 
when he is quite ripe, we will break the secret upon him; bring in 
the young people, extort the paternal benediction, and finish the 
comedy.” 

"A parcel of stuff,” said the old lady. "Take your hat, sir. 
Come away, miss. There— my head is turned another way. Good- 
Slight, young people.” And who knows but the old lady thought of 
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lifir own early days as she went away on Laura^ and, l^odding bar 
head, and humming to herself? 

With the early morning came Laura and Martha,' according to 
appointment ; and the desired sensation was, let us hope, eflected 
in Lamb Court, whence the three proceeded to wait upon Mr. and 
Mrs. Samuel Huxter, at their residence in Charterhouse Lane. 

The two ladies looked at each other with great interest, and not a 
little emotion on Fanny’s part. She had not seen her " guardian," as she 
was pleased to call Pen in consequence of his bequest, since the event 
had occurred which had united her to Mr. Huxter. 

“ Samuel told me how kind you had been,” she said. “ You were 
always very kind, Mr. Pendennis. And — and I hope your friend is 
better, who was took ill in Shepherd’s Inn, ma’am.” 

“ My name is Laura,” said the other, with a blush. “ I am— that 
is, I was— that is, I am Arthur’s sister : and we shall always love you 
for bdng so good to him when he was ill. And when we live in the 
country, I hope we shall see each other. And I shall be always 
happy to hear of your happiness, Fanny.’’ 

We are going to do what you and Huxter have done, Fanny.— 
Where is Huxter ? What nice, snug lodgings you’ve got I What a 
pretty cat ! ” 

•While Fanny is answering these questions in reply to Pen, Laura 
says to herself—** Well, now really ! is this the creature about whom 
we were all so frightened? What Lould he see in her? She’s a 
homely little thing, but such manners ! Well, she was very kind to 
him,— bless her for that.” 

Mr. Samuel had gone out to meet his Pa. Mrs. Huxter said that 
the old gentleman was to arrive that da>' at the Somerset Coffee- 
House in the Strand; and Fanny confessed that she was in a sad 
tremor about the meeting. ** If his parents cast him off, what are we to 
do ? ” she said. ** I shall never pardon myself for bringing ruing on 
my ’usband’s ’ead. You must intercede for us, Mr. Arthur. If mortal 
man can, you can bend and influence Mr, ’Uxter senior.” Fanny still 
regarded Pen in the light of a superior being, that was evident. No 
doubt Arthur thought of the past, as he maiked the solemn little 
tragedy-airs and looks, the little w*ays, the little trepidations, vanities, 
of the little bride. As soon as the interview was over entered Messrs. 
Linton and Blades, who came, of course, to visit Huxter, and brought 
with them a fine fragrance of tobacco. They had watched the carriage 
at the baker’s door, and remarked the coronet with awe. Thejr asked 
of Fanny who was that uncommonly heavy swell who had just driven^ 
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off? and pronounced tiie countess to be the right wt And ishett 
they heard that it was Mn Pcaidennis and his siller^ they teotatlced 
that Pen’s fother was only a sawbones ; and that he gave himself 
confounded airs ; they had been in Huxte^s company on the night of 
his little altercation with Pen in the Back Kitchen. 

Returning homewards through Fleet Street, and as Laura was just 
stating, to Pen’s infinite amusement that Fanny was very well, but that 
really there was no beauty in her, — there might be, but sJke could not 
see it, — as they were locked near Temple Bar, they saw young Huxter 
returning to his bride. The governor had arrived ; was at the 
Somerset Coffee-House — ^was in tolerable good humour^something 
about the railway : but he had been afraid to speak about — ab^t that 
business. Would Mr. Pendennis try it on ? ” ; 

Pen said he would go and call at that moment upon Mr. Huxter, 
and see ^ what might be done. Huxter junior would lurk outside whilst 
that awful interview to6k place. The coronet on the carriage inspired 
his soul also with wonder ; and old Mr. Huxter himself beheld it with 
delight, as he looked from the coffee-house window on that Strand 
which it was always a treat to him to survey. 

And I can afford to give myself a lark, sir,” said Mr. Huxter, 
shaking hands with Pen. Of course you know the news ? We have 
got our bill, sir. We shall have our branch line — our shares are up, 
sir— and we buy your three fields along the Brawl, and put a pretty 
penny into pocket, Mr. Pendennis,” 

" Indeed l—that was good news.” Pen remembered that there 
was a letter from Mr. Tatham, at Chambers, these three days ; but 
he had not opened the communication, being interested wi^ other 
affairs. 

“ I hope you don’t intend to grow rich, and give up practice,” said 
Pen. “ We can’t lose you at Ciavering, Mr. Huxter ; though I hear 
very good accounts of your son. My friend, Dr. Goodenou^, speaks 
most highly of his talents. « It is hard that a man of your eminence, 
though, should be kept in h country town.” 

“ The metropolis would have been my sphere of action, sir,” said 
Mr. Huxter, surveying the Strand. But a man takes his business 
where he finds it ; and I succeeded to that of my father.” 

“ It was my father’s, too,” said Pen. “ I sometimes wish I had 
followed it” 

You, sir, have taken a more lofty career,” said the old gentleman. 

You aspire to the senate : and to literary honours. You widd the 
poet's pen, sir, and move in the circles of fashion. We keep an eye 
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vfM you at Clavaiog> We read your luube in the^lisla of the seleiit 
parties of the nobSlyr. Why, it was only the other day that my w8b 
was remarking how o<id it was that at a party at the Earl of Kidder* 
minster^ your name was fwt mentioned. To what member of the 
aristocracy may I ask does that equipagte belong Irom which t sOw 
you descend ? The Countess Dowager of Rockmlnster ? How is her 
ladyship?” 

Her ladyship is not very well ; and when I heard that you were 
coming to town, I strongly urged her to see you, Mr. Huxter,” Pen 
said. Old Huxter felt, if he had a hundred votes for Clavering, he 
wedld give them all to Pen. 

There is an old friend of yours in the carriage — ^a Clavering lady 
too— will you come out and speak to her?” asked Pen. The old 
surgeon was delighted to speak to a coronetted carriage in the midst 
of the full Strand : he ran out bowing and smiling. Huxter junior, 
dodging about the district, beheld the meeting between his father and 
Laura, saw the latter put out her hand, and presently, after a little 
colloquy with Pen, beheld his father actually jump into the carriage, 
and drive away with Miss Bell. 

There was no room for Arthur, who came back, laughing, to the 
young surgeon, and told him whither his parent was bound. During 
the whole of the journey, that artful Laura coaxed, and wheedled, 
and cajoled him so adroitly, that the old gentleman would have 
granted her anything ; and Lady Rockminster achieved the victory 
over him by complimenting him on his skill, and professing her 
anxiety to consult him. What were her ladyship’s symptoms ? Should 
he meet her ladyship’s usual medical attendant ? Mr. Jones was called 
out of town ? He should be delighted to devote his very best energies 
and experience to her ladyship’s service. 

He was so charmed with his patient, that he wrote home about 
her to his wife and family ; he talked of nothing but Lady Rock- 
minster to Samuel, when Uiat youth came to partake of beef-steak and 
oyster-sauce, and accompany his parent to the play. There was a 
simple grandeur, a polite urbanity, a high-bred grace about her lady- 
ship, which he had never witnessed in any woman. Her symptoms 
did not seem alarming : he had prescribed — Spir : Simmon : A^omal : 
with a little Spir : Month : Pip : and orange-dower, which would be 
all that was necessary. 

Miss Bell seemed to be on the most confidential and affectionate 
footing with her ladyship. She was about to form a matrimonial con- 
nexion. All young people ought to marry. Such were her ladyship’s 
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words ; and tlic Countess condescen^d to respecting my own 
family, and I mentioned you by name to her loSyship, Sam, fhy boy« 

1 shall look-in to-morrow, when, if the remedies which 1 have prescribed 
for her ladyship have had the effect which 1 Anticipate, 1 shall probably 
follow them up by a little Spir : Lavend : Comp : — and so set my noUe 
patient up. What is the theatre which is most frequented by the — by 
the higher classes in town, hey, Sam ? and to what amusement win yon 
take an old country doctor to-night, hey, sir ? 

On the next day, when Mr Huxter called in Jermyn Street at 
twelve o^clock, Lady Rockminstcr had not >et left her roon^.but 
Miss Bell and Mr. Pendennis were in waiting to receive him. TLady 
Hockminster had had a most comfortable night, and was getting on 
as well as possible. How had Mr. Huxter amused himself.^ at the 
tiieatrc ? with his son ? What a capital piece it was, and how chamv- 
nigly Mrs. O’Leary looked and sang it ! and what a good fellow 
\ (uing Huxter was ! liked by everybody, an honour to his profession. 
He has not his father’s manners, 1 grant >ou, Or that old-world tone 
which is passing away from us, but a more excellent, sterling fellaw 
never lived. “ He ought to practise in the country whatever you do, 
sir,’’ said Arthur— He ought to marry — otheV people are going to do 
so — and settle.” 

The vcr> woids that her ladyship used yesterday, Mr. PendenniSi 
He ought to inairy. Sam should maiTy, sir.’’ 

“ The towm is full of temptations, sir,” continued Pen. The old 
gentleman thought of that houri, Mrs. O’Leary. 

“ There is no better safeguard for a young man tlian an early 
marriage with an honest affectionate creature.” 

No better, sir, no better.” 

“ And love is better than money, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Indeed it is,” said Miss Bell. 

“ I agree with so fair an authority,” said the old gentleman, with a 
bow. * 

“ And — ^and suppose, sir,” Pen said, “ that I had a piece of news to 
communicate to you.” 

“God bless my soul, Mr. Pendennis ! what do you mean ? ” asked 
the old gentlemaiff 

“ Suppose I had to tell you that a young man, carried ayay by 4 a 
irresistible passion for an admirable and most virtuous young creature 

whom everybody fells in love with — had consulted the dictates of 
reason and his heart, and had married. Suppose I were to tell you 
that that man is my friend ; that our excellent, our truly noble friend 
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the Countess Dowager of Rockminster is truiy interested aboujt him 
(and you may fancy what a young man can Ido in life when ^that 
family is interested for him) ; suppose I were to ^11 you that you know 
him— that he is here—that he is—” 

“ Sam married ! God bless my soul, sir, you don't mean that t ” 
And -to such a nice creature, dear Mr. Huxter.” 

“ Her ladyship is charmed with her,” said Pen, telling almost the 
first fib which he has told in the course of this story, 

“ Married ! the rascal, is he ?” thought the old gentleman. 

“ They will do it, sir,” said Pen ; and went and opened the door. 

Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Huxter issued thence, and both came and 
knelt down before the old gentleman. The kneeling little Fanny found 
favour in his sight. There must have been something attractive about 
her, in spite of Laura’s opinion. 

Will never do so any more, sir,” said Sam. 

" Get up, sir,” said Mr. Huxter. And they got up, and Fanny came 
a little nearer and a little nearer still, and looked so pretty and pitiful, 
that somehow ^Ir. Huxter found himself kissing the little crying- 
laughing thing, and feeling as if he liked it. 

What's your name, my dear?” he said, after a minute of this 
spprt. 

“ Fanny, papa,” said Mrs. Samuel. 
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CIIAPTKR XXXVir. 

IXLUNl OVINFS. 

I'R aic dll X nnwith older than 

the> vvcic when the last-described adven- 
tures and ronvcisaiions occurred, and a 
j(!cat number of the personages of our 
stoiy have rhanred to re-asseniblc at the 
little country town uhere wc were first 
intiodiKcd to them. Frederic Lightfoot, 
foimcrh mtithC'(VhoUl in the service of 
Sir trancis Clavering, of Clavermg Park, 
Ikiit., has begged leave to inform the 

nobility and gentry of shire that he 

h.is taken that vt oil-known and comfort- 
able hotel, the Clavering Arms,^^ m Cla- 
vering, where he hopes for the continued 
patronage of the gentlemen and families 
of the ( ounty. This ancient and well- 
established house,” Mr. Lightfoot’s mani- 
festo slates, has Ween lepaiied and 
decorated in a style of the greatest 
comfort. Gentlemen hunting with the 
Dumplmgbcare hounds will find excellent 
stabling and loose bo\cs,fi>r horses at tlic ‘ Clavermg Arms/ A com- 
modious billiard-rooin has been attached to the hotel, and the cellars 
have been furnished with the choicest wines and spirits, selected, with- 
out regard to expense, by F. L. Commercial gentlemen will find the 
‘ Clavering Arms ' a ifiost comfortable place of resort : and the scale of 
charges has been regulated for aU, so as to meet the economical spirit 
of the present times.” 

Indeed, there is a considerable air of liveliness about the old inn. 
The Clavering arms have been splendidly repainted over the gateway. 
The coffee-room windows arc bright and fresh, and decorated with 
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Christmas holly ; the magistrates have met in petty sessions in the 
card-room of th^ old Assembly. The farmers’ ordinary is held as of 
old, and frequented by increased numbers, who are pleased with Mrs, 
Lightfoot’s cuisine^ Her Indian curries and mulligatawny soup arc 
especially popular : Major Stokes, the respected tenant of Fairoaks 
Cottage, Captain Glanders, H.P., and other resident gentry, have 
pronounced in their favour, and have partaken of them more than 
once, both in private and at the dinner of the Clavering Institute, 
attendant on the incorporation of the reading-room, and when the 
chief inhabitants of that flourishing little town met together and did 
justice to the hostess’s excellent cheer. The chair was taken by Sir 
Francis Clavering, llnrt, supported by the esteemed rector, Dr. 
Portman j the vice-chair being ably filled by — Barker, Esq. (supported 
by the Rev. J. Simcoe and the Rev. S. Jowls), the enterprising head of 
the ribbon factory in Clavoring, and chief director of the Clavering 
and Chatteris Branch of the Great Western Railway, which will be 
opened in another year, and upon the works of which the engineers and 
workmen arc now busily engaged. 

*'An interesting event, which is likely to take place in the life of 
our talented townsman, Arthur Pendennis, I'-sq., has, wc understand, 
caused him to relinquish the intentions which he had of offering 
himself as a candidate for our borough : and rumour whispers ” (says 
the Chatteris Champion, Clavering Agriculturist, and liaymouth 
Fisherman,” — that independent county paper, so distinguished for its 
unswerving principles and loyalty to the British oak, and so eligible 
a medium for advertisements) — rumour states,” says the C. C., C. A. 
and B. F., “ that should Sir Francis Clavering’s failing health oblige 
him to relinquish his seat in Parliament, he will vacate it in favour 
of a young gentleman of colossal fortune and related to the highest 
aristocracy of the empire, w’ho is about to contract a matrimonial 
alliance with an accomplished and lovely lady, connected by the 
nearest ties with the respected family at Clavering Park. Lady 
Clavering and Miss Amory have arrived at the Park for the Christmas 
holidays ; and w'e understand that a large number of the aristocracy 
arc expected, and that festivities of a peculiarly interesting nature will 
take place there at the commencement of the new year.” 

The ingenious reader will be enabled, by the help of the above 
announcement, to understand what has taken place during the little 
break which has occurred in our narrative. Although Lady Rock- 
minster grumbled a little at Laura’s preference for Pendennis over 
Bluebeard, those who are aware of the latter’s secret will understand 
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that the young girl could make no other choice^ and thelund old lady 
who had constituted herself Miss Bell’s guardian was not ill pleased 
that she was *10 fulfil the great purpose in life of young ladies and 
marry. She informed her maid of the interesting event that very 
night, and of course Mrs. Beck, who was perfectly aware of every 
single circumstance, and kept by Martha, of Fairoaks, in the fullest 
knowledge of whi^t was passing, was immensely surprised and delighted. 

Mr. Penclcnnis's income is so much ; the railroad will give him so 
much more, he slates ; Miss Hell has so much, and may probably 
have a little more one clay. For persons in their degree, they will be 
able to manage very well. And 1 shall speak to my nephew Pynsent, 
who I suspect was once rather attached to her,— but of course that 
was out of the question (“ Oh ! of course, my lady ; 1 should think so 
indeed !*’)---not that you know anything whatever about it, or have 
any business to think at all on the subject,— I shall speak to George 
Pynsent, who is now^ chief secretary of the Tape and Sealing Wax 
Office, and have Mr. Pendennis made .something. And, Beck, in the 
morning you will carry down my compliments to Major Pendennis, 
and say that I shall pay him a visit at one o’clock. Yes,” muttered 
the old lady, “ the Major must be reconciled, and he must leave his 
fortune to Laura’s children.” 

Accordingly, at one o’clock, the Dowager Lady Rockminster 
appeared at Major Pendennis’s, 'who was delighted, as may be 
imagined, to receive so noble a visitor. 'J'he Major had been prepared, 
if not for the news which her ladyship wms about to give him, at least 
w'ith the intelligence that Pen’s marriage wath Miss Amor>' Avas 
broken off. The >onng gentleman bethinking him of lus uncle, for 
the first time that day it must be owned, and meeting his new‘ servant 
in the hall of the hotel, asked after the Major’s health from Mr. Frosch; 
and then went into the cofTcc-room of the hotel, where he wiote a half- 
dozen lines to acquaint' his guardian with what had occurred. “ Dear 
uncle,” he said, “ if thefe has been any question between us, it is over 
now. I -went to Tunbridge Wells yesterday, and found that some- 
body else had carried off the prize about which we were hesitating. 
Miss A., w'ithout any compunction for me, has bestowed herself upon 
Harry Foker, with his fifteen thousand a year. I came in suddenly 
upon their loves, and found and left him in possession. 

“ And you’ll be glad to hear, Tatham writes me, that he has sold 
three of my fields at Fairoaks to the Railroad Company, at a great 
figure, I will tell you this, and more when we meet ; and am always 
your aflcctionaie — A. P.” 
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I think I am awane of what you were al>Qut to tell me/* the 
Major said, with a most courtly smile and bow to Pen’s ambassadress. 
^ It was a very great kindness of your ladyship to think of bringing 
me the news. How well you look ! How very good you arc ! How 
very kind you have always been to that young man! ” 

** It was for the sake of his uncle/’ said Lady Rockminster, most 
politely. 

“ He has informed me of the state of affairs, and written me a nice 
note, — yes, a nice note,” continued the old gentleman ; and I find he 
has had an increase to his fortune, — yes ; and, all things considered, 
1 don’t much regret that this affair with Miss Amory is manguJe^ 
though I Avished for it once, — in fact, all tilings considered, I am very 
glad of it.” 

“We must console him, Major Pendennis,” continued the lady; 
“we must get him a wife.” The truth then came across the Major’s 
mind, and he saw for what purpose Lady Rockminster had chosen to 
assume the office of ambassadress. 

It is not necessary to enter into the conversation which ensued, or 
to tell at any length how her ladvship conchuled a negotiation, A\hich, 
in truth, was tolerably easy. There could be no reason why Pen 
should not marry according to his own and his molhci's wish : and 
as for Lady Rockminster, she supported the marriage by intimations 
M'hich had very great Avcight Avilh the Major, but of which avc shall 
say nothing, as her ladyship (no\A, of course, much advanced in years) 
is still alive, and the family might be angry ; and, in fine, the old 
gentleman aa as quite ovcicomc by the determined graciousness of the 
lady, and her fondness for Laura. Notliing, indeed, could be more 
bland and kind than Lady Rockminster s whole demeanour, except 
for one moment when the Major talked about his boy throwing him- 
self away, at which her ladyship broke out into a little speech, in 
which she made the Major understand, Avhal poor Pen and his friends 
acknowledge very humbly, that Laura was a thousand times too good 
for him. Laura was fit to be the Avife of a king, — Laura was a 
paragon of virtue and excellence. And it must be said, that Avhen 
Major Pendennis found that a lady of the rank of the Countess of 
Rockininster seriously admired Miss Bell, he instantly began to admire 
her himself. 

So that when Herr Frosch was requested to walk upstairs to Lady 
Rockmioster’s apartments, and inform Miss Bell and Mr. Arthur 
Pendennis that the Major would receive them, and Laura appeared 
blushing and happy as she hung on Pen's arm, the Major gave a 
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shaky hand to one and the other^ 'with no unaffected- emotion hnd 
cordiality, and then went through anoUier salutation to Laota, which 
caused her to blush still more. Happy blushes ! bright Oyes beaming 
with the light of love \ The story-teller turns from this group to his 
young audience, and hopes that one day their eyes may all shine $0. 

Pen having retreated in the most friendly manner, and the lovely 
Blanche having bestowed her young affections upon a blushing bride- 
groom with fifteen thousand a year, there was such an outbreak of 
happiness in Lady Clavering's heart and family as the good Begum 
had not known for many a year, and she and Blanche were on the 
most delightful terms of cordiality and affection. The ardent Foker 
pressed onwards the happy day, and was as anxious as might be 
expected to abridge the period of mourning \vhi<'h should put him in 
possession of so miiny charms and amiable qualities, of which he had 
been only, as it were, the heir-apparent, not the actual owner, until 
then. The gentle Blanche, everything that her affianced lord could 
desire, was not averse to gratify the wishes of her fond Henry. Lady 
Clavering came up from Tunbridge. Milliners and jewellers were set 
to work and engaged to prepare the delightful paraphernalia of ilymen. 
Lady Clavcring was in such a gotni humour, that bir Francis even 
benefited by it, and sue h «i reconciliation was effected between this 
pair, that Sir Francis tMiiie to London, sate at the head of his own 
table once more, and appeared tolerably flush of money at his billiard- 
rooms and gambling-houses again. One day, when Major Pendennis 
and Arthur went to dine in Grosvenor J'lace, they found an old 
acquaintance established in the quality of major-domo, and the gentle- 
man in black, who, with perfect politeness and gravity, offered them 
their choice of sweet or dry champagne, was no other than Mr. James 
Morgan. The Chevalier Strong was one of the parly ; he was in high 
spirits and condition, (ind entertained the company with accounts of 
his amusements abroack 

“ It was my Lady w^o invited me,'' said Strong to Arthur, under 
his voice— “that fellow Morgan looked as black as thunder when I 
came in. He is about no good here. I will go away first, and wait 
for you and Major Pendennis at Hyde Park Gate.’' 

Mr. Morgan helped Major Pendennis to his grcat-coat when he 
was quitting the house ; and muttered something about having accepted 
a temporary engagement with the Clavering family. 

“I have got a paper of yours, Mr. Morgan, ' said the old gentleman. 

“Which you can show, if you please, to Sir Francis, sir, and 
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perfectly welcome,’’ said Mr. Morgan, with downcast eyes. Tm 
very much obliged to you. Major Pendennis, and if 1 can pay you 
for all your kindness I will.” 

Arthur overheard the sentence, and saw the look of hatred which 
accompanied jit, suddenly cried out that he had forgotten his handker- 
chief, and ran upstairs to the drawing-room again. Foker was still 
there : still lingering about his siren. Pen gave the siren a look full * 
of meaning, and we suppose that the siren understood meaning 
looks, f(^r when, after finding the veracious handkerchief of which 
he came in quest, he once more went out, the siren, with a laughing 
voice, said, *‘01i, Arthur— Mr. Pendennis — I want you to tell dear 
Laura something ! ” and she came out to the door. 

** What is it ? ” she asked, shutting the door. 

“I Lave you told Harry? Do you know that villain Morgan 
knows all ?” 

I know it,” she said. 

" Have you told Harry?” 

"No, no,” she said. " You won’t betray me ? ” 

" Morgan will,” said Pen. 

No, he won’t,” said lUanchc. " I have promised him — n'imporU\ 
Wail until after our jnarriage — Oh, until after our marriage — Oh, how 
wretched 1 am ! ” said the girl, who had been all smiles, and grace, 
and gaiety during the evening. 

Arthur said, " 1 beg and implore you to tell Harry. Tell liiin 
now. It is no fault of yours. He will pardon you anything. 'J'cll 
him to-night.” 

“ And give her this -// 4? — ^\ith my love, please ; and 1 beg 

your pardon for calling you back ; and if she will be at Madame 
Crinoline’s at half-past three, and if Lady Rockminstcr can spare 
her, I should so like to drive with her in the Park and she went in, 
singing and kissing her little hand, as Morgan the velvet-footed cair.c 
up the carpeted stair. 

Pen heard Blanche’s piano breaking out into brilliant music as 
he went down to join his uncle ; and they walked away together. 
Arthur briefly told him what he had done. " W'hat was to be done ? ” 
he asked. 

“ What is to be done, begad ? ” said the old gentleman. “ What is 
to be done but to leave it alone ? Itegad, let us be thankful,” said the 
old fellow, with a shudder, " that we are out of the business, and leave 
it to those it concerns.” 

“ I hope to Heaven she’ll tell him,” said Pen. 
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Begad, she'll take her own course," said the old man. ** Miss 
Amoiy is a dev'lish wideawake girl, sir, and must play her own 
cards ; and Tm doosid glad you are out of it---doosid glad, begad. 
Who*s this smoking ? Oh, it's Mr. Strong again. He wants to put in 
his oar, 1 suppose. I tell you, don’t meddle in the business, Arthur.” 

Strong began once or twice, as if to converse upon the subject, 
but the Major would not hear a word. He remarked on the moon- 
light on Apslcy House, the weather, the cab-stands — anything but 
that subject. He bowed stiffly to Strong, and clung to his nephew’s 
arm, as he turned down St. James's Street, and again cautioned Pen 
to leave the affair alone. It had like to have cost ycui so much, sir, 
that you may lake my advice,” he said. 

When Arthur came out of the hotel, Strong's, cloak and cigar 
were visible a few doors off. The jolly Chevalier laughed as they 
met. “ I'm an old soldier, too ” be said. I w^nnted to talk to you, 
Pendennis. I ha\c heard of all that has happened, and all the 
chops and changes lhat have taken place during my absence. I 
congratulate you on >our marriage, and I congratulate you on your 
escape, too, — you under aancl me. It was not my business to speak, 
but 1 know this, tliat a certain party is as arrant a little — ^woll — well, 
never mind what. You acted like a man and a trump, and arc well 
out of it.” 

I have no reason to complain,” said Pen. “ 1 went back to beg 
and entreat poor lUanchc to tell Foker all: I hope, for her sake, 
she will ; but I fear not. There is but one policy, Strong, there 
is but one.” 

“And lucky he that can stick to it,'’ said the Chevalier. “That 
rascal Morgan means inisrhirf. He has been lurking about our 
Chambers for the last two months : he has found out tljat poor mad 
devil Amory’s secret. He has been trying to discover where he was : 
he has been pumping ,Mr. Holton, and making old Cosligan drunk 
several times. He bribed the Inn porter to tell him when we came 
back : and he has got into Clavering's service on the strength of his 
information. He will get very good pay for it, mark my words, the 
villain.'' 

“ Where is Amory ? ” asked Pen. 

“ At Boulogne, I believe. I left him there, and warned him not 
to come back. I have broken with him, after n desperate quarrel, 
such as one might have expected with such a madman. And I'm 
glad to think that he is in my debt now, and that 1 have been the 
means of keeping him out of more harms than one,” 



410 PENDENNIS. 

** He hae lost all his wmiiiiigs^ l8up{k)se S4hl Peau 
No : he is rather better than when he went away, or was a 
fortnight ago. He had extraordinary lock at Baden : broke the 
bank several nights, and was the fable of the place. He UM himself 
there with a fellow, by the name of Bloundell, who gathered about 
him a society of all sorts of sharpers, male and female, Russians, 
Germans, French, English. Amory got so insolent, that I was 
obliged to thrash him one day within an inch of his life. I couldn^t 
help myself ; the fellow has plenty of pluck, and 1 had nothing for it 
but to liit out.’’ 

“ And did he call you out ? ” said Pen. 

“You think if I had shot him 1 should have done nobody any 
harm? No, sir : I waited for his challenge, but it never came ; and 
the next lime 1 met him he begged my pardon, and said, ' Strong, I 
beg your pardon ; you whopped me and you served me right.' I 
shook hands : but I couldn't live with him after that. I paid him 
what I owed him the night before,” said Strong with a blush. “ I 
pawned everything to pay him, and then I went w’ith my last ten 
ilorins, and had a shy at the roulette. If I had lost, I should have 
let him shoot me in the morning. 1 was weary of my life. By Jove, 
sir, isn't it a shame that a man like me, who may have had a few 
bills out, but who never deserted a friend, or did any unfair action, 
shouldn’t be able to turn his hand to anytliing to get bread ? 1 made 
a good night, sir, at roulette, and I’ve done with that. Pm going 
into the wine business. My wife’s relations live at Cadiz. I intend 
to bring over Spanish wine and hams ; there’s a fortune to be made 
by it, sir,— a fortune — here’s my card. If you want any sherry or 
hams, recollect Ned Strong is your man.” And the Chevalier pulled 
out a handsome card, stating that Strong and Company, Shepherd’s 
Inn, were sole agents of the celebrated Diamond Manzanilla of the 
Duke of Garbanzos, Grandee of Spain of the First Class ; and of the 
famous Toboso hams, fed on acorns only in the country of Don 
Quixote. “ Come and taste ’em, sir,— come and try ’em at my 
Chambers, You see, I've an eye to business, and by Jove this time 
I’ll succeed.” 

Pen laughed as he took the card. “ I don’t know whether I shall 
be allowed to go to bachelors’ parties,” he said. “ You know Pm 
going to ” 

“ But you must have sherrj', sir. You must have sherry.” 

“ I will have it from you, depend on it,” said the other. "And I 
think you are very well out of your other partnership. That worthy 
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Altamonc and liis daughter oofraspond, I hear,” Pen added after a 
pause. 

Yes ; she wrote him the longest rigmarole letters, that I used to 
read : the sly little devil ; and he answered under cover to Mrs. 
Bonner. He was for carrying her off the first day or two, and no- 
thing would content him but having back his child But she didn^ 
want to come, as you may fancy ; and he was not very eager about it.” 
Here the Chevalier burst out in a Liugh. ^ Why, sir, do you know 
what was the cause of our quarrel and boxing-match ? There was a 
certain widow at Baden, a Madame la Baronne do la Cruche-cassde, 
who was not much better than himself, and whom the scoundrel 
wanted 1*^ marry ; and would, but that I told he i he was married 
already. 1 don't think that she was much bcttci;' tlmn he was. 1 
saw her on the pier at Boulogne the day I came to England.” 

And now we have brouj;lit up our narrative to the point whither 
the announcement* in the “ Chatteris Champion ” had already con- 
ducted us. • 

It wanted but verv, very few days before that blissful one when 
I'okcr should call Blandie his own ; the Clavcring folks had all 
pressed to sec the most splendid new carriage in the whole world, 
which was standing in tlic coach-housc at the “ Clavering Arms ; ” 
and shown in grateful return for drink, commonly, by Mr. Fokcr^s 
liead coachman. Madame Fribsby was occupied in making some 
lovely dresses for the tenants’ daughters, who were to figure as a sort 
of bridesmaids’ chorus at the breakfast and marriage ceremony. And 
immense festivities were to take place at the Park upon this delightful 
occasion. 

“ Yes, Mr. Huxter, yes ; a happy tenantry, its country’s pride, 
will assemble in the baronial hall, where the beards will wag all. 
The ox shall be slain, and the cup they’ll dxain ; and the bells shall 
peal quite genteel ; and my father-in-law, with the tear of sensibility 
bedewing his eye, shall bless us at his baronial porch. That shall be 
the order of proceedings, 1 think, Mr. Huxter ; and I hope we shall 
see you and your lovely bride by her hiisoand’s side, and what will 
} ou please to drink, sir } Mrs. Lightfoot, madam, you will give to 
my excellent friend and body surgeon, Mr. Huxter, Mr. Samuel 
Huxter, M.R.C.S., every' refreshment that your hostel affords, and 
place the festive amount to my account; and, Mr. Lightfoot, sir, 
what wiHyou take? though you’ve had enough already, 1 think ; yes, 
ha.” 

So spoke Harry Foker, in the bar of the “ Clavering Arms/' He 
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had apartments at that hotels and had gathered a circle of friends 
round him there. He treated all to drink who came. He was hail- 
fellow with every man. He was so happy ! He danced round 
Madame Fribsby, Mrs. Lightfoot’s great ally^ as she sate pensive in the 
bar. He consoled Mrs. Lightfoot, who had already begun to have 
causes of matrimonial disquiet ; for the truth must be told, that young 
Lightfoot, having now the full command of the cellar, had none over 
his own unbridled desires, and was tippling and tipsy from morning 
till night. And a piteous sight it was for his fond wife to behold the 
big youth reeling about the yard and coflfee-room, or drinking with the 
farmers and tradesmen his own neat wines and carefully-selected 
slock of spirits. 

When he could find time, Mr. Morgan the butler came from the 
Park, and took a glass at the expense of the landlord of the “ Clavering 
Arms.” He watched i)0()r Lightfoot’s tipsy vagaries with savage sneers. 
Mrs. Lightfoot felt always doubly uncomfortable when her unhappy 
spouse was under his comrade’s C} e. Hut a few months married, and 
to think he had got to this ! l^ladame F ribsby could feel for her. 
Madame Fribsby could tell her stories of men c\cry bit as biid. She 
had had her own woes too, and her sad experience of men. So it 
is, that nobody seems happy altogether ; and that there’s bitters, as 
Mr. Toker remarked, in the cup of every man’s life. And yet there 
did not seem to be an> in his, the honest \oiing fellow! It was 
brimming over with happiness and good- humour. 

Mr. Morgan was constant in his attentions to Fokcr. ‘‘And yet I 
don’t like him somehow,’’ said the candid young man to Mrs. Light- 
foot. “ He always seems as if he was measuring me for my coffin 
somehow. Pa-in-law’s afraid of him ; pa-in-law’s, a-hem ! nevermind, 
but ma-in-law’s a trump, Mrs. Lightfoot.” 

“ Indeed my Lady w'as ; ” .and .Mrs. Lightfoot owned, with a 
sigh, that perhaps it had been belter for her had she never left her 
mistress. 

“No, I do not like ihcc, Dr. Fell : the reason why I cannot tcll,’^ 
continued Mr. F ok^r ; “ and he wants to be taken ao my head man. 
lilanche wants me to take him. Why does Miss Amory like him so ? ” 

“ Did Miss Illanchc like him so ? ” The notion seemed to disturb 
Mrs, Lightfoot very much ; and there came to this worthy landlady 
another cause for disturbance. A letter, bearing the Boulogne post- 
mark, was brought to her one morning, and she and her husband 
were <iuarrclling over it as Fokcr passed down the stairs by the bar, on 
his way to the Park. His custom was to breakfast there, and bask 
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awhile in the presence of Armida ; then, as the company of Clavering 
tired him exceedingly, and he did not care for sporting, he would 
return for an hour or two to billiards and the society of the “ Clavering 
Arms ; ” thcrf it would be time to ride with Miss Amory, and, after 
dining with her, he left her and returned modestly to his inn. 

Lightfoot and his wife were quarrelling over the letter. What was 
that letter from abroad? Why was she always having letters from 
abroad ? Who wrote ’em ? — he would know. He didn^t believe it 
was her brother. It was no business of his? It was a business of 
his ; and with a curse, he seized hold of his wife, and dashed at her 
pocket for the letter. 

The poor woman gave a scream ; and said, Well, take it.” Just 
as her husband seized on the letter, and Mr. F okcr entered at the door, 
she gave another scream at seeing him, and once nforc tried to seize 
the i)apcr. Light fo(U opened it, shaking her away, and an enclosure 
dropped down on the breakfast-table. 

“ Hands off, man, alive !” cried little Harry, springing in, “ Don’t 
lay hands on a woman, sir. The man that lays his hand upon a woman, 
save in the way of kindness, is a — hallo I ifs a letter for Miss Amory. 
What’s this, Mrs, Lightfoot?” 

Mrs. Lightfoot began, in piteous tones of reproach to her husband, 
—“You unmanly fellow! to treat a woman so who took you off the 
street. Oh, you couard, to lay your hand upon your wife ! Why did 
1 marry you ? Why did I leave my Lady for you ? Why did 1 spend 
eight hundred pound in fitting up this house that you might drink and 
guzzle ? ’’ 

“ She gets letters, and she won’t tell me who writes letters,” said Mr, 
Lightfoot, with a muzzy voice ; “ it’s a family affair, sir. Will you take 
anything, sir ? ” 

“ I will take this letter to Miss Amory, as I am going to the 
Park,” said Fokcr, turning very pale ; and taking it up from the 
table, which was arranged for the poor landlady’s breakfast, he went 
away. J 

“ He's coinin’ — dainmy, who’s a cornin’ ? Who’s J. A., Mrs. Light- 
foot — curse me, who’s J. A. ? ” cried the husband. 

Mrs. Lightfoot cried out, “Be quiet, you tipsy brute, do!”— and 
running to her bonnet and shawl, threw them on, saw Mr. Foker 
walking down the street, took the by-kine which skirts it, and ran as 
quickly as she could to the lodge-gate, Clavering Park. Foker saw 
a running figure before him, but it was lost when he got to the lodge- 
gate. He stopped and asked, “Who was that w^ho had just come 
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in ? Mrs. Bonner was it ? ” He reeled almost in his walk : the trees 
swam before him. He rested once or twice against the trunks of the 
naked limes. 

Lady Clavering was in the breakfast-room with her son, and her 
husband yawning over his paper. " Good-morning, Harry,** said the 
Begum. ** Here’s letters, lots of letters ; Lady Rockminstcr will be 
here on Tuesday instead of Monday, and Arthur and the Major come 
to-day ; and Laura is to goto Dr. Portman’s and come to church from 
there : and — what’s the matter, my dear ? What makes you so pale, 
Harry?” 

“Where is Blanche?” asked Harry, in a sickening voice —“not 
down yet ? ” 

“ Blanche is always the last,” said the boy, eating muffins ; “ she’s 
a regular dawdle, she is. Wlien you’re not hcie, she lays in bed till 
lunch time.” 

“ Be quiet, Frank,” said the mother. 

Blanche came down presently, looking pale, and with rather an 
eager look towards Foker ; then she advanced and kissed her mother, 
and had a face beaming with her very best smiles on when she greeted 
Harry. 

“ How do you do, sir? ” she said, and put out both her hands. 

“I’m ill,” answered Harry, “I — I’ve brought a letter for you, 
Bla'nchc.” 

“ A letter, and from whom is it, pray ? Vovonsy* she said. 

“I don’t know — I should like to know,” said Fokcr. 

“ How can I tell until I sec it ? ” asked Blanche. 

“ Has Mrs. Bonner not told you?” he said, with a shaking voice ; — 
“ there’s some secret, you give her the letter. Lady Clavering.” 

Lady Clavering, wondering, look the letter from poor Foker’s 
shaking hand, and looked at the superscription. As she looked at it, 
she too began to shake in every limb, and with a scared face she 
dropped the letter, and running up to Frank, clutched the boy to 
her, and burst out with a sob— “ Take that away — it’s impossible, it’s 
impossible.” 

“W’hat is the matter?” cried Blanche, with rather a ghastly 
smile ; “ the letter is only from — from a poor pensioner and relative 
of ours.” 

“ It’s not true, it’s not true,” screamed Lady Clavering. “ No, my 
Frank, — is it, Clavering?” 

Blanche had taken up the letter, and was moving with it towards the 
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fire, but Foker ran to h^r and dutched her I must see that 

letter,” he said ; " give it me. You sha*n't burn it.” 

" You — ^you shall not treat Miss Amory so in my house,” cried the 
Baronet ; give back the letter, by Jove 1 ” 

“ Read it — and look at her,” Blanche cried, pointing to her mother ; 
" it— it was for her I kept the secret ! Read it, cruel man I ” 

And Foker opened and read the letter 

“ I HAVE not wrote, my darling Bessy, this three weeks; but this is to give 
her a fathers and 1 shall come down pretty soon as quick as my note, 

and intend to s.ce the ceremony ^ and mv son-indaw^ 1 shall put uj^ at Bonner’s. 
1 have had a pleasant autumn, and am staying here at an hotel where there is 
good company, and which is kep* in good style, I don’t know whether 1 quite 
approve of your throwing over Mr. P. for Mr. F., and don’t think Fokcr’s 
suck a pretty natne^ and fiom your account of him he seenirt a muff, and not i? 
beauty. But he has got the rmdy^ which is the thing. So no more, my dear 
little Betsy, till we meet, from your aifectionate father, 

‘*J. Amory Altamoni.” 

“ Read it, Lady Clavering ; it is too laic to keep it from you now,” 
said poor Foker; and the distracted woman, having cast her eyes 
over it, again broke out into hysterical screams, and convulsively 
grasped her son. 

** They have made an outcast of you, my boy,” she said. ‘‘ They’ve 
dishonoured your old mother ; but I’m innocent, Frank ; before (iod, 
I’m innocent. I didn’t know this, Mr. Foker ; indeed, indeed, I 
didn’t.” 

I’m sure you didn’t,” said Foker, going up and kissing her hand. 

“Generous, generous Harry,” cried out Blanche, in an ecstasy. 
But he withdrew his hand, which was upon her side, and turned from 
her with a quivering lip. “ Thai’s different,” he says. 

“ It was for her sake — for her sake, H«arry.” Again Miss Amory 
is in an attitude. 

“ There was someUiing to be done for mine,” said Foker. “ I 
would have token you, whatever you were. Everything’s talked about 
in London. I knew that your father ha a come to — to grief. You 
don’t think it was — it was for your connexion I married you ? D— it 
all ! I’ve loved you with all my heart and soul for two years, and 
you’ve been playing with me, and cheating me,” broke out the young 
man, with a cry, “ Oh, Blanche, Blanche, it’s a hard thing, a hard 
thing ! ” and he covered his face with his hands, and sobbed behind 
thexiL 
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Blanche thought, " Why didn't <I tell him that night when Arthur 
warned me ? ” ^ 

" lion’t refuse her, Harry,** cried out Lady Clavering. « Take her, 
take everything I have. It's all hers, you know, at my death. This 
boy’s disinherited.” — (Master Frank, who had been looking as scared 
at the strange scene, here burst into a loud cry.)— “Take every 
shilling. Give me just enough to live, and to go and hide my head 
with this child, and to fly from both. Oh, they’ve both been bad, 'bad 
men. Perhaps he’s here now. Don’t let me see him. Clavering, you 
coward, defend me from him.” 

Clavering started up at this proposal. “ You ain’t serious, Jemima ? 
You don’t mean that ? ” he said. “ You won’t throw me and Frank 

over? I didn’t know it, so help me . Fokcr, I’d no more idea of 

it than the dead— until the fellow came and found me out, the d — d 
escaped convict scoundrel.” 

“ The what ? ” said Fokcr. Blanche gave a scream. 

** Yes,” screamed out the Baronet in his turn. Yes, a d — d run- 
away convict— a fellow that forged Im father-in-law’s name— a d—d 
attorney, and killed a fellow in Botany Bay, hang him — and ran into 
the Bush, curse him ; 1 wish he’d died there. And he came to me, a 
good six years ago, and robbed me; and I've been ruining myself to 
keep him, the infernal scoundrel ! And Pendennis knows it, and 
Sfrong knows it, and that d — d Morgan knows it, and she knows it, 
ever so long ; and 1 never would tell it, never : and J kept it from my 
wife.” 

“And you saw him, and you didn’t kill him, Clavering, you 
coward ? ” said the wife of Araory. “ Come aw.^}’, Frank ; your father’s 
a coward. I am dishonoured, but I'm your old mother, and you’ll — 
you'll love me, won’t you ?” 

Blanche, /piordcy went up to licr mother; but Lady Clavering 
shrank from her with a sort of terror. “ Don't touch me,” she said ; 
“ you’ve no heart ; you never Iiad. I sec all now. I see why that 
coward was going to give up his place in I’arliament to Arthur ; yes, 
that coward ! and why you threatened that you would make me give 
)'ou half Frank’s fortune. And when Arthur offered to marry you 
without a shilling, because he wouldn’t rob my boy, you left him; and 
you took poor Harry. Have noUiing to do with her, Harry, You’re 
good, you are. Don’t marry that — that convict’s daughter. Come 
away, Frank, my darling ; come to your poor old mother. We’ll hide 
ourselves ; but we’re honest, yes, we are honest.’' 

All this while a strange feeling of exultation had taken possession 
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of Blanche’s mind. That mo;^th with poor Harry had been a weary 
month to her. All his fortune and splendour scarcely sufficed to make 
the idea of himself supportable' She was wearied Of his simple ways, 
and sick of coaxing and cajoling him. 

^‘Stay, mamma; stay, madam !" she cried out with a gesture 
which was always appropriate, though rather theatrical ; ** I have no 
heart, have 1 ? I keep the secret of my mother’s shame. 1 give up 
my rights to my half-brother and my bastard brother — yes, my rights 
nnd my fortune. I don’t betray my father, and for this I have no heart ! 
ril have my rights now, and the laws of my country shall give them 
to me. I appeal to my country’s laws — yes, my country’s laws ! 
'J*hc persecuted one returns this day. I desire to feo to my father.” 
And the little lady swept round her hand, and thought that she was a 
heroine. 

** You will, will you ? ” cried out Clavei ing, with one of his usual 
oiths. “ Tm a magistiate, and dummy, I’ll commit him. Here’s a 
chaise coming ; perhaps it’s him. Let him come.” 

A chaise was indeed coming up the avenue ; and the two women 
shrieked each their loudest, expecting at that moment to sec Altamont 
arrive. 

The door opened, and Mr. Morgan announced Major Pendennis 
and Mr. Pendennis, who entered, and found all parties engaged in 
this fierce quarrel. A large screen fenced the breakfast-room from 
the hall ; and it is probable that, according to his custom, Mr, Morgan 
had taken advantage of the screen to make himself acquainted with 
all that occurred. 

It had been arranged on the pre\ious day that the young people 
should ride ; and at the appointed hour in the afternoon, Mr, Foker’s 
horses arrived from the ** Clavermg Arms.” But Miss Blanche did not 
accompany him on this occasion. Pen came out and shook hands 
with him on the door- steps ; and Harry Foker rode away, followed by 
his groom in mournings The whole transactions which have occupied 
the most active part of our history were debated by the parties 
concerned during those two or three hours. Many counsels had been 
given, stories told, and compromises suggested ; and at the end Harry 
Foker rode away, with a sad “ God bless you ! ” from Pen. There 
was a dreary dinner at Clavering Park, at which the lately installed 
butler did not attend ; and the ladies were both absent. After dinner 
Pen said, I will w^alk down to Clavering and see if he is come.” 
And he walked through the dark avenue, across the bridge and road 
by his own cottage, — the once quiet and familiar fields of which were 
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flaming with the kilns and forges of the artificers employed on the 
new railroad works ; and so he entered the town, and made for the 
‘‘ Clavering Arms.'^ 

It was past midnight when he returned to Clavering Park. He 
was exceedingly pale and agitated. “Is Lady Clavering up yet?'' 
he asked. Yes, she was in her own sitting-room. He went up to 
her, and there found the poor lady in a piteous state of tears and 
agitation. 

“ It is I, — Arthur,” he said, looking in ; and entering, he took her 
hand very affectionately and kissed it “ You were always the kindest 
of friends to me, dear Lady Clavering,” he said. “ I love you very 
much. I have got some news for you.” 

“ Don’t call me by that name,” she said, pressing ^his hand. “ You 
were always a good boy, Arthur ; and it’s kind of you to come now, — 
very kind. You sometimes look very like your ma, my dear.” 

“ Dear good Lady Clavcring^^ Arthur repeated, with particular 
emphasis, “ something very strange has happened.” 

“ Has anything happened to him ? ” gasped Lady Clavering. “ Oh, 
it’s horrid to think I should be glad of it — horrid ! ” 

“ He is well. He has been and is gone, my dear lady. Don’t 
alarm yourself, — he is gone, and you are Lady Clavering still.” 

Is it true, what he sometimes said to me,” she screamed out, — 
“that he ?” 

“ He was married before he married you,” said Pen. “ He has 
confessed it to-night. lie will never come back.” There came 
another shriek from Lady Clavering, as she flung her arms round Pen, 
and kissed him, and burst into tears on his shoulder. 

What Pen had to tell, through a multiplicity of sobs and interrup- 
tions, must be compressed briefly, for behold our prescribed limit is 
reached, and our talc is coming to its end. With the Branch Coach 
from the railroad, which had succeeded .the old Alacrity and Perse- 
verance, Amory arrived, and was set down at the “ Clavering Arms.” 
He ordered his dinner at the place under his assumed name of Alta- 
mont ; and, being of a jovial turn, he welcomed the landlord, who was 
nothing loth, to a share of his wine. Having extracted from Mr. 
Lightfoot all the news regarding the family at the Park, and found, 
from examining his host, that Mrs. Lightfoot, as she said, had kept 
his counsel, he called for more wine of Mr. Lightfoot, and at'the end 
of this symposium, both, being greatly excited, went ihto Mrs. Light- 
foot’s bar. 
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She was there taking tea with her friendi Madame Fribsby ; and 
Lightfoot was by this time in such a happy state as not to be surprised 
at anything which might occur, so that, when Altamont shook hands 
with Mrs. Lightfoot as an old acquaintance, the recognition did not 
appear to him to be in the least strange, but only a reasonable cause 
for further drinking. The gentlemen partook then of brandy-and^ 
water, which they offered to the ladies, not heeding the terrified looks 
of one or the other. 

Whilst they were so engaged, at about six o’clock in the evening, 
Mr. Morgan, Sir Francis Clavering’s new man, came in, and was 
requested to drink. He selected his favourite beverage, and the 
parties engaged in general conversation. 

After a while Mr. Lightfoot began to doze. Mr. Morgan had 
repeatedly given 4iints to Mrs. Fribsby to quit the pjcmiscs ; but that 
lady, strangely fascinated, and terrified it would seem, or persuaded 
by Mrs. Lightfoot not to go, kept her place. Her persistence occa- 
sioned much annoyance to Mr. Morgan, who vented his displeasure 
in such language as* gave pain to Mrs. Lightfoot, and caused Mr. 
Altamont to say, that he was a rum customer, and not polite to the 
sex. 

The altercation between the two gentlemen bccan^e very painful 
to the women, especially to Mrs. Lightfoot, who did everything to 
soothe Mr. Morgan ; and, under pretence of giving a pipe-light to the 
stranger, she handed him a paper on which she had privily written 
the words, “ He knows you. Go.” There may have been something 
suspicious in her manner of handing, or in her guest’s of reading, the 
paper : for when he got up a short time afterwards, and said he would 
go to bed, Morgan rose too, with a laugh, and said it was too early to 
go to bed. 

The stranger then said he would go to his bedroom. Morgan said 
he would show him the way. 

At this the guest said, Come up. IVc got a brace of pistols up 
there to blow out th^ brains of any traitor or skulking spy,” and 
ujlared so fiercely uifon Morgan, that the latter, seizing hold of 
Lightfoot by the collar, and waking him, «*aid, “John Amory, I arrest 
you in the (Queen's name. Stand by me, Lightfoot. This capture is 
worth a thousand pounds.” 

He put forward his hand as if to seize his prisoner, but the other, 
doubling his fist, gave Morgan with his left hand so fierce a blow on 
the chest, that it knocked him back behind Mr. Lightfoot That 
gentleman, who was athletic and courageous, said he would knock 
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, his guest’s head off, and prepared to do !&o, as the stranger, tearing 
off his coat, and cursing both of his opponents, roared to them to 
come on. 

But with a piercing scream Mrs. Lightfoot dung herself before her 
husband, whilst with another and louder shriek Madame Fribsby ran 
to the stranger, and calling out Armstrong, Johnny Armstrong ! ” 
seized hold of his naked arm, on which a blue tattooing of a heart 
and M. F. were visible. 

The ejaculation of Madcime Fribsby seemed to astound and sober 
the stranger. He looked down upon her, and cried out, It’s Polly, 
by Jove!*' 

Mrs. Fribsby continued to exclaim : “This is not Amory. This 
is Johnny Armstrong, my wickid — wicked husband, married to me 
in St. Martin's Church, mate on board an Indialnan, and he left me 
two months after, the wicked wretch. This is John Armstrong — 
here’s the mark on his arm which he made for me.'** 

The stranger said, “I am John Armstrong, sure enough, Polly. 
I’m John Armstrong. Amor>", Altamont,~and let ’em all come on, 
and try what they can do against a British saihor. Hurray, who's 
for it ? ” 

Morgan still called out, “ Arrest him ! ” But Mrs, Lightfoot said, 
^ “ Arrest him ! arrest you, you mean spy ! What ! stop the marriage 
and ruin my Lady, and take away the ^ Clavering Arms * from us ? ” 

“ Did he say he’d take away the * Clavering Arms * from us ? ” 
asked Mr. Lightfoot, turning round. “ Hang him. I'll throttle him I” 

“ Keep him, darling, till the coach passes to the up train. It’ll be 
here now directly.” 

“ D — him. I’ll choke him if he stirs,” said Lightfoot. And so 
they kept Morgan until the coach came, and Mr. Amory or Armstrong 
went away back to London. 

Morgan had followed him : but of this event Arthur Pendennis did 
not inform Lady Clavering, and left her invoking blessings upon him 
at her son’s door, going to kiss him as he was asleep. It had been a 
busy day. 

We have to chronicle the events of but one day more, and that 
was a day when Mr. Arthur, attired in anew hat, a new blue frock-coat 
and blue handkerchief, in a new fancy waistcoat, new boots, and new 
shirt-studs (presented by the Right Honourable the Countess Dowager 
of Rockminster), made his appearance at a solitary breakfast-table, in 
Clavering Park, where he could scarce eat a single morsel of food. 
Two letters were laid by his worship’s plate ; and he chose to open the 
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firsts which was in a round clerk-lilt^ hand, in preference to the secoud 
more htmiliar superscription. 

Note I ran as follows : — 

‘♦Garbanzos Wine Company# Shepherd’s Iiujh .-^^M anday, 

“My dear PENDENNis,--In congratulating you heartily upon the event 
which is to make you happy for life, I send my very kindest remembrances (o 
Mrs. Bendennis, whom 1 hope to know even longer than 1 have already known 
her. And when I call her attention to the fact, that one of the most necessary 
articles to her husband’s comfort is pure sherry^ I know I shall have her for a 
customer for your worship’s sake. 

“ But I have to speak to you of oths^than my own concerns. Yesterday 
afternoon, a certain J. A. arrived at my chambers /rom Clavering^ which he 
had left under circumstances of which you ore doubtless now aware. In spite 
of our difference, I esuld not but give him food and. shelter (and he partook 
freely both of the Garbanzos Amontillado and tlic Td1>os(> ham), and he told 
me what had hapi^ened to him, and many other suq>rising adventures. The 
rascal married at; sixteen, and has repeatedly since performed that ceremony — 
in Sydney, in New Zealand, in South America, in Newcastle, he says, first, 
before he knew oui jH)or fiicnd the milliner. He is a perfect Don Juan. 

“And it seemed as if the commendatore had at last overtaken him, for, ns 
we wore at our meal, tliere came three heavy knocks at my outer door, which 
ma<le our friend start. 1 have .suslaine<l a siege or two here, and went to my 
usual place to reconnoitre. Thank my stars I have net a bill out in the world, 
and besides, those gentry do not come in tlial way. I found that it was your 
uncle’s late valet, Morgan, and a policeman (I think a sham policeman), and 
they said they had a warrant to take’ the person of John Armstrong, alias 
Amory, alias Altamont, a run away convict, and threatened to break in the 
oak. 

** Now, sir, in my own days of captivity I had discovered a little passage 
along the gutter into Bows and Costigan’s window, and I sent Jack Alios 
along this covered-way, not withimt terror of his life, for it had grown very 
cranky; and then, after a parley, Icl in Mons. Morgan and fri'-nd, 

“ The rascal had been instructed about that covered-way, foi he made for 
the room instantly, telling the policeman to go downstairs and keep the gate; 
and he charged up my little staircase as if he had known the premises. As he 
was going out of thp window we heard a voice that you know, from Bows’s 
garret, saying. ‘ Who arc yc, and hwhat the divvle are ye at? You’d betther 
leave the gutthcr ; bedad there’s a man kUled himself already.’ 

“And as Morgan, crossing over ami looking into the darkness, was trying 
to see whether this awful news was true, he took a broom-stick, and with a 
vigorous dash broke down the pipe of communication— and told me this 
morning, with great glee^ that he was reminded of that *aisy sthratagem by 
remembering his dorling Emilie, when she acted the pawrt of Cora in the Flee 
—and by the bridge in FezawTo, bedad.’ 1 wish that scoundrel Moigaa had 
been on the bridge when the General tried his ‘sthratagem.’ 
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**lf I hear more of Jack Alias, I will tell you. He has got plenty of 
money still, and I wanted him to send some to our poor friend the milliner ; 
but the scoundrel laughed and said, he had no more than he wanted, but 
offered to give anybody a lock of his hair. Farewell — be happy ! and believe 
me always truly yours, 

‘*E. Strong.” 

And now for the other letter,” said Pen. “ Dear old fellow I ” and 
lie kissed the seal before he broke it. 

“Warrington, Tuesday , 

“ I must not let the day pass over without saying a God bless you, to both 
of you. May Heaven make you happy, dear Arthur, and dear Laura L I 
think, l*en, that you have got the best wife in the world ; and pray that, as 
such, you will cherish her and tend her. The chambers will be lonely without 
you, dear Pen ; but if I im tired, I shall have a new home to go to in the 
house of my brother and sister. I am practising in the nursery here, in order 
to prepare for the part of Uncle Geoige. Farew^ell ! niakc your wedding tour, 
and come back to your affectionate 

“G. W.” 

Pendennis and his wife read this letter together after Doctor Port- 
man^s breakfast was over, and the guests w ere gone ; and when the 
carriage was waiting amidst the crowd at the Doctor’s outer gate. 
But the wicket led into the churcly^ard of St. Mary’s, where the bells 
w’cre pealing with all their might, and it was here, over Helen’s green 
grass, that Arthur showed his wife George’s letter. For which of those 
two — for grief was it or for happiness, that Laura’s tears abundantly 
fell on the paper? And once more, in the presence of the sacred dust, 
she kissed and blessed her Arthur. 

There was only one marriage on that day at Clavering Church : for, 
in spite of Blanche’s sacrifices for her dearest mother, honest Harry 
Fokcr could not pardon the woman w'ho had deceived her intended 
husband, and justly argued that she would deceive him again. He 
w'cnt to the Pyramids and Syria, and there left his malady "behind him, 
and returned with a fine beard, and a supply of tarbooshes and nar- 
gillies, with w^hich he regales all his friends. He lives splendidly, and, 
through Pen’s mediation, gets his wine from the celebrated vintages of 
the Duke o** Garbanzos. 

As for poor Cos, his fate has been mentioned in an early part of this 
story. No very glorious end could be expected to such a career. 
Morgan is one of the most respectable fhen in the parish of St. James’s 
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and in the present political movement has pronounced hims^ like a 
man and a Briton. And Bows, — on the demise of Mr. Piper, who 
played the organ at Clavering, little Mrs. Sam Huxter, who has the 
entire command of Doctor Portman, brought Bows down from London 
to contest the organ-loft, and her candidate carried the chair. When 
Sir Francis Clavering quitted this worthless life, the same little in- 
defatigable canvasser took the borough by storm, and it is now repre- 
sented by Arthur Pendennis, Esq. Blanche Amory, it is well known, 
married at Paris, and the saloons of Madame la Comtesse de Mont- 
morenci dc Valentinois were amongst the most suivis of that capital. 
The duel between the Count and the young and fiery representative of 
the*Mountain, Alcide dc Mirobo, arose solely from the latter question- 
ing at the Club the titles home by the formei* nobleman. Madame dc 
Montmorenci de Valentinois travelled after the adventure : and Bungay 
bought her poems, and published them, with the Countess’s coronet 
emblazoned on the Countess’s work. 

Major Pendennis became very serious in his last days, and was 
never so happy as when Laura was reading to him with her sweet 
voice, or listening to his stories. For this sweet lady is the friend of 
the young and the old : and her life is always passed in making other 
lives happy. 

And what sort of a husband would this Pendennis be?” many a 
reader will ask, doubting the happmoss of such a marriage and the 
fortune of Laura. The querist, if diey meet her, arc referred to that 
lady herself, >vho, seeing his faults and wayward moods— seeing and 
owning that there are men better than he — loves him always with the 
most constant affection. His children or their mother have never 
heard a harsh word from him ; and when his fits of moodiness and 
solitude arc over, welcome him back with a never-failing regard and 
confidence. His friend is his friend still, — entirely heart-whole. That 
malady is never fatal to a sound organ. And George goes through his 
part of Godpapa ix;rfcctl\, and lives alone. If Mr. Pen’s works have 
procured him more ^reputation than has been acquired by his abler 
friend, whom r.o one knc»ws, George live contented without the fame. 
If the best men do not draw the great prizes in life, we know it has 
been so settled by the Ordaincr of the lottery. We own, and see daily, 
how the false and worthless live and prosper, while the good are called 
away, and the dear and young perish untimely, — we perceive in every 
man’s life the maimed happiness, the frequent falling, the bootless 
endeavour, the struggle of Right and Wrong, in which the strong often 
succumb and the swift fail : we see flowers of good blooming in foul 
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placesi as, in the most lofty and splendid fortunes, flaws of vice and 
meanness, and stains of evil ; and, knowing how mean the best of us 
is, let us give a hand of charity to Arthur Pendennis, with all his faults 
and shortcomings, who does not claim to be a hero, but ^ly a man 
and a brother. 
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